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CHAPTER 


The  eoodition  of  Engluid,  on  which  many  pAmphleta  ani  now 
in  the  conrae  of  publication,  and  manj  thoughta  unpubli§hcd  ore 
going  on  in  every  reflectiTe  head,  is  justly  regarded  as  one  of  tbe 
noat  ominous,  and  withal  one  of  the  strangest,  ercr  seen  in  this 
world,  ^ngland  is  fiill  of  wealth,  of  multi&riona  produce,  sup- 
ply for  human  want  in  every  kind  ;  yet  England  is  dying  of  in- 
anition. With  unabated  bounty  the  land  of  Eugland  blooms  and 
grows ;  waving  with  yellow  harvests ;  thick-studded  with  work- 
■hopa,  induatrial  implements,  with  fifteen  millions  of  workers, 
undentood  to  he  the  strongest,  the  cunningest  and  the  willingcst 
our  Earth  ever  hadj,  these  men  are  here;  the  work  tbcyhavo 
done,  the  fmit  they  have  realised  is  bore,  abundant,  exuberant  on 
wery  band  of  ns  :  and  behold,  some  baleful  fiat  at  of  Enchaiit- 
ineiit  has  gone  forth,  saying,  "  Touch  it  not,  ye  workers,  yo  mas- 
ter-workers, yo  master-idlers  ;  none  of  you  can  touch  it,  no  mnn 
of  yoQ  shall  be  the  better  for  it ;  this  is  enchanted  fruit  t"  On 
the  poor  workers  such  fiat  falls  first,  in  its  rudest  shape ;  but  on 
the  rich  master-workers  too  it  falls ;  neither  can  the  rich  mahtor 
idlers,  nor  any  richest  or  highest  man  escape,  but  all  are  tike  to 
be  brought  low  with  it,  and  made  '  poor'  enough,  in  the  money 
sense  or  a  far  &tallcr  onc^ 
^JCH  these  successful  skilful  workers  some  two  miltiono,  it  is  iii>w 
BOUDted,  sit  in  Workhouses,  Poor-law  Prisons  ;  or  have  'out-donr 
tflliaf  filing  over  the  wall  to  them, — the  workhouse  Bastille  boiiij; 
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filled  to  bursting,  and  the  strong  Poor-law  broken  asunder  by  a 
stronger.*  They  sit  there,  these  many  months  now ;  their  hope 
of  deliverance  as  yet  small.  In  workhouses,  pleasantly  so  named, 
because  work  cannot  be  done  in  them.  Twelve  hundred  thou- 
sand workers  in  England  alone :  their  cunning  right-hand  Immed, 
lying  idle  in  their  sorrowful  bosom ;  their  hopes,  otitleoks,  share 
of  this  &ir  world,  shut  in  by  narrow  wall^  They  mt  there,  pent 
up,  as  in  a  kind  of  horrid  enchantment ;  glad  to  be  imprisoned 
and  enchanted,  that  they  may  not  perish  starved.  The  picturesque 
Tourist,  in  a  sunny  autumn  day,  through  this  bounteous  realm  of 
England,  descries  the  Union  Workhouse  on  his  path.  *■  Passing 
by  the  Workhouse  of  St.  Ives  in  Huntingdonshire,  on  a  bright 
day  last  autumn,'  says  the  picturesque  Tourist,  ^  I  saw  sitting  on 
'  wooden  benches,  in  front  of  their  Bastille  and  within  their  ring- 
'  wall  and  its  railings,  some  half-hundred  or  more  of  these  men. 

<  Tall  robust  figures,  young  mostly  or  of  middle  age  ;  of  honest 
'  countenance,  many  of  them  thoughtful  and  even  intelligent-look- 
'  ing  men.  They  sat  there,  near  by  one  another  ;  but  in  a  kind 
'  of  torpor,  especially  in  silence,  which  was  very  striking.  In 
'  silence :  for,  alas,  what  word  was  to  be  said  ?  ^n  Earth  all 
'  lying  round,  crying.  Come  and  till  me,  come  and  reap  me ; — ^yet 

<  wo  here  sit  enchanted  1  In  the  eyes  and  brows  of  these  men 
'  hung  the  gloomiest  expression,  not  of  anger,  but  of  grief  and 
'shame  and  manifold  inarticulate  distress  and  weariness;  they 

<  returned  my  glance  with  a  glance  that  seemed  to  say,  "  Bo  not 
*  look  at  us.  We  sit  enchanted  here,  we  know  not  why.  The 
'  Sun  shines  and  the  Earth  calls  ;  and,  by  the  governing  Powers 
'and  Impotences  of  this  England,  we  are  forbidden  to  obey.  It 
'is  impossible,  they  tell  usP  There  was  something  that  re. 
'  minded  me  of  Dante's  Hell  in  the  look  of  all  this ;  and  I  rode 
'  swiftly  away^ 

\po  many  hundred  thousands  sit  in  workhouses:  and  other 
hundred  thousands  have  not  yet  got  even  workhouses ;  and  in 
thrifty  Scotland  itself,  in  Glasgow  or  Edinburgh  City,  in  their 
dark  lanes,  hidden  from  all  but  the  eye  of  €rod,  and  of  rare 

•  The  reiuni  of  Paupers  for  England  and  Wales,  at  Ladjday,  1S42,  is, 
'Indoor  221,687,  Oui^omr  1,207,402,  Total  1,429,089.'--(O|Emi/  iS^trt.) 
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BenerolADoe  the  minister  of  Ood,  there  are  scenes  of  woe  and 
deBtitation  and  desoUtion,  such  as,  one  may  hope,  the  San  never 
mm  before  in  the  most  barbarous  regions  where  men  dwelh  Com- 
paleat  witnesses,  the  brare  and  humane  Dr.  Alison,  who  speaks 
what  he  knows,  whose  noble  Healing  Art  in  his  charitable  hands 
beeoaai  onee  more  a  truly  sacred  one,  report  these  things  for  us : 
^ihese  things  are  not  of  this  year,  or  of  last  year,  have  no  reference 
to  o«r  present  state  of  commercial  stagnation,  but  only  to  the  com- 
mon state.    Not  in  sharp  fever-fits,  but  a  chronic  gangrene  of  this 
kind  is  SooUaad  suffering.   A  Poor-law,  any  and  every  Poor-law,  it 
may  be  observed,  is  but  a  temporary  measure ;  an  anodyne,  not  a 
remedy  :  Rich  and  Poor,  when  once  the  naked  fects  of  their  con- 
dition have  oome  into  collision,  cannot  long  subsifit  together  on  a 
mere  Poor-law.^  True  enough : — and  yet,  human  beings  cannot 
be  left  to  die  1     Scotland  too,  till  something  better  come,  must 
have  a  Popr-law,  if  Scotland  is  not  to  be  a  byword  among  the 
aations.  U)h,  what  a  waste  is  there  ;  of  noble  and  thrice-noble 
national  virtues ;  peasant  Stoicisms,  HeroiBms  ;   valiant  manful 
habits,  soul  of  a  Nation's  worth, — ^which  all  the  metal  of  Poto:<i 
purchase  back ;  to  which  the  metal  of  Potosi,  and  all  you 
bay  with  ii^  is  dross  and  dust  O 
Why  dwell  on  this  aspect  of  the  matter  ?     It  is  too  indisputa- 
ble, not  doubtful  now  to  any  one.     Descend  where  you  will  into 
the  lower  class,  in  Town  or  Country,  by  what  avenue  you  will,  by 
Factory  InquirieS|  Agricultural  Inquiries,  by  Revenue  Returns, 
by  Mining-Labourer  Committees,  by  opening  your  own  eyo8  and 
ioMagj  the  same  sorrowful  result  discloses  itself  :f you  liavc  to 
admit  that  the  working  body  of  this  rich  English  Nation  ban  sunk 
or  is  feat  sinking  into  a  state,  to  which,  all  f*ides  of  it  considered, 
there  was  literally  never  any  parallel^   At  Stockport  As8izt>s. — 
and  this  too  has  no  reference  to  the  present  state  of  trade,  being 
of  date  prior  to  that, — a  Mother  and  a  Father  are  arraigned  and 
feoad  gnilty  of  poisoning  three  of  their  children,  to  defraud  a 
"  barial-fiMKiety'  of  some  3/.  6s.  duo  on  the  death  of  each  cliil<l : 
they  are  arraigned,  found  guilty :  and  the  official  authorities,  it 
i§  whispered,  hint  that  perhaps  the  cane  is  not  solitary,  that  per- 
hape  you  had  better  not  probe  ferther  into  that  department  of 
lUo^s.     This  is  in  the  antunn  of  1841 ;  the  crime  itself  is  of  the 
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previouB  year  or  seMon.  "  Brutal  saTages,  degraded  Iriah,"  mut- 
ters the  idle  reader  of  Newspapers;  hardly  lingering  on  tlds 
incident  Yet  it  is  an  incident  worth  lingering  on ;  the  de- 
pravity, savagery  and  degraded  Irishism  being. never  so  well 
admitted.  In  the  British  land^  a  human  Mother  and  Father,  of 
white  skin  and  professing  the  Christian  religion,  has  done  this 
thing  ;  they,  with  their  Irishism  and  necessity  and  savageryi  bad 
been  driven  to  do  it  Such  instances  are  like  the  highest  moon- 
tain  apex  emerged  into  view ;  under  which  lies  a  whole  moantain 
region  and  land,  not  yet  emerged.  A  human  Mother  and  Fatbcnr 
had  said  to  themselves,  What  shall  we  do  to  escape  starvation? 
We  are  deep  sunk  here,  in  our  dark  cellar  ;  and  help  is  fiur. — 
Yes,  in  the  Ugolino  Hunger-tower  stern  things  happen ;  beai- 
lovcd  little  Craddo  fiillen  dead  on  hb  Father's  knees ! — ^The  Stodc- 
port  Mother  and  Father  think  and  hint :  Our  poor  little  starve- 
ling Tom,  who  cries  all  day  for  victuals,  who  will  see  only  evil 
and  not  good  in  this  world  :  if  he  were  out  of  misery  at  once ;  he 
well  dead,  and  the  rest  of  us  perhaps  kept  alive  ?  It  is  thought, 
and  hinted ;  at  last  it  is  done.  And  now  Tom  being  killed,  and  all 
spent  and  eaten.  Is  it  poor  little  starveling  Jack  that  must  go,  or 
poor  little  starveling  Will  1 — ^What  a  committee  of  ways  and 
means  ! 

In  starved  sieged  cities,  in  the  uttermost  doomed  ruin  of  old 
Jerusalem  fidlen  under  the  wrath  of  Gt>d,  it  was  prophesied  and 
said,  ^  The  hands  of  the  pitiful  woman  have  sodden  their  own 
children.'  The  stem  Uebrew  imagination  could  conceive  no 
blacker  gulf  of  wretch^ness ;  that  was  the  ultimatum  of  degraded 
god-punished  man.  f  And  we  here,  in  modem  England,  exuber- 
>/  ant  with  supply  of  lul  kinds,  besieged  by  nothing  if  it  be  not  by 
invisible  Enchantments,  are  we  reaching  that? How  oqme 


these  things  ?     Wherefore  are  they,  wherefore  should  they 


o<mi( 
bej) 


Nor  arc  they  of  the  St.  Ives  workhouses,  of  the  Glasffpw  lanes, 
and  Stockport  cellars,  the  only  unblessed  among  us.  iThis  suc- 
cessful industry  of  England,  with  its  plethoric  wealth,  has  as  yet 
made  nobody  rich  ;  it  is  an  enchanted  wealth,  and  belongs  yet  to 
^  nobody.     We  might  ask.  Which  of  us  has  it  enriched?     We  can 
1  spend  thousands  where  we  onoe  spent  knndreda ;  but  can  purchaae 
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days  crowd  for  rerisal, — for  oonfinnatLon,  for  miMUfiaation,  fo 
reyersal  with  costs.  IX>Bt  thon  know  Uiat  Court ;  hast  tlioa  hid 
any  Iiaw-practioe  there  9  What,  didst  thou  ne^er  ent«r;  aevw 
file  any  petition  of  redress,  reclaimer,  disdaimer  or  deanrrer, 
written  as  in  thy  hearths  hlood,  for  thy  own  behoof  or  another's ; 
and  silently  await  the  issne  1  Thou  knowest  not  ewik  a  Goort? 
Hast  merely  heard  of  it  by  fiiint  traditacm  as  a  thing  that  was  or 
had  been  ?     Of  thee,  I  think,  we  shall  get  littl^  benefit 

For  the  gowns  of  learned -sergeanta  are  good:  parchment 
records,  fixed  forms,  and  poor  terrestrial  Justice,  mth  or  without 
horse-hair,  what  sane  man  will  not  reverence  these  1  And  yet, 
behold,  the  man  is  not  sane  but  insane,  who  considers  these  alone 
as  yenerable.  Oceans  of  horse-hair,  continents  of  parchm^Dit,  and 
learned-sergeant  eloquence,  were  it  continued  till  the  learned 
tongue  wore  itself  amsJl  in  the  inde&tigable  learned  mouth,  can- 
not make  unjust  just.  Q^The  grand  question  still  remains,  Was  the 
judgment  just  ?  If  unjust,  it  will  not  and  cannot  get  harboor  for 
itself^  or  continue  to  have  footing  in  this  Universe,  which  was 
made  by  other  than  One  Unjus^  Enforce  it  by  never  such  sta- 
tuting,  three  readings,  royal  assents ;  blow  it  to  the  four  winds 
wiitti  all  manner  of  quilted  trumpeters  and  pursuivants,  in  the 
rear  of  them  never  so  many  gibbets  and  hangmen,  it  will  not 
stand,  it  cannot  stand.  From  all  souls  of  men,  from  all  ends  of 
IS^ature,  from  the  Throne  of  Grod  above,  there  are  vcMces  biddiog 
it :  Away,  away !  Does  it  take  no  warning  ;  does  it  stand,  strong 
in  its  three  readings,  in  its  gibbets  and  artillery-parks  ?  The 
more  woe  is  to  it,  the  frightfuller  woe.  It  will  continue  standing, 
for  its  day,  for  its  year,  for  its  century,  doing  evil  all  the  while  ; 
but  it  has  One  enemy  who  is  Almighty :  dissolution,  explosion, 
and  the  everlasting  Laws  of  Nature  incessantly  advance  towards 
it ;  and  the  deeper  its  rooting,  more  obstinate  its  continuing,  the 
deeper  also  ai\d  huger  will  its  ruin  and  overturn  be. 

In  this  Grod's-world,  with  its  wild-whirling  eddies  and  mad 
foam-oceana,  where  men  and  nations  perish  as  if  without  law,  and 
judgment  for  an  unjust  thing  is  sternly  delayed,  dost  thou  think 
that  there  is  therefore  no  justice  ?  It  is  what  the  fool  hath  said 
in  his  heart  It  is  what  the  wise,  in  all  times,  were  wise  beoaofle 
they  denied,  and  knew  forever  not  to  be.   I  tell  ihee  ugain,  there 
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u  nothing  ehe  but  juBticc.  One  strong  thiog  I  find  here  below : 
the  just  thing,  the  true  thing.  My  friend,  if  thou  hadst  all  the 
artillery  of  Woolwich  trundling  at  thy  back  in  support  of  an  un- 
just thing  ;  and  infinite  bonfires  visibly  waiting  ahead  of  thee,  to 
blaze  centuries  long  for  thy  victory  on  behalf  of  it, — I  would  ad- 
riie  thee  to  call  halt,  to  fling  down  thy  baton,  and  say,  <<  In  God's 
name,  No  f"  Thy  ^  success  V  Poor  devil,  what  will  thy  success 
amount  to  ?  If  the  thing  is  unjust,  thou  hast  not  succeeded ;  no, 
out  though  bonfires  blaced  from  North  to  South,  and  bells  rang, 
and  editors  wrote  leading-articles,  and  the  just  thing  lay  trampled 
out  of  sight,  to  all  mortal  eyes  an  abolished  and  annihilated  thing. 
Suci*e88  ?  In  few  years  thou  wilt  be  dead  and  dark, — all  euld, 
eyeless,  deaf ;  no  blaxe  of  bonfires,  ding-dong  of  bells  or  leading- 
articles  visible  or  audible  to  thee  again  at  all  forever :  What  kind 
of  success  is  that ! — 

Qt  is  true,  all  goes  by  approximation  in  this  world ;  with  any 
not  insupportable  approximation  we  must  bo  patient.  There  is  a 
noble  Conser^'atism  as  well  as  an  ignoble.  Would  to  llcavcn, 
for  the  sake  of  Conservatism  itself^  the  noble  alone  were  left,  and 
the  ignoble,  by  some  kind  severe  hand,  were  ruthlessly  lopped 
away,  forbidden  ever  more  to  shew  itself !  For  it  is  the  right 
and  noble  alone  that  will  have  victory  in  this  struggle ;  the  re^t 
19  wholly  an  obstruction,  a  postponement  and  fearful  impcrilment 
of  the  victory^  Towards  an  eternal  centre  of  right  and  noble- 
ness, and  of  that  only,  is  all  this  confusion  tending.  We  already 
know  whither  it  is  all  tending;  what  will  have  victory,  what  will 
have  none !  The  Heaviest  will  reach  the  centre.  The  Heaviest, 
sinking  through  complex  fluctuating  media  and  vorticen,  has  its 
deflexions,  its  obstructions,  nay  at  times  its  resiliences,  it«  ro- 
buundings  ;  whereupon  some  blockhead  shall  be  heard  jubilating, 
**»Sec,  your  Heaviest  ascends  !" — but  ut  all  moments  it  is  moving 
cent  reward,  fust  as  is  convenient  fur  it ;  sinking,  sinking ;  and, 
by  laws  older  than  the  World,  old  as  the  Maker  s  first  IMan  of 
the  World,  it  ha-s  to  arrive  there. 

Await  the  issue.  In  all  Imttles.  if  you  await  the  issue,  each 
fighter  has  prospered  a<*cording  to  his  right.  His  right  and  his 
might,  at  the  close  of  the  account,  were  oihj  and  the  s'wno      Ho 
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has  fought  with  all  his  might,  and  in  oxaot  proportion  to  all  his 
right  he  has  prevailed.  His  very  death  is  no  victory  over  him. 
He  dies  indeed  ;  but  his  work  lives,  very  truly  lives.  A  heroie 
Wallace,  quartered  on  the  scaffold,  cannot  hinder  that  his  Scot- 
land become,  one  day,  a  part  of  England :  but  he  does  liinder 
that  it  become,  on  tyrannous  unfttir  terms,  a  part  f£  it;  com- 
mands still,  as  with  a  god's  voice,  from  his  old  ViEdhaUa  and 
Temple  of  the  Brave,  that  there  be  a  just  real  union  as  of  brother 
and  brother,  not  a  false  and  merely  semblant  one  as  of  slaye  and 
master.  If  the  union  with  England  be  in  fact  one  of  Scotland's 
chief  blessings,  we  thank  Wallace  withal  that  it  was  not  the 
chief  curse.  Scotland  is  not  Ireland:  no,  because  brave  men 
rose  there,  and  said,  <^  Behold,  ye  must  not  tread  us  down  like 
slaves ;  and  ye  shall  not, — and  cannot  1"  Fight  on,  thou  brave 
true  heart,  and  falter  not,  through  dark  fortune  and  throng 
bright.  The  cause  thou  fightcst  for,  so  far  as  it  is  true,  no  fur- 
ther, yet  precisely  so  far,  is  very  sure  of  victory.  The  &lsehood 
alone  of  it  will  be  conquered,  will  be  abolished,  as  it  ought  to  be : 
but  the  truth  of  it  is  part  of  Nature's  own  Laws,  cooperates  with 
the  World's  eternal  Tendencies,  and  cannot  be  conquered. 

The  dust  of  controversy,  what  is  it  but  the  falsehood  flying  off 
from  all  manner  of  conflicting  true  forces,  and  making  such  a 
loud  dust-whirlwind, — that  so  the  truths  alone  may  remain,  and 
embrace  brother-like  in  some  true  rcsulting-force !  It  is  ever  so. 
Savage  fighting  Heptarchies :  their  fighting  is  an  ascertainment, 
who  has  the  right  to  rule  over  whom ;  that  out  of  such  waste- 
bickering  Saxondom  a  peacefully  cooperating  England  may  arise. 
Seek  through  this  Universe ;  if  with  other  than  owPs  eyes,  thou 
wilt  find  nothing  nourished  there,  nothing  kept  in  life,  but  what 
has  right  to  nourishment  and  life.  The  rest,  look  at  it  with  other 
than  owl's  eyes,  is  not  living ;  is  all  dying,  all  as  good  as  dead  I 
Justice  was  ordained  from  the  foundations  of  the  world ;  and  will 
last  with  the  world  and  longer. 

/From  which  I  infer  that  the  inner  sphere  of  Fact,  in  this  pres- 
enl  England  as  elsewhere,  differs  infinitely  from  the  outer  sphere 
and  spheres  of  Semblance.  That  the  Temporary,  here  as  else* 
where,  is  too  apt  to  carry  it  over  the  Eternal.     That  he  who 
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dwells  in  the  temporary  Semblances,  and  docs  not  penetrate  into 
the  eternal  Substance,  will  not  answer  the  Sphinx-riddle  of  To- 
day, or  of  any  Pay.  For  the  sabstanco  alone  is  substantial ; 
that  is  the  law  of  Fact ;  if  you  discover  not  that,  Fact,  who 
already  knows  it,  will  let  you  also  know  it  by  and  by  !^ 
^nrhat  ii  Justice  ?  that,  on  the  whole,  is  the  quesuon  of  the 
Sphinx  to  us.  The  law  of  Fact  is,  that  Justice  must  and  will  be 
done.  The  sooner  the  better;  for  the  Time  grows  stringent, 
frightfully  pressing^  "  What  is  Justice  ?*'  ask  many,  to  whom 
cmel  Fact  alone  will  bo  able  to  prove  responsive.  It  is  like  jest- 
ing Pilate  askings  What  is  Truth  ?  Jesting  Pilate  had  not  the 
fmaUest  chance  to  ascertain  what  was  Truth.  He  could  not  have 
known  it,  had  a  god  shewn  it  to  him.  Thick  serene  opacity, 
thicker  than  amaurosis,  veiled  those  smiling  eyes  of  his  to  Truth ; 
the  inner  rdina  of  them  was  gone  paralytic,  dead.  He  looked  at 
Truth ;  and  discerned  her  not,  there  where  she  stood.  ^*  What 
is  Jostice  ?"  The  clothed  embodied  Justice  that  sits  in  West- 
minsier  Hall,  with  penalties,  parchments,  tipstaves,  is  very  visi- 
ble. But  the  Knembodied  Justice,  whereof  that  other  is  either 
an  emblem,  or  else  is  a  fearful  indescribability,  is  not  so  visible  ! 
For  the  nnembodied  Justice  is  of  Heaven ;  a  Spirit,  and  Divinity 
of  Heaven, — t»visible  to  all  but  the  noble  and  pure  of  soul.  The 
impure  ignoble  gaie  with  eyes,  and  she  is  not  there.  They  will 
prove  it  to  you  by  logic,  by  endless  Hansard  Debatings,  by  bursts 
of  Parliamentary  eloquence.  It  is  not  consolatory  to  behold ! 
For  properly,  as  many  men  as  there  are  in  a  Nation  who  can 
withal  tee  Heaven's  invisible  Justice,  and  know  it  to  be  on  Earth 
alao  omnipotent,  so  many  men  are  there  who  stand  between  a 
Nation  and  perdition.  So  many,  and  no  more.  Heavy-laden 
England,  how  many  hast  thoa  in  this  hour?  The  Supremo 
Power  sends  new  and  ever  new,  all  born  at  least  with  hearts  of 
flesh  and  not  of  stone; — and  heavy  Misery  itself,  once  heavy 
enough,  will  prove  didactic ! — 
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CHAPTER    III. 

MANCHESTER   INSURRECTION. 

Blusterowski,  Golacorde,  and  other  Editorial  prq[>het8  of  tfcye 
Continental  Democratic  MoTement,  have  in  ikmr  leading-articdfls 
shewn  themselyes  disposed  to  vilipend  the  late  Manchester  In- 
surrection, as  evincing  in  the  rioters  an  extreme  backwardness  to 
battle ;  nay  as  betokening,  in  the  English  People  itself^  pediaps 
a  want  of  the  proper  animal-courage  indispensable  in  these  ages. 
A  million  hungry  operative  men  started  up,  in  utmost  paroxysm 
of  desperate  protest  against  their  lot ;  and,  ask  Colaoorde  and 
company,  How  many  shots  were  fired  ?  Very  few  in  oompari- 
son  1  Certain  hundreds  of  drilled  soldiers  sufficed  to  suppress 
this  million-headed  hydra,  and  tread  it  down,  without  the  small- 
est appeasement  or  hope  of  such,  into  its  subterranean  settlements 
again,  there  to  reconsider  itself.  Compared  with  our  revolts  in 
Lyons,  in  Warsaw  and  elsewhere,  to  say  nothing  of  incomparable 
Paris  City  past  or  present,  what  a  lamblike  Insurrection  \ — 

The  present  Editor  is  not  here,  with  his  readers,  to  yindieata 
the  character  of  Insurrections  ;  nor  does  it  matter  to  us  idbether 
Blusterowski  and  the  rest  may  think  the  English  a  ooura^peoos 
people  or  not  courageous.  In  passing,  however,  let  us  mention 
that,  to  our  view,  this  was  not  an  unsuccessful  Insurrection ;  thai 
as  Insurrections  go,  we  have  not  heard  lately  of  any  that  sno- 
ceeded  so  welL 

I  A  million  of  hungry  operative  men,  as  Blusterowski  says,  rose 
all  up,  came  all  out  into  the  streets,  and — stood  there.  What 
other  could  they  do  ?  Their  wrongs  and  griefs  were  bitter,  in- 
supportable, their  rage  against  the  same  was  just :  but  who  are- 
they  that  cause  these  wrongs,  who  that  will  honestly  make  effort 
to  redress  them  ?  Our  enemies  are  we  know  not^vrho  or  what ; 
our  friends  are  we  know  not  where !     How  shall  we  attack  any 
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(ne,  shoot  or  be  shot  b;  any  one  ij  Oh,  if  the  MMorsed  inTisiblfl 
Nightmu'e,  that  ia  enuhing  out  the  life  cf  lu  uid  ours,  voold 
take  a  shape ;  approaoh  iu  like  the  HyrcauiaD  tiger,  the  Behe- 
moth of  Chaos,  the  Archfiend  himself;  in  U17  shape  that  we 
could  see,  and  &steD  on  1 — A  man  can  have  himself  shot  with 
eheerfulneas  i  bnt  it  needs  first  that  he  see  olearl;  for  what 
Shew  hint  the  dirine  boe  of  Justice,  then  the  diabolic  monster 
which  is  eolipaing  that :  he  wiU  fly  at  the  throat  of  sooh  monster, 
ner«r  io  monstrous,  and  need  do  bidding  to  do  it  Woolwich 
gn^>«sbot  will  sweep  clear  all  streets,  blast  into  iunsibUity  so 
many  thousand  Man :  bat  if  your  Woolwich  grapeshot  be  but 
eclipsing  Divine  Justice,  and  the  God's -radiance  itself  gleam  re- 
eognisable  athwart  wieh  grapeshot, — then,  yes  then  is  the  time 
oosM  for  fighting  and  attacking.  All  arlillerj-parks  hare  be- 
wme  weak,  and  are  about  to  disupate :  in  the  God's-th  under, 
tbeir  poor  thunder  slaokens,  ceases ;  finding  that  it  Js,  in  all 
aenaea  of  the  term,  a  bnU  one  I — 

That  the  Manchester  Insurrection  stood  still,  od  the  etreote, 
with  an  indisposition  to  fire  and  bloodshed,  was  wisdom  for  it 
even  as  an  luBurrection.  Insurrection,  never  so  necessary,  is  a 
moat  sad  necessity  ;  and  gOTemors  who  wait  for  that  to  instruct 
then,  are  surely  getting  into  the  fatallest  ooutbcb, — proving  them-i 
Mlves  So&Lof  Nox  and  Chaos,  of  blind  Cowardice,  not  of  seeing 
Valour !  ^How  can  diere  be  any  remedy  in  insurrection  ?  It  iH^ 
•  mere  aoDOuncemeut  o£  the  disease, — riuible  now  even  to  Sony 
at  Night  lusorreetion  usually  '  gajos'  little ;  usually  wastes 
bow  Boch  I  One  of  its  worst  kinds  of  waste,  to  say  nothing  of 
tha  rest,  is  that  of  irritating  and  exasperating  men  against  each 
other,  by  violenec  done ;  which  is  alwav  sure  to  be  injustice  doas, 
for  violence  does  even  justice  unjustlyJ 

Who  shall  compute  the  waste  and  1ms,  the  obstruction  of  every 
•ort,  that  was  prodnood  in  the  Uauchester  region  by  Teterliio 
akme !  Some  thirteen  unarmed  men  and  women  cut  down. — the 
number  of  the  slain  and  maimed  is  very  countable :  but  the 
treasury  of  rage,  burning  bidden  or  vitiilile  in  all  heartH  ever , 
since,  more  or  less  perverting  the  effort  and  aim  uf  all  beartit  ever 
ainoe,  is  of  nnknown  extent.  "  How  ye  came  among  us,  in  your 
orael  armod  blindness,  ye  unspeakable  County  Yeomanry,  tubrea 
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flourishing,  hoofs  prancing,  and  skshed  us  down  at  yonr  bmto 
pleasure  ;  deaf,  hlind  to  M  our  claims  And  woes  and  wrongs  ;  of 
quick  sight  and  sense  to  your  own  claims  only  1  There  lie  poor 
sallow  workwom  weavers,  and  complain  no  more  now  j  womea 
themselves  are  slashed  and  sabred,  howling  terror  fills  the  air ; 
and  ye  ride  prosperous,  very  victorious, — ^ye  unspeakable :  giye 
us  sabres  too,  and  then  come-on  a  little  !"  Such  are  Peterloos. 
In  all  hearts  that  witnessed  Peterloo,  stands  written,  as  in  fire- 
characters,  or  smoke-characters  prompt  to  become  fire  Again,  a 
legible  balance-account  of  grim  vengeance :  very  unjusUy  bal- 
anced, much  exaggerated,  as  is  the  way  with  soch  accounts :  but 
payable  readily  at  sight,  in  full  with  compound  interest !  Such 
things  should  be  avoided  as  the  very  pestilence !  CFor  men's 
hearts  ought  not  to  be  set  against  one  another  ;  but  set  imth  one 
another,  and  all  against  the  Evil  Thing  onlyA  Men's  souls  ought 
to  be  left  to  see  clearly ;  not  jaundiced,  blinoed.  twisted  all  awry, 
by  revenge,  mutual  abhorrence,  and  the  like.  vLn  Insurrection 
that  can  announce  the  disease,  and  then  retire  with  no  such  bal- 
ance-account opened  anywhere,  has  attained  the  highest  sucoeai 
possible  for  i^ 

And  this  was  what  these  poor  Manchester  operatives,  with  all 
the  darkness  that  was  in  them  and  round  them,  did  manage  to 
perform.  They  put  their  huge  inarticulate  question,  ''  What  do 
you  mean  to  do  with  us  ?"  in  a  manner  audible  to  every  reflectiTe 
soul  in  this  kingdom ;  exciting  deep  pity  in  aU  good  men,  deep 
anxiety  in  all  men  whatever ;  and  no  conflagration  or  outburst 
of  madness  came  to  cloud  that  feeling  anywhere,  but  everywhere 
it  operates  unclouded.  All  England  heard  the  question :  it  is 
the  first  practical  form  of  our  Sphinx-riddle.  England  will  an* 
swer  it ;  or,  on  the  whole,  England  will  perish  ; — one  does  not 
yet  expect  the  latter  result ! 

For  the  rest,  that  the  Manchester  Insurrection  could  yet  die* 
cem  no  radiance  of  Heaven  on  any  side  of  its  horizon  ;  but  feared 
that  all  lights,  of  the  O'Connor  or  other  sorts,  hitherto  kindled, 
were  but  deceptive  fish-oil  transparencies,  or  bog  will-o'-wisp 
lights,  and  no  dayspring  from  on  high :  for  this  also  we  will  hon- 
our the  poor  Manchester  Insurrection,  and  augur  well  of  it  A 
deep  unspoken  sense  lies  in  these  strong  men, — ^ineonsideraUei 
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■lnHMrt  rtnpid,  u  mil  tbey  oui  utionlato  of  it  u.  /lAjnid  aU  violent 
itopidity  of  speech,  t  right  noble  instinct  of  what  is  doable  and 
what  is  not  doable  never  forsakes  them  :  the  strong  inarticulate 
men  and  workers,  whom  fkrt  patroniHea ;  of  whom,  in  all  diffi- 
cnltj  and  work  whatsoercr,  there  ia  good  augury  I  (^hb  work 
too  is  to  he  done  :  Governors  and  Qoveming  Classes  that  can  ar- 
ticulate and  utter,  in  any  measure,  what  the  law  of  Fact  and  Jus- 
tice 13,  may  calcnlate  that  here  is  a  Governed  Class  who  will 
listen^ 

Alfa  tmly  this  flrst  practical  form  of  tho  Sphinx-question,  in- 
artienlalely  and  so  audibly  put  there,  ia  one  of  the  moat  impres- 
rire  erer  asked  in  the  world,  y"  Behold  ua  here,  so  many  thou- 
sands, millions,  and  increasing  at  the  rate  of  fifty  every  hour. 
We  are  right  willing  and  able  to  work  ;  and  on  the  Planet  Earth 
is  pk-nty  of  work  and  wages  for  a  million  times  as  many.  We 
aak.  If  yon  mean  to  lead  us  towards  work ;  to  try  to  lead  us, — 
by  ways  new,  never  yet  heard  of  till  this  new  unheard-of  Time  ? 
Or  if  yon  declare  that  you  cannot  lead  us  7  And  expect  that  we 
an  to  remain  quietly  unled,  and  in  a  composed  manner  perish  of 
starvatioD?  What  is  it  you  expect  of  us  ?y^  What  is  it  you  mean 
to  do  with  na  I''  This  question,  I  say,  has  been  put  in  the  hear- 
ing of  all  Britain ;  and  will  be  again  put,  and  ever  again,  till 
■ome  answer  be  given  it 

Unhappy  Workers,  uuhappicr  Idlers,  unhappy  men  and  women 
dt  this  actual  England  I  We  are  yet  very  far  froni  an  ansWL-r, 
and  there  will  be  uo  existence  for  u.s  without  finding  ouc.^  "  A 
bir  day's-wages  for  a  fair  day'a-work :"  it  is  as  just  a  demand  oa 
Governed  men  ever  made  of  Go\'crning.  It  is  the  overlastiiig 
ri^t  of  man.^ Indisputable  as  Gospel.'*,  aa  arithmetical  mnllipli- 
cation ■  tables :  it  must  and  will  have  itaclf  fulfilled  ; — and  yet,  in 
tlicac  times  oT  ours,  with  what  enormous  difficulty.  iiexl-Ui"ir  to 
imposaibilily !  For  the  times  arc  really  strange  :  of  a  complexity 
intricate  with  all  tlic  new  width  of  the  over  ■widening  world  ; 
timt-s  here  nf  hatf-fronlic  YchH.'i(y  of  im]H.-tiiM,  tlierc  of  the  di-ml 
<.'->t-J>-okiii(.'  !-tiUnc?(s  and  paralysis;  limeH  ili-Gnahte  an  flu'wiu)^ 
i«u  i]nDntie!<^T>itt.-ttautism  and  MammoIli.■>ll^: — most  intrivai-i 
■ibitlructpd  limes!  Nny.  if  there  were  not  a  llr>:iven'i'  niliiitic-u 
of  Justice,  projihetie.  clearly  of  Heaven,  diHcemihlu  behind  all 
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these  confoBed  world-wide  entanglementi,  of  Landl(»d  intereBti^ 
Manufacturing  interests,  Tory-Whig  interests,  and  who  knows 
what  other  interests,  ezpedienoes,  vested  interests,  establishad 
possessions,  inveterate  Dilettantisms,  Midas-eared  MammoniamSi 
— ^it  would  seem  to  every  one  a  flat  impossibility,  which  all  wise 
men  might  as  well  at  once  abandon.  If  you  do  not  know  eternal 
Justice  from  momentary  Expediency,  and  understand  in  your 
heart  of  hearts  how  Justice,  radiant,  beneficent,  as  the  all-victo- 
rious Light-element,  is  also  in  essence,  if  need  be,  an  all-victorioDS 
i^>«-element,  and  melts  all  manner  of  vested  interests,  and  the 
hardest  iron  cannon,  as  if  they  were  soft  wax,  and  does  ever  in 
the  long-run  rule  and  reign,  and  allows  nothing  else  to  rule  and 
reign, — you  also  would  talk  of  impossibility !  But  it  b  only  dif- 
ficult, it  is  not  impossible.  Possible  ?  It  is,  with  whatever  dif- 
ficulty, very  clearly  inevitable. 

Fair  day's-¥rages  for  &ir  day*s-work !  exclaims  a  sarcastic  man. 
Alas,  in  what  corner  of  this  Planet,  since  Adam  first  awoke  on  it, 
was  that  ever  realised?  The  day's-wages  of  John  Milton's  day's- 
work,  named  Paradise  Lost  and  MUIotCs  Works^  were  Ten  Pounds 
paid  by  instalments,  and  a  rather  close  escape  from  death  on  the 
gallows.  Consider  that:  it  is  no  rhetorical  flourish;  it  is  an 
authentic,  altogether  quiet  fact, — emblematic,  quietly  documentary 
of  a  whole  world  of  such,  ever  since  human  history  began.  Oliver 
Cromwell  quitted  his  farming ;  undertook  a  Hercules'  Labour  and 
lifelong  wrestle  with  that  Lernean  Hydra-coil,  wide  as  England, 
hissing  heaven-high  through  its  thousand  crowned,  coroneted, 
shovel-hatted  quack-heads ;  and  he  did  wrestle  with  it,  the  truest 
and  terriblest  wrestle  I  have  heard  oi]  and  he  wrestled  it,  and 
mowed  and  cut  it  down  a  good  many  stages,  so  that  its  hissing  is 
ever  since  pitiful  in  comparison,  and  one  can  walk  abroad  in  com- 
parative peace  from  it ; — and  his  wages,  as  I  understand,  were 
burial  under  the  gallows-tree  near  Tyburn  Turnpike,  with  his 
head  on  the  gable  of  Westminster  Hall,  and  two  centuries  now 
of  mixed  cursing  and  ridicule  from  all  manner  of  men.  His  dust 
lies  under  the  Edgcware  Boad,  near  Tyburn  Turnpike,  at  this 
hour ;  and  his  memory  is — Nay,  what  matters  what  his  memory 
is  ?     His  memory,  at  bottom,  is  or  yet  shall  be  as  that  of  a  god* 
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i  vutoT  and  liorror  to  all  quacks  and  cowards  and  insincere  per- 

was ;  an  eTerlaating  enooongement,  new  memento,  battleword, 

lad  pledge  of  victory  to  all  the  brave.     It  is  the  natural  course 

lad  kiatory  of  the  Godlike,  in  every  place,  in  every  time.     What 

p9i  ever  carried  it  with  the  Tenpound  Franchisers;  in  Open 

Ycetry,  or  iriih  any  Sanhedrim  of  considerable  standing  7    When 

vis  a  god  found  '  agreeable'  to  everybody  ?     The  regular  way  is 

to  hang,  kill,  crucify  your  gods,  and  execrate  and  trample  them 

vnder  your  stupid  hoofs  for  a  century  or  two  ;  till  you  discoTer 

ikit  they  are  gods, — and  then  take  to  braying  over  them,  still  in  a 

Tery  long-eared  manner ! — So  speaks  the  sarcastic  man ;  in  his 

lild  way,  very  mournful  truths. 

vDaj'^wages  for  day's-work?  continues  he:  The  Progress  of 
Human  Society  consists  even  in  this  same,  The  better  and  better 
ipportioning  of  wages  to  work.  Qive  me  this,  you  have  giyen  me 
ilL  Pay  to  every  man  accurately  what  he  has  worked  for,  what 
k  has  earned  and  done  and  deserved, — ^to  this  man  broad  lands 
ind  honours,  tg^hat  man  high  gibbets  and  treadmills :  what  more 
bre  I  to  ask?  ^Heaven's  Kingdom,  which  wo  daily  pray  for,  has 
come :  God's  will  is  done  on  Earth  even  as  it  i^  iu  Heaven  !  This 
u  the  radiance  of  celestial  Justice  ;  in  the  light  or  in  the  fire  of 
fhich  all  impediments,  vested  interests,  and  iron  cannon,  are 
nore  and  more  melting  like  wax,  and  disappearing  from  the  path- 
WITS  of  men.  A  thing  ever  struggling  forward  ;  irrepressible, 
idTtDcing  inevitable ;  perfecting  itself,  all  days,  more  and  more, — 
MTer  to  be  perfect  till  that  general  Doomsday,  tlic  ultimate  Con- 
eummsticn.  and  Last  of  earthly  Days. 

^me.  as  to  •  perfection'  and  so  forth,  answer  we  ;  true  enough  ! 
And  jet  withal  we  have  to  remark,  that  imperfect  Human  Society 
boI'JA  itiielf  together,  and  finds  place  under  the  Sun,  in  virtue 
simply  of  some  approximation  to  perfection  being  actually  made 
iD'l  put  in  practice.*^  We  remark  farther,  that  there  arc  8up]>ort- 
aMe  approximatioiis,  and  then  likewise  innuppor table.  With 
viiui'.  ahnfist  with  any,  supportable  approximation  men  are  apt, 

f'rhaj»!<  too  apt.  to  rest  indolently  patient,  and  say.  It  will  do- 
..n-i  tl»r:*c  poor  Manchester  manual  workers  mean  only,  by  day  s- 
^  :.-  f.»r  days-work,  certain  coins  of  money  a<le<iuate  to  keep 
(Lf  Ji  living  i-in  return  for  their  work,  such  modicum  of  food, 
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olothos  and  fuel  as  will  enable  them  to  oontinoe  their  work  itself  I 
Thej  as  yet  clamour  for  no  more  ;  the  rest,  still  inartioolate,  can- 
not shape  itself  into  a  demand  at  all,  and  only  lies  in  them  as 
a  dumb  wish :  perhaps  only,  still  more  inarticulate,  as  a  dumb^ 
altogether  unconscious  want.     This  is  the  supportable  approxima- 
tion they  would  rest  patient  with.  That  by  their  work  they  might 
be  kept  alive  to  work  more ! — This  once  grown  unattidnable,  I 
think  your  approximation  may  consider  itself  to  have  reached 
the  iTisupportable  stage ;  and  may  prepare,  with  whatever  diffi- 
culty, reluctance  and  astonishment,  for  one  of  two  things,  jfor 
changing  or  perishing  I     With  the  millions  no  longer  able  to  live, 
how  can  the  units  keep  living  ?     It  b  too  clear  the  Nation  itself 
is  on  the  way  to  suicidal  death. 

Shall  we  say  then,  The  world  has  retrograded  in  its  talent  d 
apportioning  wages  to  work,  in  late  days  ?  The  world  had  always 
a  talent  of  that  sort,  better  or  worse.  Time  was  when  the  mere 
hanchroTker  needed  not  announce  his  claim  to  the  world  by  Man- 
chester Insurrections  !-PDhe  world,  with  its  Wealth  of  Nations, 
Supply-and-demand  and  such  like,  has  of  late  days  been  terribly 
inattentive  to  that  question  of  work  and  wages.  We  will  not  say, 
the  poor  world  has  retrograded  even  here :  we  will  say  rather,  the 
world  has  been  rushing  on  with  such  fiery  animation  to  get  work 
and  ever  more  work  done,  it  has  had  no  time  to  think  of  dividing 
the  wages  ;  and  has  merely  left  them  to  be  scrambled  for  by  the 
Law  of  the  Stronger,  law  of  Supply-and-demand,  law  of  Laissei- 
faire,  and  other  idle  Laws  and  Un-laws, — saying,  in  its  dire  haste 
to  get  the  work  done,  That  is  well  enough  y 
^  And  now,  the  world  will  have  to  pause  a  little,  and  take  up  that 
other  side  of  the  problem,  and  in  right  earnest  strive  for  some 
solution  of  that.  For  it  has  become  pressing.  What  is  the  use 
of  your  spun  shirts  ?  They  hang  there  by  the  mUlion  unsaleable; 
and  here,  by  the  million,  are  diligent  bare  backs  that  can  get  no 
hold  of  them.  Shirts  are  useful  for  covering  human  backs ;  use- 
less otherwise,  an  unbearable  mockery  otherwise.X  You  have 
fallen  terribly  behind  with  that  side  of  the  problem  !  Manchester 
Insurrections,  French  Bevolutions,  and  thousandfold  phenomena 
great  and  small,  announce  loudly  that  you  must  bring  it  forward 
a  little  again.     Never  till  now,  in  the  history  of  an  Earth  which 
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to  this  hoar  nowhere  refoses  to  grow  corn  if  jou  will  plough  it,  to 
jield  sbirtB  if  you  will  spin  and  weave  in  it,  did  the  mere  mann&l 
two-handed  worker  (however  it  might  fare  with  other  workers) 
cry  in  vain  for  such  '  wages'  as  he  means  by  '  fair  wages,'  namely, 
food  and  warmth  !  The  GodUk&,could  not  and  cannot  be  paid ; 
bnt  the  Earthly  always  conld.  u^iuth,  a  mere  swineherd,  born 
thrall  of  Cedrio  the  Saxon,  tended  pigs  in  the  wood,  and  did  get 
•ome  parings  of  the  pork.  Why,  the  four-footed  worker  has 
already  gtit  all  that  this  two-handed  one  is  clamouring  for !  How 
often  mnat  I  remind  yon  ?  There  is  not  a  horse  in  England,  able 
and  willing  to  work,  bnt  has  duo  food  and  lodging;  and  goes 
ahont  alaek-coated,  satisfied  in  heart.  And  yon  say,  It  is  impos- 
sibleO  Brothers,  I  answer,  if  for  you  it  be  impossible,  what  is  to 
bocdme  of  yon  t  It  is  impossible  for  ns  to  believe  U  to  bo  impos- 
sible. The  human  brain,  looking  at  these  sleek  English  horses, 
refoaea  to  believe  in  such  impossibility  for  English  men.  Do  you 
depart  qnickly  ;  clear  the  ways  soon,  lest  worse  befal.  We  fur  our 
aharc  do  purpose,  with  full  view  of  the  enormous  difficulty,  with 
total  disbelief  in  the  impossibility,  to  endeavour  while  life  is  in  us, 
and  to  die  etidcavouring,  we  and  our  sons,  till  we  attain  it  or  have 
all  died  and  ended. 

Such  a  Platitude  of  a  World,  in  which  all  working  horses  could 
be  well  fed,  and  innumerable  working  men  should  die  starred, 
were  it  not  best  to  end  it ;  to  have  done  with  it,  and  restore  it 
once  for  all  to  the  JOIuns,  Mud-giants,  Frost-giants,  and  Chaotic 
Bmt»gods  of  the  Beginning?  For  the  old  Anarchic  Brntc-gods 
it  may  be  well  enongh  ;  but  it  is  a  Platitude  which  Meu  should 
be  above  countenancing  by  their  presence  in  it.  Wo  pray  you, 
let  the  word  impomiU  disappear  from  your  vocabulary  in  this 
matter.  It  is  of  awftil  omen  ;  to  all  of  ns,  and  to  yourselves  first 
of  all 
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CHAPTER    IV 


Morrison's  pfll. 


What  is  to  be  done,  what  would  you  have  us  do  ?  asks  maaj  t 
one,  with  a  tone  of  impatience,  almost  of  reproach  ;  and  then,  if 
you  mention  some  one  thing,  slome  two  things,  twenty  things  thtt 
might  be  done,  turns  round  with  a  satirical  tehee,  and,  <<  These 

*are  your  remedies !"  The  state  of  nund  indicated  by  such  ques- 
tion, and  such  rejoinder,  is  worth  reflecting  on. 

It  seems  to  be  taken  for  granted,  by  these  interrogatiTS  pld- 
losophcrs,  that  there  is  some  <  thing,'  or  handful  of  <  things,' 
which  could  be  done ;  some  Act  of  Parliament, '  remedial  mei- 
sure*  or  the  like,  which  could  be  passed,  whereby  the  sociil 
malady  were  fairly  fronted,  conquered,  put  an  end  to ;  so  tbst^ 
with  your  remedial  measure  in  your  pocket,  you  could  then  go  <m 
triumphant,  and  be  troubled  no  farther.  "  You  tell  us  the  eril," 
cry  such  persons,  as  if  justly  aggrieved,  ^  and  do  not  tell  us  hoir 
it  is  to  be  cured  !"  ^ 

How  it  is  to  be  cured  ?  (Brothers,  I  am  sorry  I  have  got  no 
Morrison's  Pill  for  curing  the  maladies  of  Society.  It  were 
infinitely  handier  if  we  had  a  Morrison's  Pill,  Act  of  Parliament, 
or  remedial  measure,  which  men  could  swallow,  one  good  time, 

,  and  then  co  on  in  their  old  courses,  cleared  from  all  miseries  and 
mischief^  Unluckily  we  have  none  such ;  unluckily  the  Hea- 
vens themselves,  in  their  rich  pharmacopoeia,  contain  none  sudt 

CThere  will  no  *  thing'  be  done  that  will  cure  you.  There  will  a 
radical  universal  alteration  of  your  regimen  and  way  of  life  take 
place  ;  there  will  a  most  agonising  divorce  between  you  and  your 
chimeras,  luxuries  and  falsities,  take  place  ;  a  most  toilsome,  ail- 
but  *  impossible'  return  to  Nature,  and  her  veracities  and  her  in- 
tegrities, take  place  :  that  so  the  inner  fountains  of  life  may  again 
begin,  like  eternal  Light-fountains,  to  irradiate  and  purify  your 
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Uoated,  swollen  fool  existence,  dntwing  nigh,  as  mt  present,  to 
umelesB  dekth  I  Either  deatb  or  else  all  tiiis  will  take  place. 
Judge  if,  with  each- diagnons,  any  Morrison'B  Pill  is  like  to  be 
dUgoverahle  \y 

rent  the  Life-fonntun  within  jon  once  again  set  flowing,  what 
innameiable  '  things,'  whole  sete  and  idassea  and  continents  of 
'things,'  }-e«r  after  jear,  and  decade  afW  decade,  and  century  after 
century,  will  then  be  doable  and  done  !'  Not  Emigration,  Educa-i 
tion,  Cora-Law  Abrogatioa,  Sanitary  Regulation,  Land  Property- 
Tax  ;  not  these  alone,  nor  a  thonfiand  times  as  mnch  as  these. 
Good  Heavens,  there  will  then  be  light  in  the  inner  heart  of  hcrov 
and  there  a  man,  to  discern  what  ig  jnst,  what  is  commanded  by 
the  Most  High  God,  what  must  be  done,  were  it  never  bo  '  impoa- 
rible  '  Vain  jargon  in  bvoor  of  the  palpably  unjnat  will  then 
abridge  itself  within  limits.  Vain  jargon,  on  Hustings,  in  Par- 
liaments or  wherever  else,  when  here  and  there  a  man  has  virion 
for  the  essential  God's-Truth  of  the  thingii  jargoned  of,  will 
become  very  vain  indeed.  The  silence  of  here  and  there  snch  a 
man,  how  cloiiuent  in  answer  to  such  jargon  \  Such  jargon, 
frightened  at  its  own  gaunt  echo,  will  unspeakably  abate ;  nay, 
for  a  while,  may  almost  in  a  maimer  disappear,— ^tho  wise  answer- 
ing it  in  silence,  and  even  the  simplest  taking  cue  from  them  to 
hoot  it  down  wherever  heard.  It  will  bo  a  blessed  time ;  and 
many  'things'  will  become  doable, — and  when  the  bruns  arc  out, 
so  absurdity  will  die  !  Not  easily  again  shall  a  Corn-Law  argue  ten 
years  for  itself;  and  still  talk  and  argue,  when  impartial  perBun.i 
have  to  say  with  a  sigh  that,  for  ao  long  back,  thoy  have  heard 
no  '  argument'  advanced  for  it  but  such  as  might  make  the  angels 
and  almost  the  very  jackasses  weep  1— 

Wholly  a  blessed  time :  when  jargon  might  abate,  and  hero 
and  there  itomo  genuine  speech  begin,  'U'bcn  to  the  noble  opened 
heart,  as  to  Kuch  heart  they  alone  do,  all  noble  thjogs  began  to 
fRviw  visible  ;  and  the  difference  between  just  and  unjust,  bctwoen 
tnit.-  and  faUe,  between  work  and  sham-work,  between  fipecch  niul 

jargon,  was  once  more,  what  to  our  happier  Fathers  it  used  to 
be.  infinilf, — as  between  a.  Heavenly  thing  and  an  Infernal :  the 
one  a  thing  which  yon  were  not  to  do,  which  you  were  wise  not  to 
atUmpt  doing ;  whieh  it  were  better  for  you  to  have  a  millstone 
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tied  round  jour  neck,  and  be  cast  into  the  sea,  than  oonoein 
yourself  with  doing  1 — Brothers,  it  will  not  be  a  Morrison's  Pill, 
or  remedial  measure,  that  will  bring  all  this  about  for  us. 

And  yet,  very  literally,  till,  in  some  shape  or  other,  it  be 
brought  about,  we  remain  cureless ;  till  it  begin  to  be  brought 
about,  the  cure  does  not  begin.  For  Nature  and  Fact,  not  Bed- 
tape  and  Semblance,  are  to  this  hour  the  basis  of  man's  life ;  and 
on  those,  through  never  such  strata  of  these,  man  and  his  h£e  and 
all  his  interests  do,  sooner  or  later,  infallibly  come  to  rest, — and 
to  bo  siipported  or  be  swallowed  according  as  they  agree  with 
those.  (The  question  is  asked  of  them,  not,  How  do  you  agree 
with  Downing-street  and  accredited  Semblance?  but.  How  do 
you  agree  with  God's  Universe  and  the  actual  Reality  of  things? 
This  Universe  has  its  Laws.  If  we  walk  according  to  the  Law, 
the  Law-Maker  will  befriend  us  ;  if  not,  not.  Alas,  by  no  Be- 
form  Bill,  Ballot-box,  Five-point  Charter,  by  no  boxes  or  bills  or 
charters,  can  you  perform  this  alchemy :  *  Given  a  world  of 
Knaves,  to  produce  an  Honesty  from  their  united  action !'  It  is 
a  distillation,  once  for  all,  not  possible.  Tou  pass  it  through 
alembic  after  alembic,  it  comes  out  still  a  Dishonesty,  with  a  new 
dress  on  it.  a  new  colour  to  it.  *  While  we  ourselves  continue 
valets,  how  can  any  hero  come  to  govern  us  V  "We  are  governed, 
very  infallibly,  by  the  *  sham-hero,' — ^whose  name  is  Quack,  whose 
work  and  governance  is  Plausibility,  and  also  is  Falsity  and 
Fatuity ;  to  which  Nature  says,  and  must  say  when  it  comes  to 
her  to  speak,  eternally  No  1^  Nations  cease  to  be  befriended  of 
the  Law-Maker,  when  they  walk  not  according  to  the  Law.  The 
Sphinx-question  remains  unsolved  by  them,  becomes  ever  more 
insoluble. 

f^'  If  thou  ask  again,  therefore,  on  the  Morrison's  Pill  hypothesis, 

;  What  is  to  be  done  ?  allow  me  to  reply :  By  thee,  for  the  present, 

almost  nothing,   ^hou  there,  the  thing  for  thee  to  do  is,  if  possi- 

^  ble,  to  cease  to  be  a  hollow  sounding-shell  of  hearsays,  egoisms, 

'<  purblind  dilettantisms ;  and  become,  were  it  on  the  infinitely 

-  small  scale,  a  faithful  discerning  soul.     Thou  shalt  descend  into 

I  thy  inner  man^  and  see  if  there  be  any  traces  of  a  soul  there  ;  till 

-then  there  can  be  nothing  donej    O  brother,  we  must  if  possible 
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resosctUte  lome  loal  and  conacience  in  us,  exchange  our  dilet- 
tentiwina  for  Bincerities,  oar  de&d  be»rt8  of  atone  for  living  hearts; 
of  fiesh.  Then  shall  we  discorD,  not  one  thing,  but,  in  clearer  or 
dimmer  Mqnence,  a  whole  endless  host  of  things  that  can  be  done. 
^  the  first  of  these  ;  doit;  thesecond  will  alrcadj  have  become 
elear«r,  doablcr;  the  second,  third,  and  three  tbouBundth  will  then 
hare  begun  to  be  posMiblo  for  vs.  Not  any  univcriMil  Slorrisou'a 
Pill  shall  we  then,  either  as  swallowers  or  as  veudcr^.  ask  after  at 
all;  bat  afar  different  sort  of  remedies:  Quacks  shall  no  more 
hare  dominion  over  us,  but  true  Heroes  and  Healers ! 

Will  not  that  be  a  thing  worthy  of  doing;'  to  deliver  ooraelres 
from  qUBckB,  ebam-heroes  ;  to  deliver  the  whole  world  more  and 
more  fnm  saoh !  They  are  the  one  banc  of  the  world.  Once 
clear  the  world  of  them,  it  ceasea  to  be  a  Devil 'a-world,  In  all  fibres 
of  it  wretched,  accorsed ;  and  begins  to  be  a  God's-world,  blessed, 
and  working  hourly  towards  blessednessi  Thoa  for  one  wilt  not 
agun  vote  for  any  quack,  do  honour  to  any  edge-gilt  vacuitj-  in 
man's  shape :  cant  shall  bu  known  to  thee  by  the  sonnd  of  it : — 
thou  wilt  fly  from  cant  with  a  shudder  never  felt  before ;  as  from 
the  opened  litany  of  Sorcerers'  Sabbaths,  the  true  Deril-worehip 
of  this  age,  more  horrible  than  any  other  blasphemy,  profanity,  or 
genuine  blaekgnardism  elsewhere  audible  among  men.  It  is 
alarming  to  witness, — in  its  present  completed  state  I  And 
Quack  and  Dupe,  as  we  must  ever  keep  in  mind,  are  upper-side 
and  under  of  the  selisame  substance ;  convertible  porsooago^i : 
turn  up  your  dupe  into  the  proper  fostering  element,  aud  he  him- 
self can  become  a  quack ;  there  is  in  him  the  due  pmrleift  insin- 
cerity, open  voracity  for  profit,  and  closed  sense  for  truth,  whereof 
quacks  too,  in  all  their  kinds,  are  made. 

Alaa,  it  is  not  to  the  hero,  it  is  to  the  sham-hero  that,  of  right 
aod  uecesrity,  the  valet-world  belongs.     'What  is  to  be  done?' 
The  reader  sees  whether  it  is  like  to  be  the  seeking  and  swallow- 
ing of  some  'remedial  measure!' 
> 
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CHAPTER    V. 


ARISTOCRACY   OP   TALENT. 


When  an  indiyidual  is  miserable,  what  does  it  most  (^  all  be- 
hove him  to  do  ?    To  complain  of  this  man  or  of  that,  of  this  thing 
or  of  that  ?     To  fill  the  world  and  the  street  with'  lamentation, 
objurgation  ?     Not  so  at  all ;  the  reverse  of  so.     All  moraliBts 
advise  him  not  to  complain  of  any  person  or  of  any  thing,  but  of 
himself  only.     He  is  to  know  of  a  truth  that  being  miserable  he 
has  been  unwise,  he.     Had  he  faithfully  followed  Nature  and  her 
Laws,  Nature,  ever  true  to  her  Laws,  would  have  yielded  fruit 
and  increase  and  felicity  to  him :  but  he  has  followed  other  than 
Nature's  Laws ;  and  now  Nature,  her  patience  with  him  being 
ended,  leaves  him  desolate ;  answers  with  very  emphatic  signifi- 
oance  to  him :  No.     Not  by  this  road,  my  son ;  by  another  road 
shalt  thou  attain  well-being :  this,  thou  perceivest,  is  the  road  to 
ill-being;  quit  this! — So  do  all  moralist^  advise:  that  the  man 
penitently  say    to  himself  first  of  all.  Behold  I  was  not  wise 
enough;  I  quitted  the  laws  of  Fact,  which  are  also  called  the 
Laws  of  God,  and  mistook  for  them  the  Laws  of  Sham  and  Sem- 
blance, which  are  called  the  Devil's  Laws ;  therefore  am  I  here. 

Neither  with  Nations  that  become  miserable  is  it  fundamentally 
otherwise.  The  ancient  guides  of  Nations,  Prophets,  Priests,  or 
whatever  their  name,  were  well  aware  of  this ;  and,  down  to  a  late 
epoch,  impressively  taught  and  inculcated  it.  The  modem  guides 
of  Nations,  who  also  go  under  a  great  variety  of  names,  Journal- 
istn,  Political  Economists,  Politicians,  Pamphleteers,  have  entirely 
forgotten  this,  and  are  ready  to  deny  this.  But  it  nevertheless 
remains  eternally  undeniable :  nor  is  there  any  doubt  but  we  shall 
all  be  taught  it  yet,  and  made  again  to  confess  it :  we  shall  all  be 
striped  and  scourged  till  we  do  learn  it ;  and  shall  at  last  either 
get  to  know  it,  or  be  striped  to  death  in  the  process.     For  it  is 
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nndeuublfi !  When  a  Nation  is  nnhapp;,  th«  old  Prophet  was 
right  and  not  wrong  in  saying  to  it:  ¥•  have,  forgotten  God,  ye 
h&Te  quitted  the  ways  of  God,  or  ye  would  not  have  been  un- 
happy. It  is  not  according  to  the  laws  of  Faot  that  ye  have  lived 
and  guided  fonrftelves,  but  according  to  tlie  laws  of  Delusion, 
Imposture,  and  wilful  and  anwilfiil  Mistake  of  Faot ;  behold 
therefore  the  Unveracityia  worn  out;  Nature's  long-suffering  with 
yon  is  exhausted ;  and  ye  are  here  t 

Sorely  there  is  nothing  very  inconceivable  in  this,  even  to  the 
Journalist,  to  the  Political  Economist,  Modem  Pamphleteer,  or 
ao;  two-legged  animal  without  feathers !  If  a  country  finds  itself 
wretched,  sure  enough  that  country  has  been  mi^uided:  it  is 
with  the  wretched  Twenty-seven  Millions,  f&llcn  wretohed,  as  with 
the  Cnit  Mien  wretched :  they  as  he  have  quitted  the  course  p^ 
scribed  by  Nature  and  the  Supremo  Powers,  and  so  arc  fallen  into 
scarcity,  disaster,  infelicity ;  and  paufling  to  connidcr  themselvex, 
have  to  lament  and  say :  Alas,  wc  were  not  wise  enough  !  Vi'e 
took  transient  superficial  Semblance  foi  everlasting  central  Sub- 
stance ;  we  bare  departed  far  away  from  the  Laws  of  this  Uni- 
verve,  and  behold  now  lawless  Chaos  and  inane  Chimera  is  ready 
to  devour  us! — 'Nature  in  late  centuries,' says  Sauerteig, '  was 
'  universally  supposed  to  be  dead  ;  an  old  eight-day  clock,  made 
'many  tbooaaud  years  ago,  and  still  ticking,  but  dead  as  brass, — 
<  which  the  Maker,  at  most,  sat  looking  at,  in  a  distant,  singular, 
'  and  indeed  incredible  manner  ;  but  now  I  am  happy  to  observe, 
'  she  is  everywhere  asserting  herself  to  be  not  dead  and  brass  at 
'all, but  alive  and  miraculous,  celestial-infernal,  with  an  emphasis 
'  that  will  again  penetrate  the  thickest  head  of  this  Planet  by  and 

■bjr 

Indisputable  enough  to  all  mortals  now,  the  guidaoee  of  this 
country  has  not  been  sufficiently  wise:  men  too  foolish  have  K't-n 
set  to  the  guiding  and  governing  of  it,  and  have  guided  it  hilhrr  : 
WG  must  find  wiser, — wiser,  or  else  we  perish  I  To  this  longtli  of 
insight  all  England  has  now  advanced  \  but  as  yet  no  farther.  All 
Kngland  ftands  wringing  its  hands,  asking  itiu'lf,  nigh  di.'H|ierate, 
What  farther!  Reform  Hill  proves  to  i«  a  fiiiluro;  Bcnthaniin) 
Kadicalism,  the  gospel  of  -  Enlightened  Setfishneiie,'  dies  out.  i>r 
dwindles  into  Five-point  Chartism,  amid  the  tears  and  hootings 
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,  of  men :  what  next  are  we  to  hope  or  try  ?  Five-point  Charter, 
Free-trade ;  Ghnrch-extension,  SHding-scale ;  what,  in  Heaven's 
name,  are  we  next  to  attempt,  that  we  sink  not  in  inane  Chimera, 
and  be  devoured  of  Chaos  ? — The  case  is  pressing,  and  one  of  the 
most  complicated  in  the  world.  A  God's-message  never  came  to 
thicker-skinned  people;  never  had  a  God's-message  to  pierce 
through  thicker  integuments,  into  heavier  ears.  It  is  Fact,  speak- 
ing once  more,  in  miraculous  thunder-voice,  from  out  of  the  centre 
of  the  world ; — ^how  unknown  its  language  to  the  deaf  and  foolish 
many  ; — how  distinct,  Undeniable,  terrible  and  yet  beneficent,  to 
the  hearing  few :  Behold,  ye  shall  grow  wiser,  or  ye  shall  die ! 
Truer  to  Nature's  Fact,  or  inane  Chimera  will  swallow  you ;  in 
whirlwinds  of  fire,  you  and  your  Mammonisms,  Dilettantisms,  your 
Midas-eared  philosophies,  double-barrelled  Aristocracies,  shall 

'  -disappear ! — Such  is  the  God's-message  to  us,  once  more,  in  these 
modem  days. 

We  must  have  more  Wisdom  to  govern  us,  we  must  be  gov- 
erned by  the  Wisest,  we  must  have  an  Aristocracy  of  Talent ! 
cry  many.  True,  most  true  ;  but  how  to  get  it  ?  The  following 
extntct  from  our  young  friend  of  the  HoundsdUch  Indicate  is 
worth  perusing :  *  At  this  time,*  says  he,  '  while  there  is  a  cry 

*  everywhere,  articulate  or  inarticulate,  for  an  "  Aristocracy  of 
'  Talent,"  a  Governing  Class  namely  which  did  govern,  not  merely 
'  which  took  the  wages  of  governing,  and  could  not  with  all  our 
^  industry  be  kept  from  misgoverning,  corn-lawing,  and  playing 

*  the  very  deuce  with  us, — it  may  not  be  altogether  useless  to  re- 
'  mind  some  of  the  greener-headed  sort  what  a  dreadfully  difficult 

*  affair  the  getting  of  such  an  Aristocracy  is  !     Do  you  expect, 

*  my  friends,  that  your  indispensable  Aristocracy  of  Talent  is  to 

*  be  enlisted  straightway,  by  some   sort  of  recruitment  afore- 

*  thought,  out  of  the  general  population ;  arranged  in  supreme 

*  regimental  order  ;  and  set  to  rule  oVer  us  ?     That  it  will  be  got 

*  sifted,  like  wheat  out  of  chaff,  from  the  Twenty-seven  Million 

*  British  subjects ;  that  any  Ballot-box,  Reform  Bill,  or  other 

*  Political  Machine,  with  Fotcc  of  Public  Opinion  never  so  active 

*  on  it,  is  likely  to  perform  sai J  process^ofTifting  ?  Would  to 
'  Heaven  that  we  had  a  sieve ;  that  we  could  so  much  as  ftnqy 
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'  any  kind  of  sieve,  wind-&nnerB,  or  ne-plns-oltra  of  machinery, 
'  deviMble  by  nutn,  that  would  do  it  I 

'  Done  nerertheleBS,  sure  enough,  it  mnet  be  ;  it  shall  and  will 
'  be.  We  are  rasking  swiftly  on  the  road  to  destruction  ;  every 
'  bonr  bringing  us  nearer,  until  it  be,  in  some  measure,  done 
'  The  doing  of  it  ia  not  doubtful ;  only  the  method  and  the  coats . 
'  Naj  I  will  even  mention  to  yon  an  inMlible  sifting-procesE 
'  whereby  he  that  has  ability  will  be  sifted  out  to  rule  among  ns, 
'  and  that  same  blessed  Aristocracy  of  Talent  be  verily,  in  an 
'  approximate  degree,  vouchsafed  us  by  and  by :  an  infallible 
'  sifting-proeess  ;  to  which,  however,  no  soul  can  help  his  neigh* 
'  hour,  but  each  must,  with  devout  prayer  to  Heaven,  endeavour 
'  to  help  himself  It  is,  0  friends,  that  all  of  us,  that  many  oFl 
'  Its.  should  acquire  the  true  eye  for  talent,  which  is  dreadfully  7 
'  wanting  at  present  t     The  true  eye  for  talent  presupposes  the    1 

<  true  reverence  for  it, — 0  Heavens,  presupposes  so  many  tbingn ! 

'  For  example,  yon  Bobns  Higgina,  Sauaoge- maker  on  the  great 

<  scale,  who  are  raising  such  a  clamour  fur  this  Aristocracy  of 
'  Talent,  what  is  it  that  you  do,  in  that  big  heart  of  yours,  olitcfly 
'  in  very  hei  pay  reverence  to?  Is  it  to  talent,  intrinsic  manly 
'  worth  of  any  kind,  you  unfortunate  Bobns  1  The  manliest 
'  man  that  you  saw  going  in  a  ragged  coat,  did  you  over  reverence 
'liim  :  did  yon  so  much  as  know  that  he  was  a  manly  man  at  ull, 
'  till  his  coat  grew  better  ?  Talent !  I  understand  you  to  be 
'able  to  worship  the  fame  of  talent,  the  power,  cash,  celebrity  or 
'  other  success  of  talent ;  but  the  talent  itself  ia  a  thing  you 
'  never  saw  with  eyes.  Nay  what  is  it  in  yourself  that  you  are 
'prondest  of,  that  you  take  most  pleasure  in  surveying  medita- 
'  lively  in  thoughtful  moments  ?  Speak  now,  is  it  the  bare  Bo- 
'  bus  stript  of  hia  very  name  and  shirt,  and  turned  loose  upon 
'  society,  that  you  admire  and  thank  Heaven  for  :  or  Bobus  with 

•  his  caah-accounts  and  larders  dropping  fatness,  with  his  rcspi'i;- 
'  labilities,  warm  garnitures,  and  pony-chaise,  admirable  iu  sume 

■  mi'oi'ure  to  certain  of  the  Buiikcy  speciea  '     Your  own  di'trri'i) 

■  nf  worth  and   talent,  in  it   of  i.ijinili-  vulue  to  you  :  or  inly  "f 

■  finite. — measurable  by  the  degree  of  currcnpy,  and  conc|Uc>l  of 

*  praise  or  pudding,  it  has  brought  you  to  1  Bobus,  you  arc  in  !l 
'  viciom  mrcle,  rounder  than  one  of  your  own  sausages ;  and  will 


30  PROEM. 


<  never  vote  for  or  promote  any  talent,  except  what  talent  or 
'  sham-talent  has  already  got  itself  voted  for !' — ^We  here  out 
short  the  IndkcUor  ;  all  readers  perceiving  whither  he  now  tends. 

'  More  Wisdom'  indeed :  but  where  to  find  more  Wisdom  ? 
We  have  already  a  Collective  Wisdom,  after  its  kind, — ^though 
'  class-legislation,'  and  another  thing  or  two,  affect  it  somewhat ! 
On  the  whole,  as  they  say.  Like  people  like  priest ;  so  we  may 
say,  Like  people  like  king.  The  man  gets  himself  appointed 
and  elected  who  is  ablest — to  be  appointed  and  elected.  What 
can  the  incorruptiblest  Bolnises  elect,  if  it  be  not  some  Bobissimusj 
should  they  find  such  ? 

Or,  again,  perhaps  there  is  not,  in  the  whole  Nation,  Wisdom 
enough, '  collect'  it  as  we  may,  to  make  an  adequate  Collective  I 
That  too  is  a  case  which  may  befal :  a  ruined  man  staggers  down 
to  ruin  because  there  was  not  wisdom  enough  in  him  ;  so,  clearly 
also,  may  Twenty-seven  Million  collective  men ! — But  indeed 
one  of  the  iufalliblest  fruits  of  Unwisdom  in  a  Nation  is  that  it 
/^cannot  get  the  use  of  what  Wisdom  is  actually  in  it  \that  it  ia 
J    not  governed  by  the  wis^t  it  has,  who  alone  have  a  dl^^np  right 
J  to  govern  in  all  Nations ;  but  by  the  sham-wisest,  or  even  by  the 
'    openly  not-so-wise  if  the/are  handiest  otherwise  !     This  is  the 
infalliblcst  result  of  Unwisdom  ;  and  also  the  balcfullcst,  im- 
measurablest, — not  so  much  what  we  can  call  a  ^oison-fruU,  as  a 
universal  death-disease,  and  poisoning  of  the  whole  tree.     For 
hereby  are  fostered,  fed  into  gigantic  bulk,  all  manner  of  Un- 
wisdoms, poison-fruits ;  till,  as  we  say,  the  life-tree  everjrwhere 
is  made  a  upas-tree,  deadly  Unwisdom  overshadowing  all  things; 
and  there  is  done  what  lies  in  human  skill  to  stifle  all  WisddnT^ 
everywhere  in  tbe  birth,  to  smite  our  poor  world  barren  of  Wis-  / 
dom, — and  make  your  utmost  Collective  Wisdom,  were  it  col- 
lected and  elected  by  Rhadamanthus,  ^acus  and  Minos,  not  to 
speak  of  drunken  Tenpound  Franchisers  with  their  ballot-boxes, 
an  inadequate  Collective  !     The  Wisdom  is  not  now  there  :  how 
will  you  *  collect'  it  ?     As  well  wash  Thames  mud,  by  improved 
methods,  to  find  more  gold  in  it.  -u 

Truly,  the  first  condition  is  indispensable,  That  Wisdom  be 
there :  but  the  second  is  like  unto  it,  is  properly  one  with  it : 
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tfaeie  two  oonditions  act  and  react  through  oTery  fibre  of  them, 
lad  go  ifiMparaUy  together.  If  yoa  have  inuoh  Wisdom  in 
jour  Nation,-  yon  will  get  it  fidthfnlly  collected ;  for  the  wise 
lore  Wisdom,  and  will  search  for  it  as  for  life  and  salvation.  If 
m  hare  little  Wisdom,  yon  will  get  even  that  little  ill-collected, 
tnmpled  under  foot,  reduced  as  near  as  possible  to  annihilation ; 
for  fools  do  not  love  Wisdom ;  they  are  foolish,  first  of  all,  be- 
euue  they  have  never  loved  Wisdom, — ^but  have  loved  their  own 
ippedtes,  ambitions,  their  coroneted  coaches,  tankards  of  heavy- 
vet  Thus  is  your  candle  lighted  at  both  ends,  and  the  progress 
towards  consummation  is  swift  Thus  is  fulfilled  that  saying  in 
the  Gospel :  To  him  ^^^^  ^|fl|  flhf^^  ^  fpvATi  j  ni^j]  finm  Unn 

Very  literally,  in  averyiktal  manner,  that  saying  is  here  fid- 
fiDed. 

Onr  <  Aristooraoy  of  Talent'  seems  at  a  considerable  distance 
jet;  doesitnotyOBobus? 
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CHAPTER    VI. 


HERO-WORSHIP. 


To  the  present  Editor,  not  less  than  to  Bobus,  a  Goyemment 
of  the  Wisest,  what  Bobus  calls  an  Aristocracy  of  Talent,  seems 
the  one  healing  remedy :  but  he  is  not  so  sanguine  as  BobuB 
with  respect  to  the  means  of  realising  it.  He  thinks  that  we  have 
at  once  missed  realising  it,  and  come  to  need  it  so  pressingly,  bj 
departing  far  from  the  inner  eternal  Laws  and  taking  up  with 
the  temporary  outer  semblances  of  Laws.  He  thinks  that '  en- 
lightened Egoism/  never  so  luminous,  is  not  the  rule  by  which 
man^s  life  can  be  led.  That  *  Laissez-faire,'  *  Supply-and-de- 
mand,'  *  Cash-payment  for  the  sole  nexus,'  and  so  forth,  were  not, 
are  not.  and  will  never  be,  a  practicable  Law  of  Union  for  a  So- 
ciety of  Men.  That  Poor  and  Rich,  that  Governed  and  Govern- 
ing, cannot  long  live  together  on  any  such  Law  of  Union.  Alas, 
he  thinks  that  man  has  a  soul  in  him,  different  from  the  stomach 
in  any  sense  of  this  word ;  that  if  said  soul  be  asphyxied,  and 
lie  quietly  forgotten,  the  man  and  his  affairs  are  in  a  bad  way. 
He  thinks  that  said  soul  will  have  to  be  resuscitated  from  its 
asphyxia ;  that  if  it  prove  irresuscitable,  the  man  is  not  long  for 
this  world.  In  brief,  that  Midas-eared  Mammonism,  double-bar- 
relled Dilettantism,  and  their  thousand  adjuncts  and  corollaries, 
are  not  the  Law  by  which  God  Almighty  has  appointed  this  his 
Universe  to  go.  That,  once  for  all,  these  are  not  the  Law  :  and 
then  farther  that  we  shall  have  to  return  to  what  is  the  Law, — 
not  by  smooth  flowery  paths,  it  is  like,  and  with  *  tremendous 
cheers '  in  our  throat ;  but  over  steep  untrodden  places,  through 
stormclad  chasms,  waste  oceans,  and  the  bosom  of  tornadoes ; 
thank  Heaven,  if  not  through  very  Chaos  and  the  Abyss) 
The  resuscitating  of  a  soul  that  has  gone  to  asphyxia  is  no  mo- 
mentary or  pleasant  process,  but  a  long  and  terrible  one. 
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To  the  present  Editor,  '  Hero-worship,'  as  he  has  elsewhere 
umed  it.  means  mnch  more  than  an  elected  Parliament,  or  stated 
Aiutoeracj,  of  the  Wisest';  for,  in  his  dialect,  it  is  the  snmmary, 
Bidmate  essence,  and  supreme  practical  perfection  of  all  manner 
ii '  worship,'  and  true  worthships  and  noblenesses  whatsoever,  j 
Sach  ble»sed  Parliament  and,  were  it  once  in  perfection,  blessed  f 
irij>tocracj  of  the  Wisest,  god-honoured  and  man-honoured,  he  ^ 
does  look  for,  more  and  more  perfected, — as  the  topmost  blessed  I 
pnctical  apex  of  a  whole  world  reformed  from  sham-worship,  in- J 
furmed  anew  with  worship,  with  truth  and  blessedness !   He  thinks 
Uttt  Hero-worship,  done  differently  in  every  different  epoch  of 
the  world,  is  the  soul  of  all  social  business  among  men ;  that  the 
iloing  of  it  well,  or  the  doing  of  it  ill,  measures  accurately  what 
degree  of  well-being  or  of  ill-being  there  is  in  the  world's  a£fair8. 
He  thinks  that  we,  on  the  whole,  do  our  Hero-worship  wbrse  than 
any  Nation  in   this  world  ever  did  it  before:  that  the  Bums 
ilk  Exciseman,  the  Byron  a  Literary  Lion,  are  intrinsically,  all 
things  considered,  a  baser  and  falser  phenomenon  than  the  Odin 
a  God,  the  Mahomet  a  prophet  of  God.     It  is  this  Editor's  clear 
opinion,  accordingly,  that  we  must  learn  to  do  our  Hero-worship 
better :  that  to  do  it  better  and  better,  means  the  awakening  of 
the  Nation's  soul   from  its  asphyxia,  and  the  return  of  blessed 
life  to  us, — Heaven's  blessed  life,   not  Mammon's  galvanic  ac- 
cursed one.      To   resuscitate   the   Asphyxied,   apparently   now 
moribund,  and  in  the  last  agony  if  not  resuscitated :  such  and  no 
other  teems  the  consummation. 

'Hero-worship,'  if  you  will, — ^yes,  friends;  but,  first  of  all,  by 
being  ourselves  of  heroic  mind.  A  whole  world  of  Heroes :  a 
^orlj  net  of  Flunkeys,  where  no  Hero-King  can  reign  :  that  is 
what  we  aim  at !  We,  for  our  share,  will  put  away  all  Flunkey- 
iim,  Bftseness,  Unveracity  from  us  :  we  shall  then  hope  to  have 
Noblenesses  and  Veracities  set  over  us ;  never  till  then.  Let 
Bobus  and  Company  sneer,  **  That  is  your  Reform !"  Yes,  Bobus, 
thtt  b  our  Reform  ;  and  except  in  that,  and  what  will  follow  out 
of  that,  we  have  no  hope  at  all.  Reform,  lik^  Ch^^^^Jr  Q  Bobus, 
mn«»  i^ggjy^  j^  homo.  Once  well  ariiome,  how  will  it  radiate  out- 
^fda,  irrepressible,  into  all  that  we  touch  and  handle,  speak  and 
^Ofk ;  kindling  ever  new  light,  by  incalcukble  contagion,  sprcad- 
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ing  in  geometric  ratio,  far  and  wide,— doing  good  only,  whereoo' 
ever  it  spreads,  and  not  evil. 

/  By  Reform  Bills,  Anti.Corn-Law  Bills,  and  thonaand  other 
( bills  and  methods,  we  will  demand  of  our  GoYemora,  with  em- 
J  phasis,  and  for  the  first  time  not  without  effect,  that  they  oease 
\to  be  quacks,  or  else  depart ;  that  they  set  no  quackeries  and 
blockhead^sms  anywhere  to  rule  over  us,  that  they  utter  or  act 
no  cant  to  us, — ^it  will  be  better  if  they  do  not  For  we  shall 
now  know  quacks  when  we  see  them ;  cant,  when  we  hear  it,  shall 
be  horrible  to  us !  Wc  will  say,  with  the  poor  Frenchman  at 
the  Bar  of  the  Convention,  though  in  wiser  style  than  he,  and 
( for  the  space'  not '  of  an  hour*  but  of  a  lifetime  :  "  Jt  demande 
Varrestation  des  coquins  et  des  laches"  '  Arrestment  of  the  knaTes 
and  dastards :'  ah,  we  know  what  a  work  that  is ;  how  long  it 
will  be  before  they  are  all  or  mostly  got '  arrested  :' — ^but  here  is 
one  ;  arrest  him  in  God's  name ;  it  is  one  fewer !  We  will,  m 
aU  practicable  ways,  by  word  and  silence,  by  act  and  refusal  to 
act,  energetically  demand  that  arrestment, — ^je  demande  cette 
arrestation-ld  /" — and  by  degrees  infallibly  attam  it.  Infallibly : 
for  light  spreads ;  all  human  souls,  never  so  bedarkened,  love 
light ;  light  once  kindled  spreads,  till  all  is  luminous  ; — till  the 
cry,  "  Arrest  your  knaves  and  dastards''  rises  imperative  from  mil- 
lions of  hearts,  and  rings  and  reigns  from  sea  to  sea.  Nay,  how 
many  of  them  may  we  not  *  arrest'  with  our  own  hands,  even 
now ;  we !  Do  not  countenance  them,  thou  there :  turn  away 
from  their  lackered  sumptuosities,  their  belauded  sophistries, 
their  serpent  graciosities,  their  spoken  and  acted  cant,  with  a 
sacred  horror,  with  an  Apage  Satanas. — ^Bobus  and  Company,  and 
all  men  will  gradually  join  us.  We  demand  arrestment  of  the 
knaves  and  dastards,  and  begin  by  arresting  our  own  poor  selves  out 
of  that  fraternity.  There  is  no  other  reform  conceivable.  Thou  and 
I,  my  friend,  can,  in  the  most  flunkey  world,  make,  each  of  us,  one 
non-flunkey,  one  hero,  if  we  like :  that  will  be  two  heroes  to  begin 
with : — Courage !  even  that  is  a  whole  world  of  heroes  to  end 
with,  or  what  we  poor  Two  can  do  in  furtherance  thereof ! 

Tes,  friends :  Hero-kings  and  a  whole  world  not  unheroic, — 
there  lies  the  port  and  happy  haven,  towards  which,  through  all; 
these  stormtost  seas,  French  Revolutions,  Chartisms,  Manche8teI^ 
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Insurrections,  that  make  the  heart  sick  in  these  bad  days,  the 
Supreme  I^owers  are  driving  us.  On  the  whole,  blessed  be  the 
Supreme  Powers,  stem  as.  they  are  !  Towards  that  haven  will 
we.  O  friends ;  let  all  true  men,  with  what  of  faculty  is  in  them, 
bend  valiantly,  incessantly,  with  thousandfold  endeavour,  thither, 
thither  !  There,  or  else  in  the  Ocean-abysses,  it  is  very  clear  to 
me,  we  shall  arrive. 

Well ;  hero  truly  is  no  answer  to  the  Sphinx-question  ;  not  the 
answer  a  disconsolate  Public,  inquiring  at  the  College  of  Health, 
was  in  hopes  of !  A  total  change  of  regimen,  change  of  constitu- 
tion and  existence  from  the  very  centre  of  it ;  a  new  body  to  be 
got,  with  resuscitated  soul, — not  without  convulsive  travail-throes ; 
as  all  birth  and  new-birth  presupposes  travail !  This  is  sad  news  to 
a  disconsolate  discerning  Public,  hoping  to  have  got  off  by  some 
Morrison's  Pill,  some  Saint- John's  corrosive  mixture  and  perhaps  a 
little  blistery  friction  on  the  back ! — We  were  prepared  to  part  with 
our  Corn-Law,  with  various  Laws  and  Unlaws :  but  this,  what  is  this  ? 

Nor  has  the  Editor  forgotten  how  it  fares  with  your  ill-boding 
Cassandras  in  Sieges  of  Troy.  Imminent  perdition  is  not  usunlly 
driven  away  by  words  of  warning.  Didactic  Destiny  has  other 
methods  in  store ;  or  these  would  fail  always.  Such  words 
should,  nevertheless,  be  uttered,  when  they  dwell  truly  in  the 
boul  of  any  man.  Words  ar^  hard,  are  importunate ;  but  how 
much  harder  the  importunate  events  they  foreshadow !  Here 
and  there  a  human  soul  may  listen  to  the  words, — who  knows 
how  many  human  souls  ?  whereby  the  importunate  events,  if  not 
diverted  and  prevented,  will  be  rendered  less  hard.  The  present 
Editor's  purpose  is  to  himself  full  of  hope. 

For  though  fierce  travails,  though  wide  seas  and  roaring  gulfs 
lie  before  us,  is  it  not  something  if  a  Loadstar,  in  the  eternal  sky, 
do  once  more  disclose  itself;  an  everlasting  light,  shining  through 
all  cloud- tempests  and  roaring  billows,  ever  as  we  emerge  from 
the  trough  of  the  sea  :  the  blessed  beacon,  far  off  on  the  edge  of 
far  horizons,  towards  which  we  are  to  steer  incessantly  for  life  7 
Is  it  not  something  ;  0  Heavens,  is  it  not  all  1  There  lies  the 
Heroic  Promised  Land ;  undar  that  Heaven's-light,  my  brethren, 
bloom  the  Happy  Isles, — there,  O  there !     Thither  will  we ; 
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^  There  dwells  the  great  AchiUee  whom  we  knew.** 

There  dwell  all  Heroes,  wid  will  dwell :  thither,  all  ye  heroic- 
minded ! — The  Heaven's  Loadstar  once  clearly  in  our  eye,  how 
will  each  true  man  stand  truly  to  his  work  in  the  ehip ;  how, 
witli  tindying  hope,  will  all  thmgs  be  fronted,  all  be  conquered. 
Nay^  with  the  ship's  prow  once  turned  in  that  direction,  is  not 
all}  as  it  were,  already  well  ?  Sick  wasting  misery  has  become 
noble  manful  effort  with  a  goal  in  our  eye.  ^  The  choking  Night- 
mare chokes  us  no  longer  ;  for  we  stir  under  it ;  the  Nightmare 
has  already  fled.' — 

Certainly,  could  the  present  Editor  instruct  men  how  to  know 
Wisdom,  Heroism,  when  they  see  it,  that  they  might  do  rever- 
ence to  it  only,  and  loyally  make  it  ruler  over  them, — yes,  he 
were  th^  living  epitome  of  all  Editors,  Teachers,  Prophets,  that 
now  teach  and  prophesy  ;  he  were  an  ilj9o/^Morrison,  a  Trisme- 
gistus  and  effective  Cassandra !  Let  no  Able  Editor  hope  such 
things.  It  is  to  be  expected  the  present  laws  of  copyright,  rate 
of  reward  per  sheet,  and  other  considerations,  will  save  him  from 
fhat  peril  Let  no  Editor  hope  such  things  :  no  ;— and  yet  let 
all  Editors  aim  towards  such  things,  and  even  towards  such  alone! 
One  knows  not  what  the  meaning  of  editing  and  writing  is,  if 
even  this  be  not  it. 

Enough,  to  the  present  Editor  it  has  seemed  possible  some 
glimmering  of  light,  for  here  and  there  a  human  soul,  might  lie 
in  these  confused  Paper-Masses  now  intrusted  to  him ;  wherefore 
he  determines  to  edit  the  same.  Out  of  old  Books,  new  Writings, 
and  much  Meditation  not  of  yesterday,  he  will  endeavour  to  se- 
lect a  thing  or  two ;  and  from  the  Past,  in  a  circuitous  way,  il- 
lustrate the  Present  and  the  Future.  The  Past  is  a  dim  indubi- 
table feet :  the  Future  too  is  one,  only  dimmer  ;  nay  properly  it 
is  the  same  fact  in  new  dress  and  development.  For  the  Present 
holds  in  it  both  the  whole  Past  and  the  whole  Future  ; — as  the 
Life-tree  Igdrasil,  wide-waving,  many-toned,  has  its  roots  down 
deep  in  the  Death-kingdoms,  among  the  oldest  dead  dust  of  men, 
and  with  its  boughs  reaches  always  beyond  the  stars  ;  and  in  all 
tioiti  and  places  is  one  and  the  same  Life-tree ! 

*  Tennyson's  Poems  {Uljfstet).         < 
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CHAPTER   I. 

JOCBLIN  OF  BR4XBLON0. 

Ws  will,  in  this  Second  Portion  of  onr  Work,  striTe  to  pon^ 
trste  a  little,  b;  mesna  of  oertun  ctmfiued  Papers,  printed  and 
other,  into  a  somewhat  remote  Century  ;  and  to  look  face  to  &ce 
on  it,  in  hope  of  perhaps  illnstrating  our  own  poor  Ccntnry  there- 
by. It  seems  a  circnitons  way  ;  bnt  it  may  prove  a  way  nevcr- 
theless.  For  man  has  ever  been  a  striving,  struggling,  and,  in 
•pit*  of  wide-spread  calumnies  to  the  contrary,  a  veracioiis  crea- 
ture :  the  Centuries  too  are  all  lineal  children  of  one  another ; 
and  often,  in  the  portrait  of  early  grandfathers,  thif  and  the  other 
enigmatic  feature  of  the  newest  grandson  shall  disclose  itself,  to 
nntaal  etncidation.     This  Editor  will  veotare  on  each  a  tiling. 

Besides,  in  Editors'  Books,  and  indeed  everywhere  else  in  the 
world  of  Today,  a  certain  latitude  of  movement  grows  more  and 
more  becoming  for  the  practical  man.  Salvation  lies  not  In  tight 
lacing,  in  these  times ; — how  far  from  that,  in  any  province  what- 
soever !  Readers  and  men  generally  are  getting  into  strange 
habits  of  asking  all  persons  and  things,  from  poor  Editors'  Books 
np  to  Church  Bishops  and  State  Potentates,  not,  By  what  desig- 
nation art  thou  called  ;  in  what  wig  and  black  triangle  dost  tbon 
walk  abroad  ?  Heavens,  I  know  thy  designation  and  black  iri- 
angle  well  enough  I  But,  in  God's  name,  what  art  thou  ?  Not 
Nothing,  sayest  tiiont  Then,  How  much  and  what?  Tbis  is 
the  thing  I  would  know ;  and  even  «iui  soon  know,  such  a  pass 

am  I  come  to! What  weather- symptoms, — not  for  the  poor 

Editor  of  Books  olono  !  The  Editor  of  Books  may  understand  ' 
withal  that  if^  as  is  said,  '  many  kinds  are  permissible,'  there  is 
aam  kind  not  permissible,  '  the  kind  that  has  nolbing  in  it,  /« 
gturt  etUMtyeuz ;'  and  go  on  his  way  aooordingly. 
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A  certain  Jocelinas  de  Brakclonda,  m  natural-bom  Engliak- 
man.  has  left  iu  an  extremely  foreign  Book.*  which  the  laboiot 
of  the  Camden  Society  have  brought  to  light  in  these  daji. 
Jocelin's  Book,  the  *  Chronicle.'  or  prirate  Boswellean  Note- 
book, of  Jocelin.  a  certain  old  St.  Edmundsburj  Monk  and  Bof- 
wcfl.  now  seven  centuries  old,  how  remote  is  it  from  us ;  exotie, 
extraneous ;  in  all  ways,  coming  from  far  abroad  I  The  language 
of  it  is  not  foreign  only  but  dead :  Monk-Latin  lies  across  not  the 
British  Channel,  but  the  ^inefold  Stygian  Marshes,  Stream  of 
Lethe,  and  one  knows  not  where !  Roman  Latin  itael£  still  alhe 
for  us  in  the  Elysian  Fields  of  Memory,  is  domestic  in  compaii- 
son.  And  then  the  ideas,  life-furniture,  whole  workingB  and 
ways  of  this  worthy  Jocelin ;  covered  deeper  than  Pompeii  with 
the  lava-ashes  and  inarticulate  wreck  of  seven  hundred  jeam! 

Jocelin  of  Brakelond  cannot  be  called  a  conspknioaa  literaiy 
character ;  indeed  few  mortals  that  have  lefi  so  visible  a  wwk, 
or  footmark,  behind  them  can  be  more  obscure.  One  other  cC 
those  vanished  Existences,  whose  work  has  not  yet  vaniahed  ;^- 
almost  a  pathetic  phenomenon,  were  not  the  whole  world  fall  of 
such !  The  builders  of  Stonehenge,  for  example :— or  alaa,  irfiat 
say  we,  Stonehenge  and  builders }  The  writers  of  the  Umicerml 
Rtcitw  and  Homer's  Iliad;  the  paviers  of  London  streeta; — 
sooner  or  later,  the  entire  Posterity  of  Adam  !  It  is  a  pallietie 
phenomenon  ;  but  an  irremediable,  nay,  if  well  meditated,  a  eon* 
soling  one. 

By  his  dialect  of  Monk-Latin,  and  indeed  by  his  name,  this 
Jocelin  seems  to  have  been  a  Norman  Englishman;  the  anr- 
name  de  Brakelonda  indicates  a  native  of  St  Edmundabuzy  itaelf, 
Brakelond  being  the  known  old  name  of  a  street  or  quarter  in 
that  venerable  Town.  Then  farther,  sure  enough,  our  Jocelin 
was  a  Monk  of  St.  Edmundsbury  Convent ;  held  some  '  obediewr 
tia^  subaltern  officiality  there,  or  rather,  in  succession  several ; 
was,  for  one  thing,  '  chaplain  to  my  Lord  Abbot,  living  beside 
him  night  and  day  for  the  space  of  six  years ;' — ^which  last,  in- 
deed, is  the  grand  fJMt  of  Jocelin's  existence,  and  properly  tiia 

*  Chrtmiea  JocELon  i«  Bkakeloxda,  de  rebus  gestis  Samsonis  Atkktis 
MoMtuterH  Saieti  Edanmdi :  mmc  primMm  tyfis  mamdgta,  cura$Ue  JotudKtm 
Gaok  Rokkwood.    (Ctmdea  Sodely,  London,  1840J 
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origin  of  Ihis  present  Book,  and  of  the  chief  meaning  it  has  for 
M  now.  He  was,  as  we  have  hinted,  a  kind  of  born  Bostcell, 
though  an  infinitesimally  small  one ;  neither  did  he  altogether 
want  his  Johnson  even  there  and  then.  Johnsons  are  rare  ;  yet, 
as  has  been  asserted,  Boswells  perhaps  still  rarer, — the  more  is 
the  pity  on  both  sides !  This  Jocelin,  as  wo  can  dijcem  well, 
was  an  ingcDious  and  ingenuous,  a  cheery-hearted,  innocent,  yet 
withal  shrewd,  noticing,  quick-witted  man  ;  and  from  under  his 
monk's  cowl  has  looked  out  on  that  narrow  section  of  the  world 
in  a  really  human  manner ;  not  in  any  simial,  canine,  ovine,  or 
otherwise  i/ihuman  manner, — afflictive  to  all  that  have  humanity  I 
The  man  is  of  patient,  peaceable,  loving,  clear-smiling  nature  ; 
open  for  this  and  tliat.  A  wise  simplicity  is  in  him ;  much  natu- 
ral sense ;  a  teracUy  that  goes  deeper  than  words.  Veracity :  it 
is  the  basis  of  all ;  and,  some  say,  means  genius  itself ;  the  prime 
essence  of  all  genius  whatsoever.  Our  Jocelin,  for  the  rest,  has 
read  his  classical  manuscripts,  his  Virgilius,  his  Flaccus,  Ovidius 
Nafio ;  of  course  still  more,  his  Homilies  and  Breviaries,  and  if 
not  the  Bible,  considerable  extracts  of  the  Bible.  Then  also  he 
has  a  pleasant  wit ;  and  loves  a  timely  joke,  though  in  mild  sub- 
dued manner :  very  amiable  to  see.  A  learned  grown  man.  yet 
with  the  heart  as  of  a  good  child  ;  whose  whole  life  indeed  has 
been  that  of  a  child, — St.  fidmundsbury  Monastery  a  larger  kind 
of  cradle  for  liim,  in  which  his  whole  prescribed  duty  was  to  sli^ep 
kindly,  and  love  his  mother  well !  This  is  the  Biography  of  Jo- 
celin ;  '  a  man  of  excellent  religion,'  says  one  of  his  contempo- 
rary Brother  Monks,  ^eximia  rcligionis^  potens  sermone  et  opere.^ 

For  one  thing,  he  had  learned  to  write  a  kind  of  Monk  or  Dog- 
Latin,  still  readable  to  mankind ;  and,  by  good  luck  for  us.  had 
bethought  him  of  noting  down  thereby  what  things  seemed  no- 
table^tt  to  him.  Hence  gradually  resulted  a  Chrn,iiia  J/t^rliin  ; 
new  Manuscript  in  the  Lihcr  Alhus  of  St.  Kdmundsbury.  Which 
Chronicle,  once  written  in  its  childlike  trannparoncy.  in  its  inno- 
oerit  pood-humour,  not  without  touches  of  ready  pleasant  wit  and 
many  kinds  of  worth,  other  men  liked  natunilly  to  read  :  where1»y 
it  failed  not  to  be  copied,  to  l»e  multiplied,  to  l>e  inserted  in  the 
lUbfr  Alhus;  and  so  surviving  Henry  the  Eighth.  Putney  <'rom- 
well,  the  Dissolution  of  Monasteries,  and  all  accidents  of  malice 
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snd  neglect  for  six  centuries  or  so,  it  got  into  the  Harleiam  CU> 
leditn^ — and  has  now  therefrom,  by  Mr.  Bokewood  of  the  Caa- 
den  Society,  been  deciphered  into  clear  print ;  and  lies  beftn 
OS,  a  dainty  thin  quarto,  to  interest  for  a  fow  minates  whomo- 
ever  it  can. 

Here  too  it  will  behove  a  just  Historian  gratefolly  to  say  that 
Mr.  Rokewood,  Jocelin's  Editoi^  has  done  his  editorial  fonetioa 
welL     Not  only  has  he  decii^ered  his  crabbed  Manuscript  into 
clear  print ;  but  he  has  attended,  what  his  follow  editors  are  not 
always  in  the  habit  of  doing,  to  the  important  truth  that  the 
Manuscript  so  deciphered  ought  to  have  a  meaning  for  the  reader. 
Standing  fidthfully  by  his  text,  and  printing  its  very  errors  ia 
spelling,  in  grammar  or  otherwise,  he  has  taken  care  by  some 
note  to  indicate  that  they  are  errors,  and  what  the  oorrectioii  of 
them  ought  to  be.     Jocelin's  Monk-Latin  is  generally  transpa- 
rent, as  shallow  limpid  water.     But  at  any  stop  that  may  occur, 
of  which  there  are  a  few,  and  only  a  very  fow,  we  have  the  com- 
fortable assurance  that  a  meaning  does  lie  in  the  passage,  and 
may  by  industry  be  got  at ;  that  a  foithful  editor's  industry  had 
already  got  at  it  before  passing  on.     A  compendious  useful  Glos- 
sary is  given ;  nearly  adequate  to  help  the  uninitiated  through: 
sometimes  one  wishes  it-  had  been  a  trifle  larger ;  but,  with  a 
Spelman  and  Ducange  at  your  elbow,  how  easy  to  have  made  it 
for  too  large !     Notes  are  added,  generally  brief;  sufficiently  ex- 
planatory of  mo^t  points.      Lastly,  a  copious  correct  Lidex; 
which  no  such  Book  should  want,  and  which  unluckily  very  fiew 
possess.     And  so,  in  a  word,  the  Chronicle  ofJocdin  is,  as  it  pro- 
fesses to  be,  unwrapped  frt>m  its  thick  cerements,  and  foirly 
brought  forth  into  the  common  daylight,  so  that  he  who  runs,  and 
has  a  smattering  of  grammar,  may  read. 

We  have  heard  so  much  of  Monks ;  everywhere,  in  real  and 
fictitious  History,  from  Muratori  Annals  to  Badcliffe  Bomanoea, 
these  singular  two-legged  animals,  with  their  rosaries  and  brevi- 
aries, with  their  shaven  crowns,  hair-cilices,  and  vows  of  poverty, 
masquerade  so  strangelv  through  our  fancy ;  and  they  are  in  foei 
so  very  strange  an  extinct  species  of  the  human  fomily, — a  verir 
table  Monk  of  Bury  St  Edmunds  is  worth  attending  to,  if  by 
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made  visible  and  audible.     Here  he  is,  and  in  his  hand  a 

ffpcealnm,  mach  gone  to  rust  indeed,  yet  in  fragments 

Mill  clear  :  wherein  the  marvellous  image  of  his  existence  does 

itin  «Ladow  itself,  though  fitfully,  and  as  with  an  intermittent 

li^t !     Will   not  the  reader  peep  with  us  into  this  singular 

vmrra  luridn.  where  an  extinct  species,  though  fitfully,  can  still 

Ve  seen  alive  1     £xtinct  species,  we  say  ;  for  the  live  specimens 

*Uch  «tiil  go  about  under  that  character  are  too  evidently  to  be 

dij!^  as  spurious  in  Natural  History :  the  Gospel  of  Richard 

irkwright   once  promulgated,  no  Monk  of  the  old  sort  is  any 

Ir^gter  possible  in  this  world.     But  fancy  a  deep-buried  Masto- 

dim.  «oiDC  fossil   Mcgatherion.  Ichthyosaurus,  were  to  begin  to 

ffnk  from  amid  its  rock-swathings,  never  so  indistinctly  I     The 

tt(«t  extinct  fossil  species  of  Men  or  Monks  can  do,  and  does, 

this  miracle. — ^thanks  to  the  Letters  of  the  Alphabet,  good  for 

EC  many  things. 

Jncelin,  we  said,  was  somewhat  of  a  Boswell ;  but  unfortunately, 

Vj  Nature,  he  is  none  of  the  largest,  and  distance  has  now  dwarfed 

Lim  ti>  an  extreme  degree.    His  light  is  most  feeble,  intermittent, 

ud  rei  quires  the  in  tensest  kindest  inspection  ;  otherwise  it  will 

tli<clM>c  mere  vacant  haze.     It  must  be  owned,  the  good  JoccUn, 

«^lU'  of  his  beautiful  child-like  character,  is  but  an  altogether 

inn<rffct  •  mirror*  of  these  old-world  things !     The  good  man,  he 

h-ks  on  us  8«^  clear  and  cheery*  and  in  his  neighbourly  soft- 

stiiliiig  eyes  we  sec  so  well  our  own  shadow. — we  have  a  longing 

al'ay?  to  cross-question  him,  to  force  from  him  an  explanation  of 

iLmh       But   no;    Jocclin,   though    he   talks  with    such   clear 

fuii.iliarity.  like  a  next-door  neighbour,  will  not  answer  any  ques- 

*i:i    tliat  is  the  peculiarity  of  him,  dead  these  six  hundred  and 

-*■  >  vcirs.  and  quite  deaf  to  us,  though  still  so  audible !     The 

{.'•--i  man.  he  cannot  help  it,  nor  can  wc. 

But  truly  it  \s  a  strange  consideration  this  simple  one,  as  wo 
f'  'U  with  him.  or  indeed  with  any  lucid  simple-hearted  soul  like 
tiin  BehiiM  therefore,  this  England  of  the  Year  1200  was  no 
cLinii-rieal  vacuity  or  dreamland,  peopled  with  mere  vaporous 
Faiita.«nis.  Rymer's  Fccdera.  and  Doctrines  of  the  (\mstituti(>n  ; 
^nt  a  groon  solid  place,  that  grow  corn  and  several  other  things. 
The  Son  shone  on  it ;  the  vicissitude  of  seasons  and  human  fortunes. 
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Cloth  WIS  woven  and  worn;  ditches  were  dog,  forrow-fiddt 
ploughed,  and  houses  built  Day  by  day  all  men  and  cattle  roM 
to  labour,  and  night  by  night  returned  home  weary  to  tliair 
sereral  lairs.  In  wondrous  Dualism,  then  as  now,  lived  natumi 
of  breathing  men :  alternating,  in  all  ways,  between  Light  and 
Dark ;  between  joy  and  sorrow,  between  rest  and  toil, — ^between 
hope,  hope  reaching  high  as  heaven,  and  fear  deep  as  very  HdL 
Not  vapour  Fantasms,  Rymer's  Fcedera  at  all  1  CoDur-de-LiQa 
was  not  a  theatrical  popinjay  with  greaves  and  steel-cap  on  it, 
but  a  man  living  upon  victuals, — n44  imported  by  Peel's  TaziC 
GoDur-de-Lion  came  palpably  athwart  this  Jocelin  at  St  Edmunds- 
bury;  and  had  almost  peeled  the  sacred  gold  ''Fsretntm^  or 
St  Edmund  Shrine  itself^  to  ransom  him  out  of  the  Danube  JaiL 
These  clear  eyes  of  neighbour  Jocelin  looked  on  the  bodily 
presence  of  King  John ;  the  very  John  SansUrrt^  or  Lackland, 
who  signed  Magna  Charta  afterwards  in  Runny  mead.  Lackland, 
with  a  great  retinue,  boarded  once,  for  the  matter  of  a  fbrtnigh}, 
in  St.  Edmundsbury  Convent ;  daily  in  the  very  eye-sight,  palpa- 
ble to  the  very  fingers  of  our  Jocelin :  0  Jocelin,  what  did  he 
say,  what  did  he  do ;  how  looked  he.  lived  he ; — at  the  very  lowest^ 
what  coat  or  breeches  had  he  on  ?  Jocelin  is  obstinately  silent 
Jocelin  marks  down  what  interests  him;  entirely  deaf  to  ai. 
With  Jocelius  eyes  we  discern  almost  nothing  of  John  Lackland 
As  through  a  glass  darkly,  we  with  our  own  eyes  and  appliances, 
intensely  looking,  discern  at  most :  A  blustering,  dissipated  human 
figure,  with  a  kind  of  blackguard  quality  air.  in  cramoisy  velvet, 
or  other  uncertain  texture,  uncertain  cut,  with  much  plumage  and 
fringing ;  amid  numerous  other  human  figures  of  the  like ;  riding 
abroad  with  hawks ;  talking  noisy  nonsense ; — tearing  out  the 
bowels  of  St.  Edmundsbury  Convent  (its  larders  namely  and 
cellars)  in  the  most  ruinous  way,  by  living  at  rack  and  manger 
there.  Jocelin  notes  only,  with  a  slight  subacidity  of  manner, 
that  the  King's  Majesty,  Dominus  Rex,  did  leave,  as  gift  for  our 
St.  Edmund  Shrine,  a  handsome  enough  silk-cloak — or  rather 
pretended  to  leave,  for  one  of  his  retinue  borrowed  it  of  us,  and 
we  never  got  sight  of  it  again ;  and.  on  the  whole,  that  the  Domi- 
nus Rex,  at  departing,  gave  us  '  thirteen  sterlingii,^  one  shilling 
and  one  penny,  to  say  a  mass  for  him ;  and  so  departed, — ^like  a 
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ikibbj  Lackland  as  he  was !  '  Thirteen  pence  sterling,'  this  was 
what  the  Convent  got  from  Lackland,  for  all  the  victuals  he  and 
bii  had  made  away  with.  We  of  course  said  our  mass  for  himj 
having  covenanted  to  do  it, — ^but  let  impartial  posterity  judge 
with  what  degree  of  fervour  1 

And  in  this  manner  vanishes  Kling  Lackland ;  traverses  swiftly 
oar  strange  intermittent  magic-mirror,  jingling  the  shabby  thir- 
teen pence  merely :  and  rides  with  his  hawks  into  Egyptian  night 
tgain.  It  is  Jocelin's  manner  with  all  things ;  and  it  is  men's 
Banner  and  men's  necessity.  How  intermittent  is  our  good  Jcce- 
iin :  marking  down,  without  eye  to  ««,  what  he  finds  interesting ! 
How  moch  in  Jocelin,  as  in  all  History,  and  indeed  in  all  Nature, 
ia  at  once  inscrutable  and  certain ;  so  dim,  yet  so  indubitable ; 
exciting  us  to  endless  considerations.  For  King  Lackland  icas 
tiiere.  verUy  he  :  and  did  leave  these  tredecitn  sterlingii^  if  nothing 
Bore,  and  did  live  and  look  in  one  way  or  the  other,  and  a  whole 
vorld  was  liviug  and  looking  along  with  him !  There,  wc  say, 
is  the  grand  peculiarity ;  the  immeasurable  one ;  distinguishing, 
to  a  really  infinite  degree,  the  poorest  historical  Fact  from  all 
Rction  whatsoever.  Fiction,  *•  Imagination,'  ^  Imaginative  Poetry,' 
&c.  «Sic.,  except  as  the  vehicle  ibr  truth,  or  fact  of  some  sort, — 
which  sarely  a  man  should  first  try  various  other  ways  of  vchicu- 
kting  and  conveying  safe, — ^what  is  it '/  Let  the  Minerva  and 
other  Presses  respond  ! — 

But  it  is  time  we  were  in  8t  Edmundsbury  Monastery,  and 
Seven  good  Centuries  off.  If  indeed  it  be  possible,  by  any  aid  of 
Jooelin,  by  any  human  art,  to  get  thither,  with  a  reader  or  two 
»tiU  following  as? 
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CHAPTER    II. 


ST.    EDMUNDSBURY. 


The  Burg,  Bury,  or  *  Berry '  as  they  call  it,  of  St.  Edmimd  ■ 
still  a  prosperous  brisk  Town ;  beautifully  dirersifying,  witli  ili 
clear  brick  houses,  ancient  clean  streets,  and  twenty  or  fifteen 
thousand  busy  souls,  the  general  grassy  face  of  Suffolk ;  lodking 
out  right  pleasantly,  from  its  hill-slope,  towards  the  rising  Sqb^ 
and  on  the  eastern  ed^  of  it,  still  runs,  long,  black  and  masHfe^ 
a  range  of  monastic  ruins :  into  the  wide  internal  spaces  of  wbkb 
the  stranger  is  admitted  on  payment  of  one  shilling.  InteiMl 
spaces  laid  out,  at  present,  as  a  botanic  garden.  Here  Biranger 
or  townsman,  sauntering  at  his  leisure  amid  these  vast  grim  jmt 
able  ruins,  may  persuade  himself  that  an  Abbey  of  St.  Edmunds- 
bury  did  once  exist ;  nay,  there  is  no  doubt  of  it :  see  here  tka 
ancient  massive  Gateway,  of  architecture  interesting  to  the  eyv 
of  Dilettantism  ;  and  farther  on,  that  other  ancient  Gateway,  now 
about  to  tumble,  unless  Dilettantism,  in  these  very  months,  ea 
subscribe  money  to  cramp  it  and  prop  it ! 

Here,  sure  enough,  is  an  Abbey ;  beautiful  in  the  eye  of  Dikkr 
tantism.  Giant  Pedantry  also  will  step  in,  with  its  huge  Dugdak 
and  other  enormous  Monasticons  under  its  arm,  and  cheerlolbf 
apprise  you,  That  this  was  a  very  great  Abbey,  owner  and  indeed 
creator  of  St.  Edmund's  Town  itself,  owner  of  wide  lands  and 
revenues  ;  nay  that  its  lands  were  once  a  county  of  themselves ; 
that  indeed  Ring  Canute  or  Knut  was  very  kind  to  it,  and  gave 
St.  Edmund  his  own  gold  crown  off  his  head,  on  one  ooeaskm; 
for  the  rest,  that  the  Monks  were  of  such  and  such  a  genus,  such 
and  such  a  number ;  that  they  had  so  many  carucates  of  land  in 
this  hundred,  and  so  many  in  that ;  and  then  ficirther,  that  the 
large  Tower  or  Belfry  was  built  by  such  a  otf%,  and.  the  smaller 
Belfry  was  built  by  &c.  &c. — ^Till  human  nature  can  stand  no 
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a.  rt  xA  it ;  till  human  nature  desperately  take  refuge  in  forget- 
::Il<.!-.'(.  almost  in  flat  disbelief  of  the  whole  business,  Monks, 
M-.-La»ier J.  Belfries,  Caruoates  and  all  1  Alas,  what  mountains  of 
•i-^i  asLtrs.  wreck  and  burnt  bones,  does  assiduous  Pedantry  dig 
cp  from  the  Past  Time,  and  name  it  History,  and  Philosophy  of 
lii»:>jrv  .  till,  as  we  say,  the  human  soul  sinks  wearied  and  be- 
T;li«r«-d  .  till  the  Past  Time  seems  all  one  infinite  incredible  grey 
TiH'i.  without  sun,  stars,  hearth-fires,  or  candle-light :  dim  offensiye 
'iu^t-whirlwinds  filling  Universal  Nature ;  and  oyer  your  Histori- 
q1  Library,  it  is  as  if  all  the  Titans  had  written  for  themselves : 

DlT  CUBBISH  SHOT  HERE ! 

And  yet  these  grim  old  walls  are  not  a  dilettantism  and 
I  Uiiety :  they  are  an  earnest  hct.  It  was  a  most  real  and  serious 
i  |upose  they  were  built  for  1  Tes,  another  world  it  was,  when 
4Me  black  ruins,  white  in  their  new  mortar  and  fresh  chiselling, 
im  saw  the  sun  as  walls,  long  ago.  Gauge  not,  with  thy  dilet- 
tente  compasses,  with  that  placid  dilettante  simper,  the  Ileavon's- 
Wau'htower  of  our  Fathers,  the  fallen  God's-IIouscs,  the  Golgo- 
tha of  true  Souls  departed  ! 

Their  architecture,  belfries,  land-canicates  ?    Yes, — and  that  is 
l-ut  a  «mall  item  of  the  matter.     Does  it  never  give  thee  pause, 
this  other  strange  item  of  it,  that  men  then  had  a  soul^ — not  by 
LesiTiay  alone,  and  as  a  figure  of  speech ;  but  as  a  truth  that  they 
*«^'i-.  and  practically  went  upon !     Verily  it  was  another  world 
then.     Their  Missals  have  become  incredible,  a  sheer  platitude, 
aiTt^t  thuu  ?    Yes,  a  most  poor  platitude  ;  and  even,  if  thou  wilt, 
iQ  idobitry  and  blasphemy,  should  any  one  persuade  thee  to  believe 
(ivm,  to  pretend  praying  by  them.    But  yet  it  is  pity  we  had  lost 
liJiuif*  ^^  ^^^  aomIs  : — actually  we  shall  have  to  go  in  quest  of 
ihtm  again,  or  worse  in  all  ways  will  befall !    A  certain  degree  of 
■"'oL  as  Ben  Jonson  reminds  us,  is  indispensable  to  keep  the  very 
fvJv  from  dci^truction  of  the  frightfullcst  sort ;  to  *  save  us,'  says 
W, 'the  expense  of  salt.^     Ben  has  known  men  who  had  soul 
vii>Migh  to  keep  their  body  and  five  senses  from  becoming  carrion, 
ud  save  salt : — men,  and  also  Nations.     You  may  look  in  Man- 
chester Uunger-mobs  and  Corn-law  Commons  llouses,  and  various 
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other  quarters,  and  say  whether  either  soul  or  ehw  salt  is  m 
somewhat  wante4  at  present !     * 

Another  world,  truly :  and  this  present  poor  distressed  mA 
might  get  some  profit  hj  looking  wisely  into  it,  instead  of  foolisUj 
But  at  lowest,  O  dilettante  friend,  let  us  know  always  that  it  vd 
a  World,  and  not  a  void  infinite  of  grey  haie  with  fiintasms  swin 
ming  in  it.  These  old  St.  Edmundsbury  walls,  I  say,  were  bo 
peopled  with  fantasms ;  but  with  men  of  flesh  and  Uood,  mad 
altogether  as  we  are.  Had  thou  and  I  then  been,  who  knows  ha 
we  ourselves  had  taken  refuge  from  an  evil  Time,  and  fled  todwel 
here,  and  meditate  on  an  Eternity,  in  such  fashion  as  we  ooold 
Alas,  how  like  an  old  osseous  fragment,  a  broken  blackened  shin 
bone  of  the  old  dead  Ages,  this  black  ruin  looks  out,  not  je 
coyered  by  the  soil:  still  indicating  what  a  onoe  gigantio  Lift  lifli 
buried  there!  It  is  dead  now,  and  dumb ;  but  was  alive  onoe^aad 
spake.  For  twenty  generations,  here  was  the  earthly  arena  whsn 
painful  living  men  worked  out  their  life-wrestle, — ^looked  at  hj 
Earth,  by  Heaven  and  Hell.  Bells  tolled  to  prayers ;  and  mei, 
of  many  humours,  various  thoughts,  chanted  vespers,  matins  ;— 
and  round  the  little  islet  of  their  life  rolled  forever  (as  round  oon 
still  rolls,  though  wc  are  blind  and  deaf)  the  illimitable  Oceio, 
tinting  all  things  with  Us  eternal  hues  and  reflexes ;  making 
strange  prophetic  music  1  How  silent  now ;  all  departed,  clean 
gone.  The  World-Dramaturgist  has  written :  Exeunt  The  de* 
vouring  Time-Demons  have  made  away  with  it  all :  and  in  its 
stead,  there  is  either  nothing ;  or  what  is  worse,  ofiensive  universal 
dust-clouds,  and  grey  eclipse  of  Earth  and  Heaven,  from  *  dry 
rubbish  shot  here!* — 

Truly,  it  is  no  easy  matter  to  get  across  the  chasm  of  Seven 
Centuries,  flUed  with  such  material.  But  here,  of  all  helps,  is 
not  a  Boswell  the  welcomest ;  even  a  small  Boswell  ?  Veracitji 
true  simplicity  of  heart,  how  valuable  are  these  always!  He  that 
speaks  what  is  really  in  him,  will  find  men  to  listen,  though  under 
never  such  impediments.  Even  gossip,  springing  free  and  cheer] 
from  a  human  heart,  this  too  is  a  kind  of  veracity  and  speech;-^ 
muoh  preferable  to  pedantry  and  inane  grey  base !  Joeelin  ii 
weak  and  garrulous,  but  he  is  hiunan.    Through  the  thin  water} 
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IT  Joeelin,  we  do  get  aome  glimpsefl  of  thit  deep-buried 
oin  Teritililj,  though  in  »  fitful  intermittent  maimer, 
thne  ■ntiqne  figoiee  tuid  their  life-method,  &ce  to  &ce  I  Beauti- 
hllj,  in  our  evncst  loring  glanoe,  the  old  centuries  melt  from 
opaqne  to  partiftUj  translooeDt,  tnnsparent  here  and  there ;  and 
the  Toid  black  Kight,  one  finds,  ia  hat  the  summing-np  of  innn- 
■erabls  peopled  Inminona  Vayt.  Not  parchment  Chartuluiea, 
I>oetrinea  of  the  Conititntion,  0  Dryaedust ;  not  altogether,  my 
mdit«  friend  I — 

Kwdera  who  pleue  to  go  along  with  iu  into  this  poor  Jocdini 
Ckrmita  ahall  wander  inoouveaientlj  enough,  as  in  wintry  tvi- 
li^t,  throng  some  poor  stript  haael-grove,  rostling  with  foolitih 
MMti,  Mod  perpetoally  hindering  the  eyesight ;  bnt  across  which 
here  and  there,  some  real  hnmaa  figure  is  seen  moring:  very 
Miaage ;  whom  we  oonld  hail  if  he  woold  answer ; — and  we  look 
iato  n  pair  of  eyes  deep  as  oar  own,  iwuiging  our  own,  bnt  alt 
UMODscunu  of  OB ;  to  whom  we  for  the  time  are  become  as  tpixita 
■disTisiUel 
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CHAPTER    III. 

LANDLORD    EDMUND. 


Soke  threo  centuries  or  so  had  elspsed  ribce  Beedriifneortk' 
beeanw  St  Edmund's  Sioa,  St.  Edmand's  Tmen  md  Momstoj, 
before  Joeelin  eatered  Mmaelf  a  Novice  there.  '  It  was,'  nja  he, 
■the  year  after  the  Flemings  were  defeated  at  Fomham  Bi- 
'  GenerieTe ' 

Uuch  pes8C8  away  into  obUrlon  :  this  gloriooa  Tictoiy  mer  the 
Flemings  at  Fornham  has,  at  the  present  date,  greatly  dimmed 
itself  ont  of  the  minds  of  men.  A  Tietorr  and  battle  nerertbdesi 
it  was,  in  its  time :  some  thrice-renowned  Eart  of  Leicester,  Mt 
of  the  De  Montfort  breed,  (as  way  be  read  in  Philosophical  and 
other  Histories,  could  any  human  memory  retain  sach  things,) 
had  quarrelled  with  hia  sovereign.  Henrj  Second  of  the  namej 
had  been  worsted,  it  is  like,  and  maltreated,  and  obliged  to  fly  te 
foreign  parte  ;  but  had  rallied  there  into  new  vigour  ;  and  bo,  in 
the  year  1173,  returns  across  the  German  Sea,  with  a  vengefol 
army  of  Fleminga.     Ketnroa,  to  the  coast  of  Suffolk ;  to  Fram-    , 

*  DiTaadojt  puiiles  and  pokn  tbr  some  biography  of  tkisBeodrio;  aad 
repogna  to  con-iidrr  him  a  mtrr  EJut'ADglian  PersoD  of  Condition,  aat  ia 
need  of  a  tuognp1iy.-~wliiRie  )woti6.  n-eirlh  or  ttorfh,  (hat  is  to  aaj,  Gr»ctt, 
Increftse,  Or  aa  we  should  now  nune  it.  Eaale.  that  sune  Hamlet  at>d  wool 
Maouon,  now  St.  Edmund's  Bar;,  originally  wu.  For,  add*  oar  eradiM 
Friend,  the  Saxon  rwi>Beni  cqniTalcnt  to  the  Qennan  rerdai,  hmuh  (• 
groir,  U)  bettme;  traces  of  which  old  locable  are  still  fonnd  in  the  Noitk 
country  dialect!,  as.  'What  a  irard  of  hlmt'  meaninB  -  Wbat  is  ina^af 
biml'  and  the  like.  Nay  we  in  modem  English  still  say.  <Wo  ivertJtllM 
hour'  fWo  befall  the  hour),  and  speak  of  the  '  Wtird  Sislen  i'  not  to  »«- 
tion  the  innumerable  other  names  of  places  still  ending  in  tcearth  or  wntk. 
And  indeed,  oar  commoa  noun  KartK  in  the  Moae  of  rnhr,  do«i  not  tUa 
mean  11101117,  Wbat  a  thing  has ^ava  to,  What  amaa  has^iMMte^  How 
KoA  he  anoonU  t«,— t^  tke  Threadne«U*«rMt  standud  w  aMikvt 
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li.gti.ni  Cutle,  where  he  is  welcomed ;  vestward  towards  St 
EdmuDdsbur;  aod  Fttrnhkiii  Church,  where  he  is  met  hj  the 
cuutituted  authorities  with  poMie  eonitatut ;  and  swiftly  cut  in 
piKes,  he  and  bis,  ur  lud  b;  the  heels ;  on  the  right  bank  of  the 
uUvure  river  Lark, — as  traces  still  existing  will  Terify. 

For  the  river  Lark,  though  not  rery  diBooverahly,  still  runs  or 
ita^pates  in  that  eonatry ;  mud  the  battle-ground  ia  there  ;  serv- 
ing ai  present  as  a  pleasure-ground  to  Lis  Grace  of  Northumber- 
Isod.  Copp«r  pennies  of  Henry  II.  are  stiU  found  there  j — 
rotted  out  from  the  pouches  of  poor  slaio  soldiers,  who  had  uot 
bad  lime  to  bny  liquor  with  them.  In  the  river  Lark  itself  wus 
fiabcd  np,  within  man's  memory,  an  antifjue  gold  ring ;  which 
ftnd  Dilettantism  can  almost  believe  may  have  been  the  very 
ring  Countess  Liuccster  threw  away  in  her  flight,  into  that  saiuo 
lark  river  or  ditch.*  Nay,  few  years  ago.  iu  tearing  out  an 
eaurinous  superannuated  uh-trec.  now  grown  quite  corpultint, 
burstcn.  superfluous,  but  long  a  fixture  in  the  t-oil,  and  not  to  be 
diflcidged  without  revolution, — tlierc  wan  laid  luirc.  under  it:i  roots, 
'  a  circular  mound  of  skeletons  wonderfully  couiplete,'  all  radi- 
ating from  a  centre,  &ces  upwards,  feet  inwards;  a  'radiation' 
net  uf  Light,  but  of  the  Nether  Darkness  rather  ;  and  evidently 
the  fruit  of  battle  ;  for  '  many  of  the  heads  were  cleft,  or  had 
umw-holcs  in  them.'  The  Battle  of  Fornham,  therefore,  is  a 
fict,  though  a  forgotten  one  ;  no  less  obscure  than  undeniable, — 
like  80  many  other  facts 

Like  the  St.  Edmnnd's  Monastery  itself!  Who  can  doubt, 
after  what  we  liave  ssid,  that  there  was  a  Monastery  here  at  unu 
time  ^  No  doubt  at  all  there  vau  a  Monastery  here :  no  doubt, 
wme  three  centuries  prior  to  this  Furnhaut  Battle,  there  dwelt  & 
•d.iu  ill  these  parts,  of  the  name  of  Edmund.  King.  Lani)lrir<l, 
ifuke  or  whatever  his  title  was.  of  the  (laKtcrn  Criunties ; — and  a 
very  singular  man  and  landlord  he  must  have  lieeii. 

For  his  K-nantH.  it  would  niilH'nr.  dii)  ii<it  in  the  l.-ust  ('..lupin in 

f  him  ,  his  labourers  did  not  think  uf  buniinf;  his  wlnatj-tnk-. 

r-vaking  into  hi«  gamc-p  re  serves  :  very  far  the  revrrst-  ••(  mII 

ij*t      Clear  evidence,  satisfactory  even  tn  my  fri<:nd  Dryasdust, 

•  Ljttdion's  HiMofjr  of  H*ni7  II.  {3nd  Edition),  *  IW,  fce 
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exists  that,  on  the  contrary,  they  honoured,  lored,  admired  thii 
ancient  Landlord  to  a  quite  astonishing  degree,— «nd  indeed  ai 
last  to  an  immeasurable  and  inexpressible  degree ;  lor,  finding 
no  limits  or  utterable  words  for  their  sense  of  his  worth,  they 
took  to  beatifying  and  adoring  him  !  '  Infinite  admiration,'  we 
are  taught, '  means  worship.' 

Very    singular,— <;ould    we    discover  it!      What  Edmund's 
specific  duties  were  ;  above  all,  what  his  method  of  discharging 
them  with  such  results  was,  would  surely  be  interesting  to  know; 
but  are  not  very  discoverable  now.     His  Life  has  become  a  poetic, 
nay  a  religious  Mytkus ;  though,  undeniably  enough,  it  was  onoe 
a  prose  Fact,  as  our  poor  lives  are ;  and  even  a  very  nigged 
unmanageable  one.      This  landlord  Edmund  did  go  about  in 
leather  shoes,  with  femoralia  and  bodycoat  of  some  sort  on  him ; 
and  daily  had  his  breakfast  to  procure ;  and  daily  had  contradie- 
tory  speeches,  and  most  contradictory  facts  not  a  few,  to  reooD- 
cile  with  himself     No  man  becomes  a  Saint  in  his  sleep.    Ed- 
mund, for  instance,  instead  of  reconciling  those  same  contradic- 
tory facts  and  speeches  to  himself ;  which  means  subduing,  and, 
in  a  manlike  and  godlike  manner,  conquering  them  to  himself— 
might  have  merely  thrown  new  contention  into  them,  new  unwis- 
dom into  them,  and  so  been  conquered  by  them ;  much  the  com- 
moner case !     In  that  way  he  had  proved  no  *  Saint,'  or  Divine- 
looking  Man,  but  a  mere  Sinner,  and  unfortunate,  blameable, 
more  or   less  Diabolic  looking  man  !      No  landlord  Edmund 
becomes  infinitely  admirable  in  his  sleep. 

With  what  degree  of  wholesome  rigour  his  rents  were  collected 
we  hear  not.  Still  less  by  what  methods  he  preser^'ed  his  game, 
whether  by  *  bushing'  or  how, — and  if  the  partridge-seasons  were 
*  excellent,'  or  were  indifiierent.  Neither  do  we  ascertain  what 
kind  of  Corn-bill  he  passed,  or  wisely-adjusted  Sliding-scale :-- 
but  indeed  there  were  few  spinners  in  those  days ;  and  the  nui- 
sance of  spinning,  and  other  dusty  labour,  was  not  yet  so  glaring 
a  one. 

How  then,  it  may  be  asked,  did  this  Edmund  rise  into  favour ; 
become  to  such  astonishing  extent  a  recognised  Farmer's  Friend  ^ 
Beally,  except  it  were  by  doing  justly  and  loving  meroy,  to  s^ 
unprecedented  extent,  one  does  not  know.     The  man,  it  wool^ 
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*•  had  walked,'  as  they  say^  <  humbly  with  God  ;*  humbly 
and  Taliantly  with  Gk)d ;  struggling  to  make  the  Earth  heayenly, 
if  he  eould  :  instead  of  walking  sumptuously  and  pridefully  with 
Mammon,  leaving  the  Earth  to  grow  hellish  as  it  liked.  Not 
nrnptuously  with  Mammon?  How  then  oould  he  ^encourage 
trade^'^-cause  Howel  and  James,  and  many  wine-merohants  to 
Uess  him,  and  the  tailor's  heart  (though  in  a  very  short-sighted 
Banner)  to  sing  for  joy?  Much  in  this  Edmund's  Life  is  mys- 
lerioos. 

That  he  oould,  on  occasion,  do  what  he  liked  with  his  own  is, 
meuwhile,  evident  enough.     Certain  Heathen  Physical-Force 
lltTft-Chartists, '  Danes,*  as  they  were  then  called,  coming  into 
kii  territory  with  their  '  five  points,'  or  rather  with  their  five-and- 
tveDty  thousand  points  and  edges  too,  of  pikes  namely  and  bat- 
tk-azes;  and  proposing  mere  Heathenism,  confiscation,  spolia- 
tion, and  fire  and  sword, — Edmund  -  answered  that  he  would 
oppose  to  the  utmost  such  savagery.     They  took  him  prisoner ; 
ftgiin  required  bis  sanction  to  said  proposals.     Edmund  again 
rffuiied.     Cannot  we  kill  you  ?  cried  they. — Cannot  I  die  ?  an- 
swered he.     My  life,  I  think,  is  my  own  to  do  what  I  like  with  1 
And  he  died,  under  barbarous   tortures,  refusing  to   the   last 
breiih :  and  the  Ultra-Chartist  Danes  lost  their  propositions  ; — 
ind  went  with  their  ^  points'  and  other  apparatus,  as  is  supposed, 
V)the  Devil,  the  Father  of  them.     Some  say,  indeed,  these  Danes 
»ere  not  Ultra-Chartists,  but  Ultra-Tories,  demanding  to  reap 
where  they  had  not  sown,  and  live  in  this  world  without  working, 
ihooeh  all  the  world  should  starve  for  it ;  which  likewise  seems 
i  p>i>wible  hypothesis.     Be  what  they  might,  they  went,  as  we 
>»T.  t«^  the  Devil :  and  Edmund   doing  what  he  liked  with  his 
cTn.  the  Earth  was  got  cleared  of  tliem. 

Another  version  is,  that  Edmund  on  this  and  the  like  occa- 
sions stood  by  his  order  ;  the  oldest,  and  indeed  only  true  order 
■  f  Nubility  known  under  the  stars,  that  of  Just  Men  and  Sons  of 
^M,  in  opposition  to  Unjust  and  Sons  of  Belial, — which  latter 
io'lt^  arc  .wo/i //-oldest,  but  yet  a  very  unvencrable  order.  This, 
tnily,  seemi)  the  likeliest  hypothesis  of  all.  Names  and  appcar- 
wee*  altvr  so  strangely,  in  some  half-score  centuries;  and  all 
flocUuies  chameleon-like,  taking  now  this  hue,  now  that.     Thus 
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muok  is  very  plain,  and  does  not  change  hue :  Landlord  Bdmuiid 
was  seen  and  felt  by  all  men  to  have  done  Terily  a  man's  part  in 
this  life-pilgrimage  of  his ;  and  benediotions,  and  outflowing  Jof« 
and  admiration  from  the  uniyersal  hearty  were  his  meed.  Well- 
done  1  Well-done  1  cried  the  hearts  of  all  men.  They  -nused 
his  slain  and  martyred  body ;  washed  its  wounds  with  fiuifr-flow- 
ing  uniyersal  tears ;  tears  of  endless  pity,  and  yet  of  a  saored  joy 
and  triumph.  The  beautifiillest  kind  of  tears, — indeed  perhaps 
the  beautifullest  kind  of  thing :  like  a  sky  all  flashing  diamonds 
and  prismatic  radiance ;  all  weeping,  yet  shone  on  by  the  ever- 
lastiug  Sun : — ^and  this  is  not  a  sky,  it  is  a  Soul  and  livii^ 
Face !  Nothing  liker  the  Tett^pU  tfthe  Highest,  bright  with  some 
real  effulgence  of  the  Highest,  is  seen  in  this  world. 

O,  if  all  Yankee-land  follow  a  small  good  <  SchnOspel  the  dis- 
tinguished Novelist'  with  blazing  torches,  dinner-invitation%  uni- 
versal hep-hep-hurrah,  feeling  that  he,  though  small,  is  some- 
thing ;  how  might  all  Angle-land  once  follow  a  hero-martyr  and 
great  true  Son  of  Heaven !  It  is  the  very  joy  of  man's  heart  to 
admire,  where  he  can ;  nothing  so  lifts  him  from  all  his  mean 
imprisonments,  were  it  but  for  moments,  as  true  admiration. 
Thus  it  has  been  said,  ^  all  men,  especially  all  women,  are  bom 
worshippers  :'  and  will  worship,  if  it  be  but  possible.  Possible 
to  worship  a  Something,  even  a  small  one ;  not  so  possible  a  mere 
loud-blaring  Nothing !  What  sight  is  more  pathetic  than  that  of 
poor  multitudes  of  persons  met  to  gaze  at  King's  Progresses, 
Lord  Mayor's  Shews,  and  other  gilt-gingerbread  phenomena  of 
the  worshipful  sort,  in  these  times ;  each  so  eager  to  worship ; 
each,  with  a  dim  fatal  sense  of  disappointment,  finding  that  he 
cannot  rightly  here  I  These  be  thy  gods,  0  Israel  ?  And  thoa 
art  so  willing  to  worship, — poor  Israel ! 

In  this  manner,  however,  did  the  men  of  the  Eastern  Counties 
take  up  the  slain  body  of  their  Edmund,  where  it  lay  cast  forth 
in  the  village  of  Hoxne ;  seek  out  the  severed  head,  and  reve- 
rently reunite  the  same.  They  embalmed  him  with  myrrh  and 
sweet  spices,  with  love,  pity,  and  all  high  and  awful  thoughts  ; 
consecrating  him  with  a  very  storm  of  melodious  adoring  admi' 
ration,  and  sun-dyed  showers  of  tears  ; — joyfully,  yet  with  awe 
(as  all  deep  joy  has  something  of  the  awful  in  it),  oommemorik* 
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ting  kk  noble  deeds  and  godlike  walk  and  conversation  while  on 
Saitk.  Till,  at  length,  the  very  Pope  and  Cardinals  at  Rome 
vers  forced  to  hear  of  it ;  and  they,  eomming  up  as  correctly  as 
thsy  well  coald,  with  AdvoaUus-DioMi  pleadings  and  their  other 
iianu  of  process,  the  general  verdict  of  mankind,  declared :  That 
lie  had,  in  very  &ct,  led  a  hero's  life  in  this  world  ;  and  being 
&OV  g9iUj  was  gone  as  they  conceived  to  God  above,  and  reaping 
Us  reward  there.  Such,  they  said,  was  the  best  judgment  they 
cuold  form  of  the  case ; — and  truly  not  a  bad  judgment.  Ac- 
qaisseed  in,  sealously  adopted,  with  full  assent  of  *  private  judg- 
ant/  by  all  mortals. 

The  rest  of  St.  Edmund's  history,  for  the  reader  sees  he  has 
Dov  become  a  SaiiU^  is  easily  conceivable.     Pious  munificence 
provided  him  a  loculusj  a  feretrum  or  shrine ;  built  for  him  a 
vooden  chapel,  a  stone  temple,  ever  widening  and  growing  by 
new  pious  gifts  ; — such  the  overflowing  heart  feels  it  a  blessed- 
ness to  solace  itself  b}'  giving.     St.  Edmund's  Shrine  glitters 
t'^w  with  diamond  fluwcrages,  with  a  plating  of  wrought  gold. 
The  wooden    chapel,   as  we  say,  has  become  a  stone  temple. 
Stately  masonries,  long-drawn  arches,  cloisters,  sounding  aisles 
ktiress  it.  Wgirdle  it  far  and  wide.     Regimented  companies  of 
men,  of  whom  our  Jocelin  is  one,  devote  themselves,  in  every 
eentration,  to  meditate  here  on  man's  Nobleness  and  Awful ne.ss, 
ltd  celebrate  and  shew  forth  the  same,  as  they  best  can, — think- 
ing they  will  do  it  better  here,  in  presence  of  God  the  Maker, 
and  of  the  so  Awful  and  so  Noble  made  by  Him.     In  one  word, 
J^t  Edmund's  Bodv  has  raised  a  Monastery  round  it.     To  sucli 
ItiiLth,  in  such  iiisniner,  has  the  Spirit  of  the  Time  visibly  taken 
My.  and  crystallised  itself  here.      New  gift.s,  houses,   farms, 
''i/-i/iw»— come  ever  in.     King  Knut,  whom   men  call  Canute, 
whi.ni  the  Ocean-tide  would  not  be  forbidden  to  wet. — we  heard 
already  of  this  wise  King,  with  his  crown  and  gifts  :  but  of  many 
•^■tbcrs.  Kings,  Queens,  wise  men.  and   noble  loyal  women.  Ut 
Dryasdust  and  divine  Silence  be  tlie  record  !     heodric's-WortU 
^  Wome  St    Edmund's  Bunt; — and  lasts  visible  to  this  hour 

•O^-oilji,  prciportios;  what  we  now  call  chathh,  and  still  more  singularly 
^iK  »yi  my  erudite  ftiend ! 
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All  this  that  thou  now  seeet^  and  namasi  Bury  Town,  is  propai^ 
the  Funeral  Monument  of  Saint  or  Landkffd  Edmund.  Tk 
present  respectable  Mayor  of  Bury  may  be  said,  like  a  Fakeei 
(little  as  he  thinks  of  it),  to  have  hia  dwelling  in  the  extenaha 
many-soulptured  Tombstone  of  Si  Edmund ;  in  one  of  the  briol 
niches  thereof  dwells  the  present  respectable  Mayor  of  Bury. 

Certain  times  do  oiystallise  themselves  in  a  magnificent  man 
ner ;  and  others,  perhaps,  are  like  to  do  it 'in  rather  a  ahabbj 
one ! — ^But  Richard  Arkwright  too  will  have  his  Monument,  i 
thousand  years  hence :  all  Lancashire  and  Yorkshire,  and  hon 
many  other  shires  and  countries,  with  their  machineries  and  in- 
dustries,  for  his  monument  t  A  true  pyramid  or  '^me-moui' 
tain,'  flaming  with  steam  fires  and  useful  labour  over  wide  conti- 
nents, usefully  towards  the  Stars,  to  a  certain  hei^t; — ^how 
much  grander  than  your  foolish  Cheops  Pyramids  or  SaUun 
clay  ones  1    Let  us  withal  be  hopefU,  be  content  or  patient 
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ABBOT    HUGO. 


It  Lb  true,  all  things  have  two  hces,  a  light  one  and  a  dark. 
It  is  true,  in  three  centuries  much  imperfection  accumulates  ; 
aanj  an  Ideal,  monastic  or  other,  shooting  forth  into  practice  as 
it  can.  grows  to  a  strange  enough  Reality  ;  and  we  have  to  ask 
vith  amaxement.  Is  this  your  Ideal !  For,  alas,  the  Ideal  always 
W  to  grow  in  the  Real,  and  to  seek  out  its  bed  and  board  there, 
often  in  a  very  sorry  way.  No  beautifullest  Poet  is  a  Bird-of- 
I'aradisjc.  living  on  perfumes ;  sleeping  in  the  scther  with  out- 
spread wings.  The  Heroic,  independent  of  bed  and  board,  is 
found  in  Dniry-Lane  Theatre  only ;  to  avoid  disappointments, 
^^t  as  boar  this  in  mind. 

By  the  law  of  Nature,  too,  all  manner  of  Ideals  have  their 
^Ui  limits  and  lot :  their  appointed  periods  of  youth,  of  maturity 
^^  perfection,  of  decline,  degradation,  and  final  death  and  dis- 
appearance.    There  is  nothing  born  but  has  to  die.     Ideal  mon- 
asteries, once  grown  real,  do  seek  bed  and  board  in  this  world  ; 
**•-*  6nd   it  more  and  more  successfully  ;  do  get  at  length  too  in- 
^Ht  irii  finding  it,  exclusively  intent  on  that.     They  are  then 
^ke  dis>eased  corpulent  bodies  fallen  idiotic,  which  merely  eat 
^tid  sleep :  rra'Itf  for  '  dissolution,'  by  a  Henry  the   Eighth  or 
^ttui'  other.     Jwelin's  St.  Edmundsbury  is  still  far  from  this  last 
Irradfnl  state  :  but  here  too  the  reader  will  prepare  himself  to 
*-e  an  Ideal  not  sleeping  in  the  oether  like  a  bird-of-paradise,  but 
o<i*tiinf  a.H  tlie  common  woodfowl  do.  in  an  imperfect,  uncomfurt- 
■Idc,  mure  or  less  contemptible  manner! — 

A>d»ot  Hiipo,  as  Jocelin.  breaking  at  once  into  the  heart  of  tiio 
,u«ines.««,  apprises  us,  had  in  those  days  grown  old,  grown  rather 
dind,  and  his  eyes  were  somewhat  darkened,  aliquantidum  call- 
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gaverunt  oculi  ejus.  He  dwelt  apart  very  much,  in.  his  Thalai 
or  peculiar  Chamber  ;  got  into  the  hands  of  flatterers,  a  set  of 
mcalj-mouthed  persons  who  strove  to  make  the  passing  hour 
easy  for  him, — ^for  him  easy,  and  for  themselves  profitable  ;  aoca- 
mulating  in  the  distance  mere  mountains  of  confusion.  Old 
Dominus  Hugo  sat  inaccessible  in  this  way,  far  in  the  interior, 
wrapt  in  his  warm  flannels  and  delusions ;  inaccessible  to  all 
voice  of  Fact ;  and  bad  grew  ever  worse  with  us.  Not  that  oar 
worthy  old  Dominus  Abbas  was  inattentive  to  the  divine  offices,  or 
to  the  maintenanoe  of  a  devout  spirit  in  us  (w  in  himself;  bat 
the  Account-Books  of  the  Convent  fell  into  the  frightfalleet  state^ 
and  Hugo's  annual  Budget  grew  yearly  emptier,  or  filled  with 
futile  expectations,  fatal  deficit,  wind  and  debts  ! 

His  one  worldly  care  was  to  raise  ready  money  ;  sufficient  for 
the  day  is  the  evil  thereof  And  how  he  raised  it:  From  osa- 
rious  insatiable  Jews ;  every  fresh  Jew  sticking  on  him  like  s 
fresh  horseleech,  sucking  his  and  our  life  out ;  crying  continnilly, 
Give,  give  !  Take  one  example  instead  of  scores.  Our  Camera 
having  (alien  into  ruin,  William  the  Sacristan  received  charge  to 
repair  it ;  strict  charge,  but  no  money  ;  Abbot  Hugo  would,  and 
indeed  could,  give  him  no  fraction  of  money.  The  Camera  in 
ruins,  and  Hugo  penniless  and  inaccessible,  Willelmus  Sacrists 
borrowed  Forty  Marcs  (some  Seven-aud-twenty  Pounds)  of  Ben- 
edict the  Jew,  and  patched  up  our  Camera  again.  But  the 
means  of  rej)aying  him  1  There  were  no  means.  Hardly  could 
Sacrista,  CelkrarluSj  or  any  public  officer,  get  ends  to  meet,  on 
the  indispen sables t  scale,  with  their  shrunk  allowances :  ready 
money  had  vanished. 

Benedict's  Twenty-seven  pounds  grew  rapidly  at  compound' 
interest ;  and  at  length,  when  it  had  amounted  to  a  Hundred 
pounds,  he,  on  a  day  of  settlement,  presents  the  account  to  Hugo 
himself     Hugo  already  owed  him  anotlier  hundred  of  his  own  \ 
and  so  here  it  has  become  Two  Hundred  !     Ilugo,  in  a  fine  frenzy) 
threatens  to  depose  the  Sacristan,  to  do  this  and  do  that ;  but,  ia 
the  mean  while,  IIow  to  quiet  your  insatiable  Jew  ?     Hugo,  for 
this  couple  of  hundreds,  grants  the  Jew  his  bond  for  Four  hun' 
dred,  payable  at  the  end  of  four  years.     At  the  end  of  four  year^ 
there  is,  of  course,  still  no  money ;  and  the  Jew  now  gets  a  boitd 


ABBOT  HUGO.  09 


for  Bight  handled  and  eighty  pounds,  to  be  paid  by  instalments, 
Foor-floore  pounds  every  year.  Here  was  a  way  of  doing  busi- 
ness! 

Neither  yet  is  this  insatiable  Jew  satisfied  or  settled  with  :  he 
hMd  papers  against  us  of  <  small  debts  fourteen  years  old ;'  his 
modest  claim  amounts  finally  to  '  Twelve  hundred  pounds  be- 
sides interest;' — and  one  hopes  he  never  got  satisfied  in  this 
world ;  one  almost  hopes  he  was  one  of  those  bcleagured  Jews 
who  hanged  themselves  in  York  Castle  shortly  afterwards,  and 
had  his  usances  and  quittances  and  horseleech  papers  summarily 
Kt  fire  to !  For  approximate  justice  will  strive  to  accomplish 
itself :  if  not  iu  one  way,  then  in  another.  Jews,  and  also  Chris- 
tians and  Heathens,  who  accumulate  in  this  manner,  though  fur- 
niiihed  with  never  so  many  parchments,  do,  at  times,  <  get  their 

*  grinder-teeth  successively  pulled  out  of  their  head,  each  day  a 

*  new  grinder/  till  they  consent  to  disgorge  again.     A  sad  fact — 
worth  reflecting  on. 

Jocelin.  we  see,  is  not  without  secularity  :  Our  Dominus  Ahhas 
was  intent  enough  on  the  divine  offices :  but  then  his  Account' 
Bo«ikis —  /  — One  of  the  things  that  strikes  us  most,  throughout, 
in  Jocelin's  Chronicle.^  and  indeed  iu  Eadmcr's  Anselm,  and  other 
(lid  monastic  Books,  written  evidently  by  pious  men,  is  this,  That 
there  is  almost  no  mention  whatever  of'  personal  religion'  in  them  ; 
that  the  whole  giot  of  their  thinking  and  speculation  seems  to  1)0 
the  '  privileges  of  our  order,'  '  strict  cxaftiou  of  our  dues,'  •  f4o<rs 
honour'  (meaning  the  honour  of  our  Saint),  and  so  fortli.  Is  not 
thi»  singular  }  A  body  of  men.  set  apart  tor  perfecting  and  )>url- 
fving  their  own  souls,  do  not  seem  disturbed  about  that  in  any 
ineaMure  .  the  *  Ideal'  says  nothing  aliout  its  idoa :  says  much 
aUtut  fintling  }hh\  and  board  fnr  itself!     \ln\y  is  this  ^ 

Why.  for  tmc  thing,  bed  and  hnjird  arc  a  matter  very  apt  t.) 
•.-..me  to  speech  it  is  uiueh  easier  t<i  sprol:  of  tlieni  tlianof  idi-n* : 
and  tiiry  are  sometimes  inueh  more  pressing  with  some  '  Nay.  t-*r 
niitithor  tiling,  may  not  tliis  n'lijrioiis  retieen<'(>.  in  these  drvonf. 
,:*fA  souls.  1)0  perhaps  a  merit,  aitd  si;rn  of  health  in  them  •'  *)'>- 
c<!lin.  Eaduier.  and  sueh  religious  men,  have  as  yet  notliing  of 
Mvthodism  .'  no  Doubt,  or  even  root  of  Doul»t.     Religion  is  not 
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%  diseAsed  Belf-introspectioxiy  an  agonising  inqniry :  iheir  dnUm 
ace  elear  to  ihem,  the  way  of  supreme  good  plun,  indisputable^ 
and  they  are  travelling  on  it.  Religion  lies  over  them  like  an 
all-embracing  heavenly  canopy,  like  an  atmosphere  and  life-ele- 
n^ent,  which  is  not  spoken  of,  which  in  all  things  is  presuppoaed 
without  speech.  Is  not  serene  or  complete  Religion  the  highest 
aspect  of  human  nature ;  as  serene  Cant,  or  complete  No-religien, 
is  the  lowest  and  miserablest  ?  Between  which  two,  all  manneg 
of  earnest  Methodisms,  introspections,  agonising  inquiries,  jMfHr 
so  morbid,  shall  play  their  respective  parts,  not  without  appra- 
bation. 

But  let  any  reader  fancy  himself  one  of  the  Brethren  in  Si 
Edmundsbury  Monastery  under  such  circumstances !  How  can 
a  Lord  Abbot,  all  stuck  over  with  horseleeches  of  this  natuiei 
front  the  world  ?  He  is  fast  losing  his  life-blood,  and  the  Con- 
vent will  be  as  one  of  Pharaoh's  lean  kinc.  Old  monks  of  expe- 
rience draw  their  hoods  deeper  down  ;  careful  what  they  say  :  the 
monk's  first  duty  is  obedience.  Our  Lord  the  King,  hearing  of 
such  work,  sends  down  his  Almoner  to  make  investigations :  but 
what  boots  it  ?  Abbot  Hugo  assembles  us  in  Chapter ;  asks, ''  If 
there  is  any  complaint  V  Not  a  soul  of  us  dare  answer,  ^  Yes, 
thousands  !*'  but  we  all  stand  silent,  and  the  Prior  even  says  thai 
things  are  in  a  very  comfortable  condition.  Whereupon  old  Ab- 
bot Hugo,  turning  to  the  royal  messenger,  says,  ^  You  see  I" — and 
the  business  terminates  in  that  way.  I,  as  a  brisk-eyed,  noticing 
youth  and  novice,  could  not  help  asking  of  the  elders,  asking  of 
Magister  Samson  in  particular  :  Why  he,  well  instructed  and  a 
knowing  man,  had  not  spoken  out,  and  brought  matters  to  a  bear- 
ing ?  Magbter  Samson  was  Teacher  of  the  Novices,  appointed 
to  breed  us  up  to  the  rules,  and  I  loved  him  well.  ^  Fili  lai," 
answered  Samson, '-  the  burnt  child  shuns  the  fire.  Dost  thou 
not  know,  our  Lord  the  Abbot  sent  me  once  to  Acre  in  Norfolk, 
to  solitary  confinement  and  bread  and  water,  already?  The 
Hinghams,  Hugo  and  Robert,  have  just  got  home  from  banish- 
ment for  speaking.  This  is  the  hour  of  darkness  :  the  hourwben 
flatterers  rule  and  are  believed.  Vidiot  Domnus^  let  the  IiOfd 
s^  and  judge." 
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Ib  Tery  tmth,  whmt  could  poor  old  Abbot  Hugo  do  ?  A  frail 
old  man  ;  and  the  Philistines  were  upon  him, — that  is  to  say,  the 
Hebrews.  He  had  nothing  for  it  but  to  shrink  away  from  them ; 
fet  back  into  his  warm  flannels,  into  his  warm  delusions  again.! 
Happily,  before  it  was  quite  too  late,  he  bethought  him  of  pilgrim-! 
ing  to  St.  Thomas  of  Canterbury.  He  set  out,  with  a  fit  train,; 
b  the  autumn  days  of  the  year  1 180  ;  near  Rochester  City,  his 
Bale  threw  him,  dislocated  his  poor  kneepan,  raised  incurable  in- 
liBBatory  fever ;  and  the  poor  old  man  got  his  dismissal  from 
tke  whole  coil  at  once.  St.  Thomas  a'  Becket,  though  in  a  cir- 
coitons  way.  had  brought  deliverance !  Neither  Jew  usurers,  nor 
gnunbling  monks,  nor  other  importunate  despicability  of  men  or 
nnd  elements  afBicted  Abbot  Hugo  any  more ;  but  he  dropt  his 
nnriea.  closed  his  account-books,  closed  his  old  eyes,  and  lay 
^knm  into  the  long  sleep.  Heavy-laden  hoary  old  Dominus  Hugo, 
fan  thee  well. 

One  thing  we  cannot  mention  without  a  due  thrill  of  horror : 

nimely.  that,  in  the  empty  exchequer  of  Dominus  Hugo,  there 

Vis  not  found  one  penny  to  distribute  to  the  Poor  that  they  might 

my  for  his  soul !     By  a  kind  of  godsend,  Fifty  shillings  did,  in 

tb«  very  nick  of  time,  fall  due,  or  seem  to  fall  due,  from  one  of 

li«  Farmers  (the  Firmarius  de  Palegrava),  and  he  paid  it,  and 

^  poor  had  it ;  though,  alas,  this  too  only  seemed  to  fall  due,  and 

v«  bad  it  to  pay  again  afterwards.     Dominus  Hugo's  apartments 

vere  plundered  by  his  servants,  to  the  last  portable  stool,  in  a 

few  minutes  after  the  breath  was  out  of  his  body.     Forlorn  old 

Hogo.  fare  thee  well  forever. 
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CHAPTER   V. 


TWELFTH   CENTURT. 


Our  Abbot  being  dead,  the  Dominus  Rex,  Henry  IL,  or  Bar 
nulf  dc  Glanvill  Jmticiarius  of  England  for  him,  set  Inspecton  or 
Custodiars  over  us  ; — not  in  any  breathless  haste  to  appoint  • 
new  Abbot,  our  revenues  coming  into  his  own  Scacsariuwi,  or 
royal  Exchequer,  in  the  meanwhile.  They  proceeded  with  some 
rigour,  these  Custodiars  ;  took  written  inyentories,  clapt-on  sealli 
exacted  everywhere  strict  tale  and  measure :  but  wherefore  shonU 
a  living  monk  complain  ?  The  living  monk  has  to  do  his  dero- 
tional  drill-exercise  ;  consume  his  allotted  pUantia,  what  we  all 
pitiaticf,  or  ration  of  victual ;  and  possess  his  soul  in  patience.     ^ 

Dim,  as  through  a  long  vista  of  Seven  Centuries,  dim  and  very 
strange  looks  that  mouk-life  to  us ;  the  ever-surprising  circum- 
stance this,  That  it  is  ufact  and  no  dream,  that  we  see  it  there, 
and  gaze  into  the  very  eyes  of  it  I  Smoke  rises  daily  from  thoee 
culinary  chimney-throats  ;  there  are  living  human  beings  there, 
who  chant,  loud-braying,  their  matins,  nones,  vespers  ;  awakening 
echoes,  not  to  the  bodily  ear  alone.  St.  Edmund's  Shrine,  perpetr 
ually  illuminated,  glows  ruddy  through  the  Night,  and  through 
the  Night  of  Centuries  withal ;  St.  Edmuudsbury  Town  paying 
yearly  Forty  pounds  for  that  express  end.  Bells  clang  out ;  on 
great  occasions,  all  the  bells.  We  have  Processions,  Preachings, 
Festivals,  Christmas  Plays,  Mysteries  shewn  in  the  Churchyard,  at 
which  latter  the  Townsfolk  sometimes  quarrel.  Time  was,  Time 
is,  as  Friar  Bacon's  Brass  Head  remarked  ;  aud  withal  Time  will 
be.  There  are  three  Tenses,  Tcmpora,  or  Times ;  and  there  is 
one  Eternity  ;  aud  as  for  us, 

'We  are  such  stuff  as  Dreams  ore  made  of !^ 

Indisputable,  though  very  dim  to  modern  vision,  rests  on  its 


TWELFTH  CENTURY.  e3 

kill-ftlope  that  same  Bury^  Sioir^  or  Town  of  St  Edmund :  al- 
ready a  considerable  place,  not  without  traffic,  nay  manufactures, 
would  Jocelin  only  tell  us  what.  Jooelin  is  totally  careless  of 
telling :  but.  through  dim  fitful  apertures,  we  can  see  FuUones, 
'  Fullers.'  see  cloth-making :  looms  dimly  going,  dye-vats,  and 
old  women  spinning  yam.  We  hare  Fairs  too.  Xundituf.  in  due 
course:  and  the  Londoners  give  us  much  trouble,  pretending 
ihat  they,  as  a  metropolitan  people,  are  exempt  from  toll  Be- 
sides there  is  Field-husbandry,  with  perplexed  settlement  of 
Convent  rents  :  corn-ricks  pile  themselves  within  burgh,  in  their 
season  .  and  cattle  depart  and  enter  :  and  even  the  poor  weaver 
has  his  cow. — ^  dnngheaps'  lying  quiet  at  most  doors  {ante  joras, 
says  the  incidental  Jocelin),  for  the  Town  has  yet  no  improved 
police.  Watch  and  ward  nevertheless  we  do  keep,  and  have 
Gates. — as  what  Town  must  not ;  thieves  so  abounding :  war, 
le^rrd,  such  a  frequent  thing  1  Our  thieves,  at  the  Abbot's  judg- 
ment-bar. deny :  claim  wager  of  battle ;  tight,  arc  beaten,  and 
tnrn  hanged.  *■  Ketel,  the  thief,'  took  thi.s  course ;  and  it  did  no- 
thing for  him. — merely  brought  us.  and  indeed  himself,  now 
trouble ! 

Every  way  a  most  foreign  Time.  What  difficulty,  for  exam- 
ple, has  our  CfUerarius  to  collect  the  repseirvr,  *  reaping  silver,' 
or  penny,  which  each  householder  is  by  law  bound  tu  pay  for  cut- 
ting down  the  Convent  grain  !  Richer  people  pretend  that  it  i.s 
eommuted.  that  it  is  this  and  the  other:  that,  in  short,  thcv  will 
not  pay  it.  Our  Celltrarius  gives  up  calling  on  the  rich.  In 
the  houses  of  the  poor,  our  CelU'rariys  finding,  in  like  maimer, 
neither  penny  nor  good  promise,  snatches,  without  corcinnny, 
what  ra/Iium  (pledge,  iciul)  he  can  come  at :  a  joint-stool,  kettle, 
Dav  the  ver\'  house-door.  '  hostium ;'  and  old  women,  thu.^  ox- 
yt^ed  to  the  unfeeling  gaze  of  the  public,  rusli  out  after  liini  with 
tht.ir  distaffs  and  the  angriest  shriek.s:  'rrfitlft  cxihant  nim  i;,/i 
gvif.'  gays  Jocelin, '  minantes  tt  rj-prohrant'S* 

What  a  historical  picture,  flowing  visible,  at  St.   Edmund.'^ 

Hl;rin<»  by  ni^ht.  after  Seven  h»ng  Coiiturios  or  so'      Vttulo  mm 

o  I- :   My  vcnrrabk'  anciunt  .^^pi lining  grandinothors, — ah.  ainl  \o 

Utfj  have  to  nhriek,  and  rush  out  with  your  distaffs  ;  and  hcromo 

Female  Chartists,  and  scold  all  evening  with  v»id  doorway  ; — 
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and  in  old  Saxon,  as  we  in  modem,  would  fidn  demand  tOBa 
Five-point  Charter,  oonld  it  be  fftllen  in  with,  the  Earth  ben^ 
too  tyrannous ! — ^Wise  Lord  Abbots,  bearing  of  snch  phenomMUii 
did  in  time  abolish  or  commute  the  reap-penny,and  one  naiBiiiee 
was  abated.  But  the  image  of  these  justly  offended  old  womeoi 
in  their  old  wool  costumes,  with  their  angry  features,  and  spin- 
dles brandished,  Utcs  forever  in  the  historioal  memory.  Thanks 
to  thee,  Jocelin  BoswelL  Jerusalem  was  taken  by  the  Crosaden, 
and  again  lost  by  them ;  and  Bichard  Coour-de-Lion  '  yelled  Us 
&oe'  as  he  passed  in  sight  of  it :  but  how  many  other  things  went 
on,  the  while  1 

Thus,  too,  our  trouble  with  the  Lakenheath  eels  is  very  graal 
King  Knut,  namely,  or  rather  his  Queen  who  also  did  heraelf 
honour  by  honouring  St.  Edmund,  decreed  by  authentio  deed 
yet  extant  on  parchment,  that  the  Holders  of  the  Town  FiflU% 
once  Beodrlc^s,  should,  for  one  thing,  go  yearly  and  catch  ns  torn 
thousand  eels  in  the  marsh-pools  of  Lakenheath.  Well,  they 
went,  they  continued  to  go ;  but,  in  later  times,  got  into  the  way 
of  returning  with  a  most  short  account  of  eels.  Not  the  due  six- 
score  apiece;  no,  Here  are  two-score,  Here  are  twenty,  ten^ — 
sometimes,  Here  are  none  at  all ;  Heaven  help  us,  we  could  catch 
no  more,  they  were  not  there  1  What  is  a  distressed  Cdierarku 
to  do  ?  We  agree  that  each  Holder  of  so  many  acres  shall  pay 
one  penny  yearly,  and  let  go  the  eels  as  too  slippery.  But  aki, 
neither  is  this  quite  effectual:  the  Fields,  in  my  time,  have  got 
divided  among  so  many  hands,  there  is  no  catching  of  thm 
either ;  I  have  known  our  Cellarer  get  seven  and  twenty  pence 
formerly,  and  now  it  is  much  if  he  get  ten  pence  £urthing  {vix 
decern  denarws  et  obolum).  And  then  their  sheep,  which  they  are 
bound  to  fold  nightly  in  our  pens,  for  the  manure's  sake ;  and,  I 
fear,  do  not  always  fold :  and  their  arer-penfiies,  and  their  avrtk' 
giums,  and  their  foder-carns,  and  mill-and-market  dues!  Thus,  in 
its  undeniable  but  dim  manner,  does  old  St.  Edmundsbury  spin 
and  till,  and  laboriously  keep  its  pot  boiling,  and  St.  Edmund'l 
Shrine  lighted,  under  such  conditions  and  averages  as  it  can. 

How  much  is  still  alive  in  England ;  how  much  has  not  yet 
oome  into  life  1     A  Feudal  Aristocracy  is  still  alive,  in  the  prime 
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of  life  j  Baperintending  the  onltivation  of  the  land,  and  less  con- 
Kioualj  the  diBtribntion  of  the  produce  of  the  land,  the  adjust- 
meat  of  the  quarrels  of  the  land  ;  judging,  soldiering,  adjusting ; 
eTerjwhere  governing  the  people, — so  that  CTcn  a  Gurth,  born 
thrall  of  Cedric,  lacks  not  his  due  parings  of  the  pigs  he  tends. 
GoTeming; — and,  alas,  also  game-preserving,  so  that  a  Robert 
II*>od.  a  William  Scarlet  and  others  have,  in  these  days,  put  on 
Lincoln  coats,  and  taken  to  living,  in  some  universal-suffrage 
manner,  under  the  greenwood  tree  ! 

How  silent,  on  the  other  hand,  lie  all  Cotton-trades  and  such 
like  :  not  a  steeple-chimney  jet  got  on  end  from  sea  to  sea ! 
North  of  the  Humber,  a  stern  Willelmus  Conqucstor  burnt  the 
Coontrj,  finding  it  unruly,  into  very  stern  repose.  Wild  fuwl 
scream  in  those  ancient  silences,  wild  cattle  roam  in  those  ancient 
solitudes ;  the  scanty  sulky  Norse-bred  population  all  coerced 
into  silence. — feeling  that,  under  these  new  Norman  Governors, 
;heir  history  has  probably  as  good  as  ended.  Men  and  North- 
umbrian Norse  populations  know  little  what  has  ended,  what  is 
bat  beginning!  The  Kibble  and  the  Aire  roll  down,  as  yot  un- 
ptAluted  by  dyers'  chemistry ;  tenanted  by  merry  t routs  and  j»i.-:- 
c^tory  utters;  the  sunbeam  and  the  vacant  wind's-blast  alono 
travcr^fing  those  moors.  Side  by  side  tilecp  the  coal-strata  and 
the  iron  strata  for  so  many  ngcs ;  no  Steam- Demon  ha.s  yet  ri.^^Mi 
.-moking  into  being.  Saint  Mungo  rules  in  Glasgow;  Juiiics 
Watt  still  filum boring  in  the  deep  of  Time.  Manmnium^  Maii- 
t'U*ter.  what  we  now  call  Manchester,  spins  no  cotton, — it'  it  }>o 
:.ot  inM  •Cottons,'  clipped  from  the  barks  of  njountain  sheep. 
The  Creek  of  the  Mersey  gurgles,  twice  in  tlie  four-and-twenty 
hoars,  with  eddying  brine,  clangorous  with  sea-fowl ;  and  is  a 
lAthfT'YooX.  a  lazif  or  .<:ullen  Pool,  no  nionstrou.s  jiitchy  City,  and 
ifeahaven  of  the  world!  The  Centuries  are  big;  and  the  birth- 
hour  ifl  coming,  not  yet  come.     Tcmpus  fcrax,  tcmpus  4^1ax,  ffnun 
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CHAPTER    VI. 


MONK   SAMSON. 


WiTHur  doors,  down  at  the  hill'-foot,  in  our  Oonyent  here,  m 
are  a  peculiar  people, — ^hardly  oonceivable  in  the  Arkwrigfat  Gom- 
Law  ages,  of  mere  Spinning-Mills  and  Joe-Mantons  1  There  ii 
yet  no  Methodism  among  us,  and  we  speak  much  of  Secularitiei : 
no  Methodism  ;  our  Ecligion  is  not  yet  a  horrible  restless  Doalit, 
still  less  a  far  horribler  composed  Cant ;  but  a  great  heayen-high 
Unquestionability,  encompassing,  interpenetrating  the  whole  of 
Life.  Imperfect  as  we  may  be,  we  are  here,  with  our  litanieB, 
shaven  crowns,  vows  of  poverty,  to  testify  incessantly  and  indifr 
putably  to  every  heart,  That  this  Eartlily  Life  and  its  riches  and 
possessions,  and  good  and  evil  hap,  are  not  intrinsically  a  reality 
at  all,  but  are  a  shadow  of  realities  eternal,  infinite ;  that  this 
Time-world,  as  an  air-image,  fearfully  emblematic,  plays  and 
flickers  in  the  grand  still  mirror  of  Eternity;  and  man's  littl6 
Life  has  Duties  that  are  great,  that  are  alone  great,  and  go  up  to 
Heaven  and  down  to  Hell.  This,  with  our  poor  litanies,  we  tes- 
tify and  struggle  to  testify. 

Which,  testified  or  not,  remembered  by  all  men,  or  forgotten 
by  all  men,  does  verily  remain  the  fact,  even  in  Arkwright  Joe- 
Manton  ages !     But  it  is  incalculable,  when  litanies  have  grown 
obsolete  ;  when  foderr.orns^  avragiuma^  and  all  human  dues  and 
reciprocities  have  been  fully  changed  into  one  great  due  of  c«A 
payntpM ;  and  man's  duty  to  man  reduces  itself  to  handing  him 
certain  metal  coins,  or  covenanted  money -wages,  and  then  shoving 
him  out  of  doors  ;  and  man's  duty  to  God  becomes  a  cant,  a  doubt, 
a  dim  inanity,  a  '  pleasure  of  virtue'  or  such  like ;  and  tlic  thing  a 
man  does  infinitely  fear  (tlie  real  Hell  of  a  man)  is  '  that  he  do  not 
make  money  and  advance  himself,' — I  say,  it  is  incalculable  what 
a  change  has  introduced  itself  everywhere  into  human  affairs  1 
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How  haman  affairs  shall  now  oircolate  eTerjwhero  not  healthy 
life-blood  in  them,  but,  as  it  were,  a  detestable  copperas  banker's 
ink  .  and  all  is  grown  acrid,  diyisive,  threatening  dissolution :  and 
the  huge  tumultuous  Life  of  Society  is  galvanic,  devil-ridden,  too 
truly  po3ses:«cd  by  a  devil !  For,  in  short.  Mammon  is  not  a  god 
lit  all .  but  a  devil,  and  even  a  very  despicable  devil.  Follow  tlic 
I)*-viI  faithfully,  you  are  sure  enough  to  go  to  the  Devil :  whitlior 
.»••  <-aii  v«  jn  ^— -111  such  nituatiuijs.  uioii  look  Uuek  with  a  kind.'' 
f  mournful  recognition  even  on  poor  limited  3Iouk-figures.  witli 
:heir  (KXir  litaiiie:*;  and  reflect,  with  Ben  Jonson,  that  kouI  is 
::iiiisf<>ii>able.  8fimc  degree  of  80ul;  even  to  save  you  the  exi»eii>c 
..f.alt'— 

For  the  re^t.  it  muht  be  owned,  we  Monks  of  8t.  Edmund sburv 

are  Imt  a  limited  class  of  creaturcH,  and  seem  to  huvc  a  somewhut 

dull  life  of  it.    Much  given  to  idle  gOKsip ;  having  indeed  no  other 

V'^rk.  when  our  chanting  is  over.     Listless  goKnip.  for  nioHt  jiart, 

iTifl  a  mitigated  slander ;  the  fruit  of  idlent^^s.  not  of  spleen      We 

are  dull,  insipid  men,  many  of  us ;  easy-mindt^d  :  wliom   prnyer 

»n(|  digestion  of  food  will  avail  for  a  life.     We  have  to  reeeive  all 

-trangers  in  our  Convent,  and  lodge  them  gratis :  sueli  ami  stwh 

Hirt^i  po by  rule  to  the  Lord  Ab)>ot  and  his  >peci»l  revenue.'' :  mhIi 

tnt\  *\u'h  tou!«  and  our  p«)or  Cellarer,  however  straitened      •Jiw.s 

Thfm>M'lve!«  send  their  wive»  and  little  ones  hither  in  war-time,  into 

'■nr  J'fttinr^rin  :  where  they  abide  safe,  with  due  piitnnrts. — fur  a 

( 'noidi-ration.     We  have  the  fairest  elianers  tnr  collcrtin^r  in-ws 

S-.me  of  us   have   a   turn   for  reading    IJooks :  for   meditation. 

•il^nfc ;  at  times  we  even  write  Books.     Some  c»f  ns  eaii  pri*Meh, 

in  Knglish-Saxon.  in  Norman-French,  and  even  in  Monk-Latin; 

■!hf-r*  cannot  in  any  language  or  jarg«»n.  Ix-ing  stupid. 

Failing  all  else,  what  gossip  about  one  anotlirr!  Tliis  is  a 
i^Tf-nnial  resoun-e.  How  tine  hrN>ded  head  Mj»pliis  itself  t«»  ihe 
♦•ar  of  another  and  whispiTS — tmrnrln.  Willeliiius  Sarri>ta.  tur 
i'.-tanc-e.  what  do<'s  he  nightly,  over  in  that  Saeristry  "f  his ' 
Fr*i"'iiU'nt    }»ibat inn s.  • /Vry *//•///».<    hihtifmyir^  ff   (jutithnn    ttii,,iilti' — 

•  heii  '  We  have  */* /Hy>r#n/  minutimns,'  stated  seasitn**  nf  ]il<»od- 
I'tTing.  when  we  are  all  let  hliMid  l«igethtT:  an«l  then  tliere  i*-  a 
^•riHral  free-eonfi-ri'nee.  a  sanhedrim  of  el.;ttrr     Notwithstantling 

•  ur  vow  of  poverty,  w»?  can  by  rule  ama'*s  to  the  extent  ot  ■  two 
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shillings  ;*  bat  it  is  to  be  given  to  our  neoessitoas  kindred,  or  m 
charity.  Poor  Monks  1  Thus  too  a  certain  Canterbniy  Moak 
was  in  the  habit  of  <  slipping,  danado  from  his  sleeve,'  five  shiL 
lings  into  the  hand  of  his  mother,  when  she  came  to  see  him,  ai 
the  divine  offices,  every  two  months.  Once,  slipping  the  money 
clandestinely,  just  in  the  act  of  taking  leave,  he  slipt  it  not  into 
her  hand  bat  on  the  floor,  and  another  had  it ;  whereapon  the 
poor  Monk,  coming  to  know  it,  looked  mere  despair  for  aone 
days ;  till  Lanfiranc  the  noble  Archbishop,  questioning  his  seeret 
from  him,  nobly  made  the  sum  secen  shillings,*  and  said,  Nervr 
mindl 

One  Monk  of  a  taciturn  nature  distinguishes  himself  among 
these  babbling  ones :  the  name  of  him  Samson ;  he  that  an- 
swered jocelin,  ^  FUi  mt,  a  burnt  child  shuns  the  fire."  Thej 
^dl  him  ^  Norfolk  Barrator ^^  or  litigious  person  ;  for  indeed,  be- 
ing of  grave  taciturn  ways,  he  is  not  universally  a  favourite  ;  he 
has  been  in  trouble  more  than  once.  The  reader  is  desired  to 
mark  this  Monk.  A  personable  man  of  scven-and-forty ;  stout 
made,  stands  erect  as  a  pillar  ;  with  bushy  eyebrows,  the  eyes  <^ 
him  beaming  into  you  in  a  really  strange  way  ;  the  face  massive, 
grave,  with  ^  a  very  eminent  nose ;'  his  head  almost  bald,  its  au- 
burn remnants  of  hair,  and  the  copious  ruddy  beard,  getting 
slightly  streaked  with  grey.  This  is  Brother  Samson :  a  man 
worth  looking  at. 

He  is  from  Norfolk,  as  the  nickname  indicates  ;  from  Totting- 
ton  in  Norfolk,  as  we  guess  ;  the  son  of  poor  parents  there.  He 
has  told  me,  Jocelin,  for  I  loved  him  much,  That  once. in  his 
ninth  year  he  had  an  alarming  dream ; — as  indeed  we  are  all 
somewhat  given  to  dreaming  here.  Little  Samson,  lying  uneasily 
in  his  crib  at  Tottington,  dreamed  that  he  saw  the  Arch  Enemy 
in  person,  just  alighted  .in  front  of  some  grand  building,  with 
outspread  bat-wings,  and  stretching  forth  detestable  clawed  hands 
to  grip  him,  little  Samson,  and  fly  off  with  him  :  whereupon  the 
little  dreamer  shrieked  desperate  to  St.  Edmund  for  help, 
shrieked  and  again  shrieked ;  and  St.  Edmund,  a  reverend  heav- 
enly figure,  did  come, — and  indeed  poor  little  Samson^s  mother, 

•  Esdmeri  Hist.  p.  8. 
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ivikened  by  his  shrieking,  did  come ;  and  the  Devil  and  the 
Dream  both  fled  away  fruitless.  On  the  morrow,  his  mother  pon- 
dering such  an  awful  dream,  thought  it  were  good  to  take  him 
over  to  St.  Edmund's  own  Shrine,  and  praj  with  him  there.  See, 
mid  little  Samson  at  sight  of  the  Abbey-Oate ;  see,  mother,  this 
is  the  building  I  dreamed  of  I  His  poor  mother  dedicated  him 
to  St  Edmund, — ^left  him  there  with  prayers  and  tears :  what 
better  could  she  do?  The  exposition  of  the  dream,  Brother 
Samson  used  to  say,  was  this :  Diabolus  with  outspread  bat-wings 
shadowed  forth  the  pleasures  of  this  world,  vduptates  hujus  so- 
mh.  which  were  about  to  snatch  and  fly  away  with  me,  had  not 
St  Edmund  flung  his  arms  round  me,  that  is  to  say,  made  me  a 
Boak  of  his.  A  monk,  accordingly.  Brother  Samson  is ;  and 
here  to  this  day  where  his  mother  left  him.  A  learned  man,  of 
derout  grave  nature ;  has  studied  at  Paris,  has  taught  in  the 
Town  Schools  here,  and  done  much  else ;  can  preach  in  three 
languages,  and,  like  Dr.  Caius, '  has  had  losses'  in  his  time.  A 
thoaghtful.  firm-standing  man ;  much  loved  by  some,  not  loved 
\t  all :  his  clear  eyes  flashing  into  you,  in  an  almost  inconvenient 

Abbot  Hugo,  as  we  said,  had  his  own  difficulties  with  him ;  Ab- 

Int  Ilugo  had  him  in  prison  once,  to  teach  him  what  authority 

ns.  and  how  to  dread  the  fire  in  future.     For  Brother  Samson, 

in  the  time  of  the  Antipopes,  had  been  sent  to  Rome  on  busi- 

i^(s< :  and.  returning  successful,  was  too  late, — the  busincBs  had 

ill  misgone  in  the  interim !     As  tours  to  Rome  are  still  frequent 

^th  us  English,  perhaps  the  reader  will  not  grudge  to  look  at 

tlie  method  of  travelling  thither  in  those  remote  ages.     We  hap- 

I'IIt  Lave,  in  small  compass,  a  personal  narrative  of  it.     Through 

the  clear  eyes  and  memory  of  Brother  Samson,  one  peeps  direct 

into  the  very  bosom  of  that  Twelfth  Century,  and  finds  it  rather 

mrious.     The  actual  Papa,  Father,  or  universal  President  of 

Christendom,  as  yet  not  grown  chimerical,  sat  there ;  think  of 

that  only !     Brother  Samson  went  to  Rome  as  to  the  real  Light- 

f'untain   of   this  lower  world ;    we  now — ! — But  let  us  hear 

Brother  Samson,  as  to  his  mode  of  travelling : 

*  You  know  what  trouble  I  had  for  that  Church  of  Woolpit ; 
'  bow  I  was  despatched  to  Rome  in  the  time  of  the  Schism  be- 
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tureen  Pope  Alexander  «nd  OotaTian ;  and  paoied  tliroa|^  Ilil)| 
at  tiiat  season,  when  all  clergy  oanyiDg  letters  for  oor  Loii 
Pope  Alexander  were  laid,  hold  of^  and  some  were^olapt  in 
some  hanged ;  and  some,  with  nose  and  lips  oat  off^  were 
forward  to  our  Lord  the  Pope,  for  the  disgrace  and  oonftuioaef 
him  {in  dadecus  H  amfiaianem  ^u$).    I,  however,  pretended  to  bo 
Scotch,  and  putting  on  the  garb  of  a  Scotdiman,  and  taking  tht 
gesture  of  one,  walked  along ;  and  when  anybody  moeked  at 
me,  I  .would  brandish  my  staff  in  the  manner  of  that  wssy 
they  call  gOAidoc^  uttering  comminatory  words  alter  the  way  flf 
the  Scotch.     To  those  that  met  and  questioned  me  who  I  m^ 
I  made  no  answer  but :  JS«2e,  riit  Rome  ;  turwe  CamlhMinkmL\ 
Thus  did  I,  to  conceal  myself  and  my  errand,  and  get  fdm 
to  Rome  under  the  guise  of  a  Scotchman. 

'  Haying  at  last  obtained  a  letter  from  our  Lord  the  Pflpl 
according  to  my  wishes,  I  turned  homewards  again.  I  had  tB 
pass  through  a  certain  strong  town  on  my  road;  and  lo^thi 
soldiers  thereof  surrounded  me,  seizing  me,  and  saying :  *'•  Thb 
TEgabond  (iste  solivagTis),  who  pretends  to  be  Scotch,  is  either  s 
spy,  or  hal  Letters  from  the  false  Pope  Alexander."  Ani 
whilst  they  examined  every  stitch  and  rag  of  me,  my  leggingi 
(caligas),  breeches,  and  oven  the  old  shoes  that  I  carried  ortf 
my  shoulder  in  the  way  of  the  Scotch, — I  put  my  hand  into 
the  leather  scrip  I  wore,  wherein  our  Lord  the  Pope's  Letter 
lay,  close  by  a  little  jug  (ciffus)  I  had  for  drinking  out  of;  and 
the  Lord  God  so  pleasing,  and  St.  Edmund,  I  got  out  botb 
the  Letter  and  the  jug  together ;  in  such  a  way  that,  extend- 
ing my  arm  aloft,  I  held  the  Letter  hidden  between  jug  vA 
hand :  they  saw  the  jug,  but  the  Letter  they  saw  not  And 
thus  I  escaped  out  of  their  hands  in  the  name  of  the  Loci 
Whatever  money  I  had  they  took  from  me  ;  wherefore  I  had  to 
beg  from  door  to  door,  without  any  payment  {sine  enmi  expeiut) 
till  I  came  to  England  again.     But  hearing  that  the  WooLpit 

*  Javelin,  missile  pike.     Oaveloc  is  still  the  Scotch  name  for  crowbar. 

t  Docs  this  moan,  "  Rome  forever ;  Canterbury  not'^  (which  claims  anon- 
Just  Supremacy  over  us) !  Mr.  Rokewood  is  silent.  Dryasdust  would  pe^ 
haps  explain  it,— 'in  the  oootm  of  aweek  or  two  of  talking ;  did  ono  dareto 
^•Btioahlm! 
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Ch«roh  wai  alreadj  given  to  GeoSrj  Bidell,  my  booI  was  atniok 
with  loiTOw  bccftiue  I  had  laboured  in  vain.  Coming  home, 
therefore.  I  sat  me  down  aecretlj  under  the  Shrine  of  6t.  Ed- 
mond,  fearing  lest  our  Lord  Abbot  should  aeiie  and  impriBon 
me.  though  I  had  done  no  mischief;  nor  was  there  a  monk 
vho  durst  speak  to  me,  nor  a  laic  who  durst  bring  me  food 
except  bj  stealth/* 

Such  resting  and  welcoming  found  Brother  Samson,  with  his 
vi»rn  soles,  and  tftroug  heart !  He  sits  silout,  revolving  many 
tlioaghta.  at  the  foot  of  St.  Edmund's  Shrine.  In  the  wide  Earth, 
if  it  be  not  Saint  Edmund,  what  friend  or  refuge  has  he  I  Our 
Lord  Abbot,  hearing  of  him,  sent  the  proper  officer  to  lead  him 
down  to  prison,  and  clap  *  foot-gyves  on  him'  thero.  Another 
poor  official  furtively  brought  him  a  cup  of  wine  ;  bade  him  '-  bo 
comforted  in  the  Lord."  Samson  utters  no  complaint ;  obeys  iu 
silence.  *  Our  Lord  Abbot,  taking  counsel  of  it,  banished  mu  to 
Acre,  and  there  I  had  to  stay  long.' 

Our  Lord  Abbot  next  tried  Samson  with  promotions ;  made 
bim  Subsacristaii.  made  him  Librarian,  which  be  liked  best  uf  all, 
Ifing  paseiunatcly  fond  of  Books :  Samson,  with  many  thoughts 
in  him.  again  obeyed  in  silence  ;  discharged  his  offices  to  })erfec- 
tiuu.  but  never  thanked  our  Lord  Abbot, — seemed  rather  as  if 
looking  into  him,  with  those  clear  c^'es  of  his.  Whereupon  Ab- 
bot Hugo  said.  <Sr  nunquam  vidisscy  He  had  never  seen  such  a 
man :  whom  no  severity  would  break  to  complain,  and  no  kiud- 
ftess  soften  into  smiles  or  thanks  : — a  questionable  kind  of  muu  ! 

In  this  way.  not  without  troubles,  but  still  in  an  erect  clear- 
standing  manner,  has  Brother  Samson  reached  his  forty-seventh 
vtar .  and  his  ruddy  beard  is  getting  slightly  grizzled,  lit*  is 
**udeavouring,  in  these  days,  to  have  various  broken  things 
t batched  in  :  nay  perhaps  to  have  the  Choir  itself  completed,  for 
fit  can  bi'ar  nothing  ruinous  lie  has  gatliered  *  heaps  of  limu 
ariil  .•and  .'  ha.«i  masons,  slaters  working,  he  an<l  Wttri/imt  monarhus 
'  ■ ».'' '-.  wht»  are  jtjint  keepers  of  the  Shrine  ;  paying  out  tlie  nmney 
d'lly. — furnii«hed  by  charitable  burghers  of  St  Kdmund^ihury, 
they  say      Charitable  burghers  of  St.  Edmundsbury  \     To  me 

*  JoctUni  Chronica,  p.  36. 
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Jooelin  it  seems  rather,  Samson,  and  Wariniis  whom  be  leadl^ 
have  privily  hoarded  the  oblations  at  the  Shrine  itself  in  these 
late  years  of  indolent  dilapidation,  while  Abbot  Hugo  sat  wn^ 
inaooessible ;  and  are  struggling,  in  this  prudent  way,  to  have  the 
rain  kept  out  !* — ^Under  what  conditions,  sometimes,  has  Wisdom 
to  struggle  with  Folly ;  get  Folly  persuaded  to  so  much  as  thatch 
out  the  rain  from  itself !  For,  indeed,  if  the  In&nt  govern  the 
Nurse,  what  dexterous  practice  on  the  Nurse's  part  will  not  be 
neoessary. 

It  is  a  new  regret  to  us  that,  in  these  circumstances,  eur  L(»d 
ihe  King's  Gnstodiars,  interfering,  prohibited  all  building  or 
thatching  from  whatever  source;  and  no  Ch<nr  shall  be  com- 
pleted, and  Rain  and  Time,  for  the  present,  shall  have  their  way. 
Willelmus  Sacrista,  he  of  '  the  frequent  bibations  and  some  things 
not  to  be  spoken  of;'  he,  with  his  red  nose,  I  am  of  epinioii,  had. 
made  complaint  to  the  Custodiars ;  wishing  to  do  Samson  an  ill^ 
turn : — Samson  his  iSu^sacristan,  with  those  clear  eyes,  oould 
be  a  prime  fitvourite  of  his  I     Samson  again  obeys  in  silence 

*  Jocdini  Chronica,  p.  7. 
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CHAPTER    VII. 

THE   CAHVAMIira. 


Now,  bowerer,  come  great  news  to  8t.  Edmondabury :  That 
tlwn  ifl  to  ba  an  Abbot  elected ;  that  oar  iototluDar  obsouratioii 
if  to  eeaaa ;  St  Sdmnnd'a  CoaTont  no  more  to  be  a  doleful  widow, 
ImI  jojona  and  once  again  a  bride  I  Often  in  oat  widowed  state 
bad  we  pnjed  to  tlie  Lord  and  St  Edmund,  singing  weekly  a 
Batter  <tf  <  one-and -twenty  penitential  Psalms,  on  oar  knees  in 
the  Choir,'  that »  fit  Pastor  might  be  Touchsafed  us.  And,  sajs 
Jocclin,  had  some  known  what  Abbot  we  were  to  get,  they  had 
not  been  so  deront,  I  believe ! — Bouy  Jocelin  opens  to  mankind 
the  floodgates  of  anthentia  Convent  gossip ;  we  listen,  as  in  a 
Dionjains'  Ear,  to  the  inanest  hubbub,  like  the  voices  at  Virgil's 
Hom-<}»te  of  Dreams.  Even  gossip,  seven  centaries  off,  has  sig- 
nificance. List,  list,  how  like  men  aro  to  one  another  in  all  ocn- 
tuiea; 

'  Dixit  guidam  de  guodant,  ^  certain  person  said  of  a  oertain 
'person,  "  He,  that  FraUr,  is  a  good  monk,  probaMlis  persona  ,- 
'knows  much  of  the  order  and  customs  of  the  chnroh ;  and 
*  thongh  not  so  perfect  a  philosopher  as  some  others,  would  make 
'ft  very  good  Abbot.  Old  Abbot  Ording,  still  fiuued  among  us, 
'  knew  little  of  letters.  Besides,  as  we  read  in  Fables,  it  is  bet- 
'  ter  to  choose  a  log  for  king,  than  a  serpent  never  so  wise,  that 
>  wilt  venomonsly  hiss  and  bite  hb  subjects." — "  Impossible ':' 

■  answered  the  oilier :  "  How  can  such  a  man  make  a  sermon  in 

■  the  Chapter,  or  to  the  people  on  festival  days,  when  he  is  with- 
'ont  letters?  How  can  he  hare  the  skill  to  bind  and  to  loose, 
'  he  who  does  not  understand  the  Scriptures  1     How —  ?" ' 

And  then  -  another  said  of  another,  aliv*  de  alio, "  That  Fraur 
'  is  a  homo  literatitt,  eloquent,  sagacious  ;  vigorous  in  discipline  ; 
■Ions  the  Convent  much,  has  suffered  much  for  its  sake.'     To 
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'  which  a  third  party  answers.  -*  From  all  your  great  clerks  good 
'  Lord  deliver  us !  From  Norfolk  barrators,  and  snrly  persons, 
'  That  it  would  please  thee  to  preserve  us,  We  beseech  thee  to 
<  hear  us,  good  Lord!'  Then  another  qvidam  said  of  another 
"  quod^nu,  *^  That  Pralrr  is  a  good  manager  [kitsebondus) :"  but  was 
^  >wiftly  answered.  '*  God  forbid  that  a  man  who  can  neither  read 
^  nor  chant,  nor  celebrate  the  divine  offices,  an  unjust  person 
^  withal,  and  grinder  of  the  faces  of  the  poor,  should  ever  be 
^  Abbot !'' '  One  man,  it  appears,  is  nice  in  his  victuals.  An- 
other  is  indeed  wise  :  but  apt  to  slight  inferiors  ;  hardly  at  the 
pains  to  answer,  if  they  argue  with  him  too  foolishly.  And  so 
each  aliquis  concerning  his  aliqv^. — through  whole  pages  of  elee- 
tioneering  babble.  '  For.*  says  Jocelin.  '  So  many  men,  so  many 
minds.'  Our  Monks  *  at  time  of  blood-letting,  iempart  flu'nic/umur,' 
holding  their  sanhedrim  of  l»abblc.  would  talk  in  this  manner : 
Brother  Samson.  I  remarked,  never  said  anything ;  sat  silent, 
sometimes  smiling ;  but  he  to<.ik  good  note  of  what  others  said, 
and  would  bring  it  up.  on  occasion,  twenty  years  after.  As  for 
me  Jocelin.  I  was  of  opinion  that  *  some  skill  in  Dialectics,  to 
distinguish  true  from  false.^  would  be  good  in  an  Abbot.  I  spake 
as  a  rash  Novice  in  those  davs,  some  conscientious  words  of  a 
certain  benefactor  of  mine :  '  and  l>ehold.  one  of  those  sons  of 
Belial'  ran  and  reported  them  to  Lim,  so  that  he  never  after 
looked  at  me  with  the  same  face. again !     Poor  Bozzy ! — 

Such  is  the  buzz  and  frothy  simmering  ferment  of  the  general 
mind  and  no-mind  ;  struggling  to  ^  make  itself  up.'  as  the  phrase 
is.  or  ascertain  what  it  does  really  want ;  no  easy  matter,  in  most 
cases.  St.  Edmundsbur}',  in  that  Candlemas  season  of  the  year 
1182,  is  a  busily  fermenting  place.  The  very  clothmakers  sit 
meditative  at  their  looms  :  asking.  Who  shall  be  Abbot  ?  The 
sorhemanni  speak  of  it,  driving  their  ox-teams  afield;  the  old 
women  with  their  spindles  :  and  none  yet  knows  what  the  days 
will  bring  forth. 

The  Prior,  however,  as  our  interim  chief,  must  proceed  to  work ; 
get  ready  '  Twelve  Monks.'  and  set  off  with  them  to  his  Majesty 
at  Waltham,  there  shall  the  election  be  made.  An  election, 
whether  managed  directly  by  ballot-box  on  public  hustings,  or  indi 
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netlj  bj  force  of  publio  opinion,  or  were  it  even  bj  open  alehouses, 
kndlords'  coercion,  popalar  club-law,  or  whatever  electoral 
Betbods,  is  always  an  interesting  phenomenon.  A  mountain 
tomUing  in  great  travail,  throwing  up  dustclouds  and  absurd 
ttoisef.  is  visibly  there  ;  uncertain  yet  what  mouse  or  monster 
it  will  give  birth  to. 

Besides  it  is  a  most  important  social  act ;  nay,  at  bottom,  the 

one  important  social  act.     Given  the  men  a  People  choose,  the 

People  itself,  in  its  exact  worth  and  worthlcssness,  is  given.     A 

heroie  people  chooses  heroes,  and  is  happy ;  a  valet  or  flunkey 

petple  chooses  sham-heroes,  what  are  called  quacks,  thinking 

them  heroes,  and  is  not  happy.     The  grand  summary  of  a  man's 

ipiritaal  condition,  what  brings  out  all  his  herohood  and  insight, 

•r  all  his  flunkeyhood  and  horn-eyed  dimness,  is  this  question  put 

io  him,  What  man  dost  thou  honour  ?     Which  is  thy  ideal  of  a 

ten ;  or  nearest  that  ?     So  too  of  a  People :  for  a  People  too, 

tferj  People,  speaks  its  choice, — ^were  it  only  by  silently  obeying. 

Hid  not  revolting, — ^in  the  coarse  of  a  century  or  so.     Nor  are 

ilectoral  methods,  Reform  Bills  and  such  like,  unimportant.     A 

People's  electoral  methods  are,  in  the  long-run,  the  express 

iiiige  of'its  electoral  talent ;  tending  and  gravitating  perpetually, 

inwistibly,  to  a  conformity  with  that :  and  are,  at  all  stages,  very 

ngnificant  of  the  People.     Judicious  readers,  of  these  times,  are 

»ot  disinclined  to  see  how  Monks  elect  their  Abbot  in  the  Twelfth 

Centory  :  how  the  St.  Edmundsbury  mountain  manages  its  mid- 

viferj ;  and  what  mouse  or  man  the  outcome  is. 
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CHAPTER    VIII. 

THE    ELECTION. 

AccoRDESGLT  OUT  Piior  fissembles  us  in  Chapter;  and,  m 
adjuring  him  before  (rod  to  do  justly,  nominatea,  noi  bj  mi 
selection,  jet  with  our  assent.  Twelve  Monks,  moderately  satis- 
factory. Of  whom  are  Hugo  Third-Prior,  Brother  Dennis  a 
venerable  man,  Walter  the  Mf^iats,  Samson  SubsaerutA,  and 
other  esteemed  characters. — ^though  Willelmus  Sacrisiit^  of  the 
red  nose,  too  is  one.  The:«  shall  proceed  straightway  to  Walt- 
ham  :  and  there  elect  the  Abbot  as  thev  mav  and  can.  Monks 
are  sworn  to  obedience  :  must  not  speak  too  loud,  under  penalty 
of  foot-gyves,  limbo,  aud  bread  and  water :  yet  monks  too  would 
know  what  it  is  they  are  obeying.  The  St.  Edmundsbuiy  Com- 
munity has  no  hustings,  ballot-box.  indeed  no  open  voting  :  y^ii 
by  various  vague  manipulations,  pulse-feelings,  we  struggle  to 
ascertain  what  its  virtual  aim  is.  and  succeed  better  or  worse. 

This  question,  however,  rises :  alas,  a  quite  preliminary  ques- 
tion :  Will  the  Dominus  Rex  allow  us  to  choose  freely  ?  It  is  to 
be  hoped !  Well,  if  so.  we  agree  to  choose  one  of  our  own  Con- 
vent. If  not.  if  the  Dominus  Rex  will  force  a  stranger  on  us,  we 
decide  on  demurring,  the  Prior  and  his  Twelve  shall  demur :  we 
can  appeal,  plead,  remonstrate :  appeal  even  to  the  Pope,  but 
trust  it  will  not  be  necessary.  Then  there  is  this  other  question, 
raised  by  Brother  Samson:  What  if  the  Thirteen  should  not 
themselves  be  able  to  agree  ?  Brother  Samson  Subsacrisia^  one 
remarks,  is  ready  oftenest  with  some  question,  some  suggestion, 
that  has  wisdom  in  it.  Though  a  servant  of  servants,  and  saying 
little,  his  words  all  tell,  baring  sense  in  them ;  it  seems  by  his 
light  mainly  that  we  steer  ourselves  in  this  great  dimness. 

What  if  the  Thirteen  should  not  themselves  be  able  to  agree  ? 
Speak,  Samson,  and  adrise. — Could  not^  hints  Samson,  Six  cf 
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•or  venerablest  elders  be  ohosen  by  na,  a  kind  of  electoral  com 
mitt<^.  here  and  now :  of  these,  <  with  their  hand  on  the  Gospels, 
vith  their  eye  on  the  Sacrosanda,^  we  take  oath  that  they  will  do 
fiitbfully  ;  let  these,  in  secret  and  as  before  Gk)d,  agree  on  Three 
vhom  they  reckon  fittest ;  write  their  names  in  a  Paper,  and 
iel'iTer  the  same  sealed,  forthwith,  to  the  Thirteen  :  one  of  those 
Three  the  Thirteen  shall  fix  on,  if  permitted.  If  not  permitted, 
xkkt  is  to  say,  if  the  Ihminus  Rex  force  us  to  demur, — the  Paper 
ibAl  be  brought  back  unopened,  and  publicly  burned,  that  no 
mtn's  secret  bring  him  into  trouble. 

80  Samson  advises,  so  we  act ;  wisely,  in  this  and  in  other 
crises  of  the  business.  Our  electoral  oommittee,  its  eye  on  the 
St€ro$ancia,  is  soon  named,  soon  sworn  ;  and  we  striking  up  the 
Fifth  Psalm, '  Verba  mea, 

*  Grire  ear  nnto  my  words,  O  Lord, 
Mj  meditation  weigh,' 

BircD  out  chanting,  and  leave  the  Six  to  their  work  in  the  Chap- 
ter here.  Their  work,  before  long,  they  announce  as  finished : 
''hey.  with  their  eye  on  the  Sacrosancta.  imprecating  the  Lord  to 
weigh  and  witness  their  meditation,  had  fixed  on  Three  Names. 
|&<1  written  them  in  this  Scaled  Paper.  Let  Samson  Subsacrista, 
|CDt'ral  servant  of  the  party,  take  charge  of  it.  On  the  morrow 
ttorniDg.  our  Prior  and  his  Twelve  will  be  ready  to  get  under 

Tbis  then  is  the  ballot-box  and  electoral  winnowing-macliine 
•bey  have  at^St.  Edmundsbury  :  a  mind  fixed  on  the  Thrico  Holy, 
vj  appeal  to  (wnd  on  high  to  witness  their  meditation  :  by  far  the 
'•:?t.  and  indeed  the  only  good  electoral  winnowing-machine, — 
f  men  have  souls  in  them.  Totally  worthless,  it  is  true,  and 
^Ttn  hideous  and  poisonous,  if  men  liave  no  souls.  But  without 
» 'il.  alas,  what  winnowing-machine  in  human  elections,  can  be  of 
-Vail?  We  cannot  pet  along  without  s<nd ;  we  stick  fast,  th6 
-vmmfidlest  spectacle  :  and  salt  itself  will  not  save  us ! 

On  the  morrow  morning,  aceordinply,  our  Thirteen  set  forth ; 
T  rather  our  Prior  and  Eleven  :  fur  iSam.son.  a.s  general  servant 
of  the  party,  has  to  linger,  settling  many  thinga     At  length  he 
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too  gets  upon  the  road ;  and,  ^  carrjing  the  Bealed  Paper  in  a 
'  leather  pouch  hung  round  his  neok ;  and/roceiifli  U^tdans  im  mI- 
'  ni^  (thanks  to  thee  Bozzy  Jooelin),  ^  his  frock-akirts  looped  over 
'  his  elbow/  showing  substantial  stern-works,  tramps  stoutly  along. 
Away  across  the  Heath,  not  yet  of  Newmarket  and  horse-jookey- 
ing ;  across  your  Fleam-dike  and  Devil's-dike,  no  longer  naefnl 
as  a  Mercian  East- Anglian  boundary  or  bulwark :  ooniiniially  to- 
wards Waltham,  and  the  Bishop  of  Winchester's  House  theiei 
for  his  Majesty  is  in  that.  Brother  Samson,  as  purse-bearer,  baa 
the  reckoning  always,  when  there  is  one,  to  pay  j  '  delays  are  nu- 
merous,' progress  none  of  the  swiftest.  « 

But,  in  the  solitude  of  the  Convent,  Destiny  thus  big  and  im 
her  birthtime,  what  gossiping,  what  babbling,  what  dreaming  of 
dreams  1     The  secret  of  the  Three  our  electoral  elders  akoa 
know  :  some  Abbot  we  shall  have  to  govern  us  ;  but  which  Ab- 
bot, O  which !     One  Monk  discerns  in  a  vision  of  the  night- 
watches,  that  we  shall  get  an  Abbot  of  our  own  body,  without 
needing  to  demur :  a  prophet  appeared  to  him  clad  all  in  white, 
and  said,  ^^  Ye  shall  have  one  of  yours,  and  he  will  rage  among 
you  like  a  wolf,  sceviet  ut  lupus.^^     Verily  ! — then  which  of  ours? 
Another  Monk  now  dreams :  he  has  seen  clearly  which  ;  a  cer- 
tain Figure  taller  by  head  and  shoulders  than  the  other  two^ 
dressed  in  alb  and  pallium,  and  with  the  attitude  of  one  about  to 
fight ; — ^whioh  tall  Figure  a  wise  Editor  would  rather  not  name 
at  this  stage  of  the  business  I     Enough  that  the  vision  is  true : 
that  Saint  Edmund  himself,  pale  and  awful,  seemed  to  rise  from 
his  Shrine,  with  naked  feet,  and  say  audibly,  '^  He,  ^e,  shall  vciL 
my  feet ;"  which  part  of  the  vision  also  proves  true.     Such  guess — 
ing,  visioning.  dim  pcrscrutation  of  the  momentous  future :  th^ 
very  clothmakers,  old  women,  all  townsfolk  speak  of  it,  '  and  more^ 
<  than  once  it  is  reported  in  St.  Edmundsbury,  This  one  is  elected  -^ 
*and  then,  This  one  and  That  other.'     Who  knows? 

But  now,  sure  enough,  at  Waltham  *  on  the  Second  Sunday  (p£ 
Quadragesima,'  which  Drya.sdust  declares  to  mean  the  22d  da^"^ 
of  February,  year  1182,  Thirteen  St.  Edmundsbury  Monks  are?, 
at  last,  seen  processioning  towards  tlie  Winchester  Manorhouse  f 
and  in  some  high  Presence-chamber,  and  Hall  of  State,  get  acoea0 
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t»f  Henry  II.  in  all  his  glor}'.  What  a  Hall, — not  imaginary  in 
th<  leiat.  but  entirely  real  and  indisputable,  though  so  extremely 
dim  to  ua ;  sunk  in  the  deep  distances  of  Night !  The  Winches- 
ter Manurhouse  has  fled  bodily,  like  a  Dream  of  the  old  Night ; 
not  Dryasdust  himself  can  shew  a  wreck  of  it.  House  and  peo- 
ple. ro\-al  and  episcopal,  lords,  and  varlets,  where  are  they? 
U'hj  th^r*'.  I  say,  Seven  Centuries  off;  sunk  so  far  in  the  Night, 
thrre  they  are ;  peep  through  the  blankets  of  the  Old  Night,  and 
thoa  wilt  see !  King  Henry  himself  is  visibly  there,  a  vivid, 
Loble-looking  man,  with  grizzled  beard,  in  glittering  uncertain 
uctume  :  with  earls  round  him,  and  bishops  and  dignitaries,  in 
:hc  like.  The  Hall  is  large,  and  has  for  one  thing  an  altar  near 
it— chapel  and  altar  adjoining  it ;  but  what  gilt  scats,  carved  ta- 
blcr.  carpeting  of  rush -cloth,  what  arras-hangings,  and  huge  fire 
if  logs: — alas«  it  has  Human  Life  in  it;  and  is  not  that  the 
gr^nd  miracle,  in  what  hangings  or  costume  soever  I — 

The  Duminus  Rex^  benignantly  receiving  our  Thirteen  with 
iliiir  i>bi.'i.<ancc,  and  gracioufjly  declaring  that  he  will  strive  to  act 
fr  finds  honour,  and  the  Church's  good,  commands,  ' by  tlio 
I5i-li"»j»  i.if  WiutliL'.-itur,  and  Geoffrey  the  Chancellor,' — Ga/frulns 
(\i*i-f.'i\7riu<.  Henry's  and  the  Fair  Rosamond's  authentic  ^oii 
ir.  >tnt  here ! — commands.  "  That  they,  the  said  Thirteen,  do  now 
*itLilraw.  and  fix  ujmiu  Three  from  their  own  Monastery."  A 
^'trk  *..i«ni  dt»ne  :  the  Three  hanging  ready  round  Samson's  neck, 
•!:  thiit  leather  pouch  of  his.  Breaking  the  seal,  we  find  the 
:ia;uis. — what  think  //'■  of  it-,  ye  higher  dignitaries,  thou  ind<ilent 
I'ri  r.  thou  Willclmus  Surrisia  with  the  red  bottle-nose  ? — the 
uiU'o  in  t}iis  order:  of  Samsim  Subsarrislu.  of  Roger  tlie  dis- 
:r.-«il  Tfllarer.  of  Hu^o  Tirfius-Prior. 

T'.«-  lii^rhrr  di;rnitaries,  all  omitted  here.  '  flii>h  suddenly  r-ed 
'-'•i  'I.'-  t\i(v  ,'  but  liave  nothing  to  say.  One  curious  fact  and 
■  i-.tion  certainly  is.  Wnw  Hugo  Third  Prior,  who  \\a»  t>f  xho. 
1-  t<ral  <*»iunnitt<'e.  came  to  nominate  //////<f/;  as  tnie  of  the  Threo  '■ 
A'uri-.ii.-.  fa<t.  which  Hugo  Third  Trior  has  never  vet  entirely 
•xjliirie'l.  tliat  I  know  of — However,  we  return,  and  report  to 
'V  Kiu;r  our  Three  names:  merely  altering  the  order:  putting 
>iii!H.n  l:i>t.  as  lifwest  uf  all.  Thi;  King,  at  recitation  of  our 
Thru*.  a.-.ks  us :  -  Who  are  they  .^     Were  tliey  born  in  my  «lo- 
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suun?  Tct^y  unknown  to  met  Ton  nraslr  nopjuatft  iiirv# 
othen."  Whereupon  WiUefanuB  SMrute  Myi, «  Our  Prfot  »atl 
be  named,  qvia  captU  tiMtrum  e$ty  being  already  oar  btelr"  And 
the  Prior  Teeponda, «  Willelmna  Saerista'ia  a  fL\  wwtk^immiyir  iK^" 
--^or  aU  his  red  nose.  TioUe  me^  Toby,  and  FU  tbl^  tiieel 
Venerable  Dennia  too  is  named ;  none'  in  his  oonaoieiiae  oan  wkj 
nay.  There  are  now  Six  on  oar  List  ^  WeU,**  said  iSb»  King, 
'^they  have  doneitBwiftly,&6yl  Dauestatmm.^^  TheMonka 
withdraw  again ;  and  Majeetyrevolvea,  for  a  little,  witiihiaPanei 
and  Epiicopij  Lords  or  ^  Law-ward^  and  Sool-Oyeraeeto,  the 
thoughts  of  the  royal  breast  The  Monks  wait  silent  inan  ooler 
room. 

In  short  while,  they  are  next  ordered,  to  add  yet  nother 
three ;  but  not  firom  their  own  Conyent;  from  other  OoBfenti, 
^  for  the  honour  of  my  kingdom.''  Here^ — ^iHiat  la  to  be  dona 
here?  We  will  demur,  if  need  be!  We  do  name  three, howersr, 
for  the  nonce :  the  Prior  of  St.  Faith's,  a  good  Monk  of  St.  Neofs, 
a  good  Monk  of  St.  Alban's :  good  men  all ;  all  made  abbots  and 
dignitaries  since,  at  this  hour.  There  are  now  Nine  upon  our 
List.  What  the  thoughts  of  the  Dominus  Rex  may  be  fiurther? 
The  Dominus  Rex,  thanking  graciously,  sends  out  word  that  we 
shall  now  strike  off  three.  The  three  strangers  are  instantly 
struck  off.  Willolmus  Sacrista  adds,  that  he  will  of  his  own 
accord  decline, — a  touch  of  grace  and  respect  for  the  Saerostuuiaj 
even  in  Willelmus  1  The  King  then  orders  us  to  strike  off  a 
oouple  more ;  then  yet  one  more :  Hugo  Third-Prior  goes,  and 
Roger  Cellerarius,  and  venerable  Monk  Dennis; — and  now  there 
remain  on  our  List  two  only,  Samson  Snbsaorista  and  the  Prior. 

Which  of  these  two  ?  It  were  hard  to  say, — ^by  Monks  who 
may  get  themselyes  foot-gyved  and  thrown  into  limbo,  for  speak- 
ing! We  humbly  request  that  the  Bishop  of  Winchester  and 
G-eoffirey  the  Chancellor  may  again  enter,  and  help  us  to  decide. 
^Whioh  do  you  want?"  asks  the  Bishop.  Venerable  Dennis 
made  a  speech, '  commending  the  persons  of  the  Prior  and  Sam> 
'  son ;  but  always  in  the  comer  of  his  discourse,  in  angulo  m  aer^ 
'  monis,  brought  Samson  in.'  <<  I  see  1"  said  the  Bishop :  ^  We  are 
to  understand  that  your  Prior  is  somewhat  remiss  j  that  you  want 
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to  haT«  him  you  call  Samson  for  Abbot."  '<  Either  of  them  is 
good.''  said  xenerable  Dennis,  almost  trembling ;  <<  but  we  would 
hare  the  better,  if  it  pleased  God."  ^  Which  of  the  two  do  you 
want?"  inipiires  the  Bishop  pointedly.  "Samson I"  answered 
Dennis ;  ^  Samson !"  echoed  all  of  the  rest  that  durst  speak  or 
echo  anything :  and  Samson  is  reported  to  the  King  accordingly. 
His  Mmjeaty,  advising  of  it  for  a  moment,  orders  that  Samson  be 
brooght  in  with  the  other  Twelve. 

The  King's  Majesty,  looking  at  us  somewhat  sternly,  then  says : 
"  Yoa  present  to  me  Samson ;  I  do  not  know  him :  had  it  been 
voor  Prior,  whom  I  do  know,  I  should  have  accepted  him :  how- 
erer.  I  will  now  do  as  you  wish.  But  have  a  care  of  yourselves. 
Br  the  true  eyes  of  God,  per  reros  oculas  Dei,  if  you  manage  badly, 
I  will  be  upon  you!"  Samson,  therefore,  steps  forward,  kisses  the 
Kings  feet :  but  swiftly  rises  ereet  again,  swiftly  turns  towards 
the  altar,  uplifting  with  the  other  Twelve,  in  clear  tenor-note,  the 
Fiftj-irst  Psalm,  *  Miserere  mei  Deus, 

'  After  thy  loTing-kindnefls,  Lord, 
Hare  mercy  upon  me;^ 

with  firm  voice,  firm  step  and  head,  no  change  in  his  countenance 
whatever.  "  By  God's  eyes,"  said  the  King, "  that  one,  I  think, 
lill  govern  the  Abbey  well."  By  the  same  oath  (charged  to  your 
Majesty's  account),  I  too  am  precisely  of  that  opinion !  It  is  some 
while  since  I  fell  in  with  a  likelier  man  anywhere  than  this  new 
Abbot  Samson.  Long  life  to  him,  and  may  the  Lord  have  mercy 
OD  him  as  Abbot ! 

Thus,  then,  have  the  St.  Edmundsbury  Monks,  without  express 
btllot-box  or  other  good  winnowing-machine,  contrived  to  accom- 
plish the  most  important  social  feat  a  body  of  men  can  do.  to 
winnow  out  the  man  that  is  to  govern  them :  and  truly  one  sees 
aot  that,  by  any  winnowing-machine  whatever,  they  could  have 
■lone  it  better.  O  ye  kind  Heavens,  there  is  in  every  Nation  and 
Community  a  fittest,  a  wisest,  bravest,  best ;  whom  could  we  find 
Mid  make  King  over  us,  all  were  in  very  truth  well ; — the  best 
Uut  God  and  Nature  had  permitted  us  to  make  it !     By  what  art 

5* 
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diBcoTer  hiiu?     Will  the  Heavens  in  their  pity  teach  us  no  art; 
for  our  need  of  him  is  great  I 

Ballot-boxes,  Reform  Bills,  winnowing  maohines  :  all  these  are 
good,  or  are  not  so  good ; — alas,  brethren,  how  can  these,  I  say,  be 
other  than  inadequate,  be  other  than  failures,  melancholy  to  be- 
hold ?  Dim  all  souls  of  men  to  the  divine,  the  high  and  awful 
meaning  of  Human  Worth  and  Truth,  we  shall  never,  by  all  the 
machinery  in  Birmingham,  discover  the  True  and  Worthy.  It  is 
written,  ^  if  we  are  ourselves  valets,  there  shall  exist  no  hero  for 
us ;  we  shall  not  know  the  hero  when  we  see  him ;' — we  shall 
take  the  quack  for  a  hero ;  and  cry,  audibly  through  all  ballot- 
boxes  and  machinery  whatsoever.  Thou  art  he :  be  thou  King 
over  us ! 

What  boots  it?  Seek  only  deceitful  Speoiosity,  money  with 
gilt  carriages,  ^  fame'  with  newspaper-paragraphs,  whatever  name 
it  boar,  you  will  find  only  deceitful  Speoiosity ;  godlike  Reality 
will  be  forever  far  from  you.  The  Quack  shall  be  legitimate  in- 
evitable  King  of  you  ;  no  earthly  machinery  able  to  exclude  the 
Quack.  Ye  shall  be  born  thralls  of  the  Quack,  and  suffer  under 
hiui,  till  your  hearts  are  near  broken,  and  no  French  Revolution 
or  Manchester  Insurrection,  or  partial  or  universal  volcanic  com- 
bustions and  explosions,  never  so  many,  can  do  more  than  '  change 
the ^^ re  of  your  Quack  ;'  the  essence  of  him  remaining,  for  a  time 
and  times. — "  How  long,  O  Prophet?"  say  some,  with  a  rather 
melancholy  sneer.  Alas,  ye  t/wprophctic,  ever  till  this  oome 
about :  Till  deep  miser}',  if  nothing  softer  will,  have  driven  you 
out  of  your  Sj)eciosities,  into  your  Sincerities  ;  and  you  find  that 
there  eitlier  is  a  God-like  in  the  world,  or  else  ye  are  an  unintel- 
ligible madness ;  that  there  is  a  God,  as  well  as  a  Mammon  and  a 
Devil,  and  a  Genius  of  Luxuries  and  canting  Dilettantisms  and 
Vain  Shows !  How  long  that  will  be,  compute  for  yourselves. 
My  unhappy  brothers ! — 
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So  then  the  hells  of  St.  Edmundsbury  clang  oat  one  and  all, 
and  in  church  and  chapel  the  organs  go :  Convent  and  Town,  and 
:ill  the  west  side  of  Suffolk,  are  in  gala ;  knights,  viscounts,  wcav- 
tri.  spinners,  the  entire  population,  male  and  female,  young  and 
Old.  the  very  sockmen  with  their  chubby  infants,— out  to  have  a 
boliday,  and  see  the  Lord  Abbot  arrive  1  And  there  is  '  strip- 
ping  barefoot'  of  the  Lord  Abbot  at  the  Gate,  and  solemn  leading 
uf  bim  in  to  the  High  Altar  and  Shrine ;  with  sudden  '  silence 
<»f  all  the  bellij  and  organs,'  as  we  kneel  in  deep  prayer  there ; 
rjd  again  with  outburst  of  all  the  bells  and  organs,  and  loud  Te 
b-'iim  from  the  general  human  windpipe  ;  and  speeches  by  the 
lading  viscount,  and  giving  of  the  kiss  of  brotherhood  ;  the  whole 
v«jund  up  with  popular  games,  and  dinner  within  doors  of  more 
than  a  thousand  strong,  plus  quam  tnille  comederUibus  in  gaudio 

In  such  manner  is  the  selfsame  Samson  once  again  returning 

t'>  tL^.  welcomed  on  this  occasion.     lie  that  went  away  with  his 

Wk-skirts  looped  over  his  arm,  comes  back  riding  high ;  sud- 

-Mily  made  one «/  the  dignitaries  of  this  world,     lleflectivc  read- 

?'  will  admit  that  here  was  a  trial  for  a  man.     Yesterday  a  poor 

-ru^licant.  allowed  to  possess  not  above  two  shillings  of  money = 

iiil  wlth'iut  authority  to  bid  a  dog  run  for  him.  this  man  today 

-*i  i-i  him>olf  a  Doimnus  Ahitas,  mitred  Peer  of  Parliament,  lionl 

l' :u:iui»rhou.<os.  farms,   manors,  and   wide    lands;  a  man   with 

F  tiy  Knights  under  him,'  and  dependent,  swiftly  obedient  uiu!- 

'U'l»  *  i*iL  men.     It  is  a  change  groattT  tlian  Napoleon's  ;  so  sud- 

'*-r»  withal.      As  if  one  of  the   Chandos  day-drudges   had,  on 

^vikoning  some  morning,  found  that  hr.  overnight  was  become 

I^ttke  ♦     Let  Samson  with  his  clear-beaming  eyes  sec  into  that, 
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and  difloem  it  if  he  can.  We  shall  now  get  the  measure  of  lum 
by  a  new  scale  of  inohes,  considerably  more  rigorom  than  the 
former  was.  For  if  a  noble  soul  is  rendered  tenfold  beaatifaUer 
by  victory  and  prosperity,  springing  now  radiant  as  into  hia  own 
due  element  and  sun-throne ;  an  ignoble  one  is  rendered. tenfold 
and  hundredfold  ngHer,  pitifnller.  Whatsoever  vioes,  whatso- 
ever weaknesses  were  in  the  man,  the  parrenu  will  shew  us  them 
enlarged,  ^as  in  the  solar  miorosoope,  into  frightfol  distortikm. 
Nay,  how  many  mere  seminal  prinoiples  of  vipe,  hitherto  all 
wholesomely  Jcept  latent,  may  we  now  see  nnfi»lded^  as  ii^4a 
solar  hothouse,  into  growth,  into  huge  nniversaUy-oonqNioiipw 
Inzuriance  and  development  I 


But  is  not  this,  at  any  rate,  a  singular  aspect  of  what  politisai 
and  social  capabilities,  nay  let  ns  say  what  depth  and  opolenos 
of  true  social  vitality,  lay  in  those  old  barbaroos  ages,  l%at  the 
fit  (Governor  could  be  met  with  under  such  disguises,  eonld  be 
recognised  and  laid  hold  of  under  such  1  Here  he  is  disoovered 
with  a  maximum  of  two  shillings  in  his  pocket,  and  a  leather 
serip  round  his  neck;  trudging  along  the  highway,  his  froek- 
skirts  looped  over  his  arm.  They  think  this  is  he  nevertheless, 
the  true  Governor :  and  he  proves  to  be  so.  Brethren,  have  we 
no  need  of  discovering  true  Governors,  but  will  sham  ones  forsfver 
do  for  us?  These  were  absurd  superstitious  blockheads  of 
Monks ;  and  we  are  enlightened  Tenpound  Franchisers,  without 
taxes  on  knowledge !  Where,  I  say,  are  our  superior,  are  our 
similar  or  at  all  comparable  discoveries?  We  also  have  eyes,  or 
ought  to  have;  we  have  hustings,  telescopes;  we  have  lights, 
link-lights  and  rush-lights  of  an  enlightened  free  Press,  burning 
and  dancing  everywhere,  as  in  a  universal  torch-dance ;  singeing 
your  whiskers  as  you  traverse  the  public  thoroughfures  in  town 
and  country.  Great  souls,  true  Governors,  go  about  under  all 
manner  of  disguises  now  as  then.  Such  telescopes,  such  enl]ght> 
enment,— and  such  discovery  1  How  comes  it,  I  say ;  how  comes 
it  ?   Is  it  not  lamentable ;  is  it  not  even,  in  some  sense,  amasing? 

Alas,  the  defect,  as  we  must  often  urge  and  again  urge,  is  less 
a  defect  of  telescopes  than  of  some  eyesight  Those  superstitioiis 
blockheads  of  the  Twelfth  Qentury  had  no  telescopes,  but  thsy 
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had  still  an  eye;  not  ballot-boxes;  only  reverence  for  Worth, 
abhorrence  of  Unworth.  It  is  the  way  with  all  barbarians. 
Thos  Mr.  Sale  informs  me,  the  old  Arab  Tribes  would  gather  in 
Urelieat  gaudeamus,  and  sing,  and  kindle  bonfires,  and  wreathe 
Cronus  of  honour,  and  solemnly  thank  the  gods  that,  in  their 
Tribe  too.  a  Poet  had  shewn  himself.  As  indeed  they  well 
might :  for  what  usefuller,  I  say  not  nobler  and  heavenlier  thing 
trivld  the  gods,  doing  their  Tery  kindest,  send  to  any  Tribe  or 
Niiion,  in  any  time  or  circumstances  ?  I  declare  to  thee,  my 
afflicted  quack-ridden  brother,  in  spite  of  thy  astonishment,  it  is 
Tery  lamentable !  We  English  find  a  Poet,  as  brave  a  man  as 
ba«  been  made  for  a  hundred  years  or  so  anywhere  under  the 
Son :  and  do  we  kindle  bonfires,  or  thank  the  gods  1  Not  at  all. 
We,  taking  due  counsel  of  it,  set  the  man  to  gauge  ale-barrels  in 
the  Burgh  of  Dumfries ;  and  pique  ourselves  on  our  '  patronage 
of  genius.' 

Genius.  Poet :  do  we  know  what  these  words  mean  ?  An  in- 
spired Soul  once  more  vouchsafed  us,  direct  from  Nature's  own 
great  fire-heart,  to  sec  tlie  Truth,  and  speak  it,  and  do  it ;  Na- 
tare  s  own  sacred  voice  heard  once  more  athwart  the  dreary 
boundless  element  of  hearsaying  and  canting,  of  twaddle  and 
poltroonery,  in  which  the  bewildered  Earth,  nigh  perishing,  has 
Ua  its  way.  Hear  once  more,  ye  bewildered  benighted  mortals ; 
listen  once  again  to  a  voice  from  the  inner  Light-sea  and  Flame- 
wa.  Nature's  and  Truth's  own  heart :  know  the  Fact  of  your 
Existence  what  it  is.  put  away  the  Cant  of  it  which  it  is  not ;  and 
imowing,  do,  and  let  it  be  well  with  you ! — 

<  reorge  the  Third  is  Defender  of  something  we  call  '  the  Faith' 
in  those  years  :  George  the  Third  is  head  charioteer  of  the  Des- 
tinies of  England,  to  guide  them  through  the  gulf  of  French 
Revolution:^.  American  Independence :  and  Robert  Burns  is 
irsiuger  of  ale  in  Dumfries.  It  is  an  Iliad  in  a  nutshell.  The 
pliVriiognomy  of  a  world  now  verging  towards  dissolution,  re- 
duced n<»w  to  spasms  and  death-throes,  lies  pictured  in  that  one 
fsct. — which  astonishes  nobody,  except  at  me  for  being  aston- 
ished at  it.  The  fruit  of  long  ages  of  confirmed  Valcthood,  en- 
^y  coDfinned  as  into  a  Law  of  Nature ;  cloth-worship  and 
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quack-worship :  entirely  coi^rmed  Valethoody— -which  will  have 
to  vMOonfirm  itself  agiJn  \  God  knows,  with  difficulty  enough  1^ 

Abbot  Samson  had  found  a  Convent  all  in  dilapidation ;  rain 
beating  through  it,  material  rain  and  metaphorioaly  from  aU 
quarters  of  the  compass.  Willelmus  Sacrista  sits  drinking  ni^tly, 
and  doing  more  tacenda.  Our  larders  are  reduced  to  leanneaiy 
Jew  Harpies  and  unclean  creatures  our  purveyors ;  in  our  basket 
is  no  bread.  Old  women  with  their  distaffii  rush  out  on  a  dis- 
tressed Cellarer  in  shrill  Chartism.  '  You  cannot  stir  abroad  bufc 
Jews  and  Christians  pounce  upon  you  with  unsettled  bonds;' 
debts  boundless  seemingly  as  the  National  Debt  of  England.  For 
four  years  our  new  Lord  Abbot  never  went  abroad  but  Jew  ore- 
ditors  and  Christian,  and  all  manner  of  creditors,  were  about  him ; 
driving  him  to  very  despair.  Our  Prior  is  remiss ;  our  GeUaieni 
officials  are  remiss,  our  monks  are  remiss :  what  man  is  not  re- 
miss? Front  this,  Samson,  thou  alone  art  there  to  front  it;  it  is 
thy  task  to  front  and  fight  this,  and  to  die  or  kill  it  May  the 
Lord  have  mercy  on  thee ! 

To  our  antiquarian  interest  in  poor  Jocelin  and  his  Convent^ 
where  the  whole  aspect  of  existence,  the  whole  dialect,  of  thought^ 
of  speech,  of  activity,  is  so  obsolete,  strange,  long-vanished,  there 
now  superadds  itself  a  mild  glow  of  human  interest  for  Abbot 
Samson ;  a  real  pleasure,  as  at  sight  of  man's  work,  especially  of 
governing,  which  is  man's  highest  work,  done  toelL  Abbot  Sam- 
son had  no  experience  in  governing ;  had  ser\xd  no  apprenticeship 
to  the  trade  of  governing, — alas,  only  the  hardest  apprenticeship 
to  that  of  obeying.  He  had  never  in  any  court  given  vadium  or 
plegium,  says  Jocelin ;  hardly  ever  seen  a  court,  when  he  was  set 
to  preside  in  one.  But  it  is  astonishing,  continues  Jocelin,  how 
soon  he  learned  the  ways  of  business ;  and,  in  all  sort  of  affairs, 
became  expert  beyond  others.  Of  the  many  persons  offering  him 
their  service  '  ho  retained  one  Knight  skilled  in  taking  vadia  and 
pUffia ;'  and  within  the  year  was  himself  well  skilled.  Nay,  by 
and  by,  the  Pope  appoints  him  Justiciary  in  certain  causes ;  the 
Bang  one  of  his  now  Circuit  Judges:  official  Osbcrt  is  heard 
saying,  '^  That  Abbot  is  one  of  your  shrewd  ones,  dispuiatar 
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": ;  if  he  go  on  OS  be  begins,  be  will  out  out  every  lawyer  of 
as    • 

Wby  not?  What  is  to  binder  tbis  Samson  from  governing? 
IL«:rc  Is  in  bim  wbat  far  transcends  all  apprenticeships ;  in  the 
liAii  bim«ielf  there  exists  a  model  of  governing,  something  to 
^' Atf m  by !  There  exists  in  him  a  heart-abhorrence  of  whatever 
>  incoherent,  pusillanimous,  unveraoious,  that  is  to  say,  chaotic, 
^■ijowmed  ;  of  the  Devil,  not  of  God.  A  man  of  this  kind  can- 
j  t  help  governing !  He  has  the  living  ideal  of  a  governor  in  him ; 
^Ld  the  incessant  necessity  of  struggling  to  unfold  the  same  out 
:  Lim  Not  the  Devil  or  Chaos,  for  any  wages,  will  he  serve ; 
.  .  this  man  is  the  born  ser\'ant  of  Another  than  them.  Alas, 
.*v  little  avail  all  apprenticeships,  when  there  is  in  your  governor 
-iiii.Mrlf  what  we  may  well  call  nothing  to  govern  by ; — a  general 
^-n-v  twilight,  looming  with  shapes  of  expediencies,  parliamentary 
:r;vUtii.ins,  division -lists,  election-funds,  leading-articles;  this,  with 
^Liit  vf  vulpine  alertness  and  adroitness  soever,  is  not  much! 

But  ill  deed  what  say  wo.  apprenticeship  (     llud  not  this  Sam- 

!>■  L  H.rvfd.  in  his  way.  a  right  good  appro iiticeship  to  governing; 

liUit-ly.  thu  harhheist  slave-apprenticeship  to  obeying !    Walk  this 

v.'.-ld  with  no  friend  in  it  but  God  and  St.  Edmund,  you  will 

<./i)LT  full  into  the  ditch,  or  learn  a  good  many  things.     To  learn 

:l*jiug  lii  the  fundamental  art  of  governing.     IIow  much  would 

^iLv  a  Serene  iiighness  have  learned,  had  he  travelled  through 

tLe  wnrlJ   with  water-jug  and  empty  wallet,  ^/wt'  omni  expensa; 

i'-a,  :it  his  victorious  return,  sat  down  not  to  newspaper-paragraphs 

iL-l  i.-itv -illuminations,  but  at  the  foot  of  St.  Edmund's  Shrine  to 

'    i-Laekleis  and  bread   and  water!     He  that  cannot  be  servant 

I  n*auy.   will    never    l>c   master,  true   guide   and    deliverer  of 

lui.'.j  — that  is  the  meaning  of  true  mastership.     Had  not  the 

M'. Ilk-life  extraordinary  'political  capabilities'  in  it :  if  not  imita- 

';•  ^  V  U"^.  Vet  enviable  V     Heavens,  had  a  Duke  of  Lo;rw«MMl.  now 

:  .■iiij  sumptuously  to  his  place  in  the  C<fllectivo  Wisd(»m,  but 

-L'^.-tlf  happened  to  plough  daily,  at  one  time,  on  Kcven-and-six- 

>:.'f  a  week,  with  no  out-d<x)r  relief. — what  a  li*rht,  un^ueneha- 

*i'  by  logic  and  statistic  and  arithmetic,  would  it  have  thrown  on 

Kvvral  things  for  him  ! 

*  Jocelini  Chronica,  p.  25. 
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In  all  cases,  therefore,  we  will  agree  with  tlie  jadimoos  Hn. 
Glass:  <  First  catch  your  hare  1'  First  get  your  man ;  all  is  goft: 
he  can  learn  to  do  all  things,  from  making  boots,  to  decreeing 
judgments,  goreming  oommunitieB ;  and  will  do  them  like  a  man. 
Catch  your  no-man,— ^das,  ha;ve  yon  not  caught  the  terriUest 
Tartar  in  the  world !  Perhaps  all  the  terribler,  the  qnieter  and 
gentler  he  looks.  For  the  mischief  thai  one  blo<^chead,  that  erery 
blockhead  dtfes,  in  a  world  so  feraeions,  teeming  with  endless 
results  as  ours,  no  ciphering  will  sum  up.  The  qoaok  bootmaker 
is  considerable ;  as  com-eutters  can  testify,  and  desperate  men 
reduced  to  buckskin  and  list-shoes.  But  the  quack  prieati  qnaek 
high-priest,  the  quack  king!  Why  do  not  all  juat  citizena  nuih| 
half-frantic,  to  stop  him,  as  they  would  a  conflagration?  Suzefy 
a  just  citizen  15  admonishpd  by  €K)d  and  his  own  Sool,  by  a& 
silent  and  articulate  voices  of  this  Universe,  to  do  what  in  Urn  lies 
towards  relief  of  this  poor  blockhead-quack,  and  of  a  world  tkat 
groEDs  under  him.  Run  swiftly ;  relieve  him, — ^were  it  even  by 
eztinguishiDg  him !  For  all  things  have  grown  so  old,  tinder-dry, 
combustible  ;  and  he  is  more  ruinous  than  conflagration.  Sweep 
him  down,  at  least ;  keep  him  strictly  within  the  hearth ;  he  will 
then  cease  to  be  conflagration  ;  he  will  then  become  useful,  more 
or  less  as  culinary  fire.  Fire  is  the  best  of  servants  ;  but  what  a 
master!  This  poor  blockhead  too  is  bom  for  uses:  why, elevating 
him  to  mastership,  will  you  make  a  conflagration,  a  parish-oone 
or  world-curse  of  him  1 
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GOVERNMENT. 

How  Abbot  Samson,  giving  his  new  subjects  seriatim  the  kiss 
of  &therhood  in  the  St.  Edmundsbnrj  chapterhouse,  proceeded 
with  cautioos  energy  to  set  abont  reforming  their  disjointed  dis- 
tracted way  of  life ;  how  he  managed  his  Fifty  rough  MUites 
(Feudal  Knights),  with  his   lazy  Farmers,  remiss  refractory 
Monks,  with  Pope's  Legates,  Viscounts,  Bishops,  Kings ;  how  on 
mil  sidea  be  laid  about  him  like  a  man,  and  putting  consequence 
<m  premiss,  and  everywhere  the  saddle  on  the  right  horse,  strug- 
gled incessantly  to  educe  organic  method  out  of  lazily  fermenting 
'Wreck, — ^the  careful  reader  will  discern,  not  without  true  interest, 
in  thcae  pages  of  Jocelin  Boswell.     In  most  antiquarian  quaint 
oostmne,  not  of  garments  alone,  but  of  thought,  word,  action,  out- 
look and  position,  the  substantial  figure  of  a  man  with  eminent 
i,  bushy  brows  and  dear-flashing  eyes,  his  russet  beard  grow- 
daily  greyer,  is  visible,  engaged  in  true  governing  of  men. 
It  ia  beautiful  how  the  chrysalis  govern  ing-soul,  shaking  off  its 
^osty  slough  and  prison,  starts  forth  winged  a  true  royal  soul ! 
Our  new  Abbot  has  a  right  honest  unconscious  feeling,  without 
insolence  as  without  fear  or  flutter,  of  what  he  is  and  what  others 
mre.     A  courage  to  quell  the  proudest,  an  honest  pity  to  encour- 
age the  humblest.     Withal  there  is  a  noble  reticence  in  this  Lord 
Abbot :  much  vain  unreason  he  hears  ;  lays  up  without  response. 
Tie  is  not  there  to  expect  reason  and  nobleness  of  others ;  he  is 
there  to  give  them  of  his  own  reason  and  nobleness.     Is  he  not 
xbeir  servant,  as  we  said,  who  can  suffer  from  them,  and  for  them  ; 
r-ear  the  burden  their  poor  spindle-limbs  totter  and  stagger  under ; 
^nd  in  virtue  th^rfof  govern  them,  lead  them  out  of  weakness  into 
"•'rength,  out  of  defeat  into  victory ! 

One  of  the  first  Herculean  Labours  Abbot  Samson  undertook, 
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or  the  Terj  first,  was  to  institute  a  strenuous  review  and  radical 
reform  of  his  economies.  It  is  the  first  labour  of  every  goTeming 
man,  from  Paterfamilias  to  Dominus  Rex.  To  get  the  rain 
thatched  out  from  you  is  the  preliminary  of  whatever  fiurther,  in 
the  way  of  speculation  or  of  action,  you  may  mean  to  do.  Old 
Abbot  Hugo^s  budget,  as  we  saw,  had  become  empty,  filled  with 
deficit  and  wind.  To  see  his  account-books  clear,  be  delivered 
from  those  ravening  flights  of  Jew  and  Christian  creditors,  pounc- 
ing on  him  like  obscene  harpies  wherever  he  shewed  &ee,  was  a 
necessity  for  Abbot  Samson. 

On  the  morrow  after  his  instalment,  he  brings  in  a  load  of 
mouey-bonds,  all  duly  stamped,  sealed  with  this  or  the  other 
Convent  Seal :  frightful,  unmanageable,  a  bottomless  confusion 
of  Convent  finance.  There  they  are  ;  but  there  at  least  they  all 
are  ;  all  that  shall  be  of  them.  Our  Lord  Abbot  demands  that 
all  the  official  seals  in  use  among  us  be  now  produced  and  deliv- 
ered to  him.  Three-and-thirty  seals  turn  up ;  are  straightway 
broken,  and  shall  seal  no  more  :  the  Abbot  only,  and  those  duly 
authorised  by  him  shall  seal  any  bond.  There  are  but  two  ways 
of  paying  dibt :  increase  of  industry  in  raising  income,  increase 
of  thrift  in  laying  it  out.  With  iron  energy,  in  slow  but  steady 
un deviating  perseverance,  Abbot  Samson  sets  to  work  in  both  di- 
rections. His  troubles  are  manifold:  cunning  militi's,  unjust 
bailiffs,  lazy  socknicn,  he  an  inexperienced  Abbot ;  relaxed  lazy 
monks,  not  disinclined  tu  mutiny  in  mass :  but  continued  vigi- 
lance, rigorous  method,  what  we  call '  the  eye  of  the  master,*  work 
wonders.  The  clear-beaming  eyesight  of  Abbot  Samson,  sted- 
fast,  severe,  all-penetrating, — it  is  like  Fiat  lux  in  that  inorganic 
waste  whirlpool ;  penetrates  gradually  to  all  nooks,  and  of  the 
chaos  makes  a  kosnws  or  ordered  world  ! 

He  arranges  everywhere,  struggles  unweariedly  to  arrange,  and 
place  on  some  intelligible  footing,  the  *  affairs  and  dues,  res  ac 
rtMUiis,^  of  his  dominion.  The  Lakcnheath  eels  cease  to  breed 
squabbles  between  human  beings  ;  tlic  penny  of  reap-silirr  to  ex- 
plode into  the  streets  the  Female  Chartism  of  St.  Edniundsbury. 
These  and  innumerable  greater  things.  Wheresoever  DL^order 
may  stand  or  lie.  let  it  have  a  care ;  here  is  the  man  that  has  de- 
clared war  with  it,  that  never  will  make  peace  with  it.     Man  is 
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^.e  )Ii5«ionarj  of  Order ;  lie  is  the  servant  not  of  the  Devil  and 
'  oj^'?.  but' of  God  and  the  Universe!  Lot  all  sluggards  and 
3  «:u-tlj<.  remiiis,  false-spoken,  unjust,  and  otherwise  diabolic  per- 
•i'ii«  Lave  a  care :  this  is  a  dangerous  man  for  them.  He  has  a 
^:.'i  ;rrave  face :  a  thoughtful  sternness,  a  sorrowful  pity :  but 
.^re  ii  a  terrible  flash  of  auger  in  him  too ;  lazy  monks  often 
uTr  to  murmur, ''  &fri7  vt  lupus,  lie  rages  like  a  wolf;  was  not 
ir  I>ri*am  true !"  ^  To  repress  and  hold-in  such  sudden  anger 
.  T&s  continually  careful,'  and  succeeded  well : — right,  Samson ; 
:.:>;  it  may  become  in  thee  as  noble  central  heat,  fruitful,  strong, 

•  Lvficout :  not  blaze  out,  or  the  seldomest  possible  blaze  out,  as 
vofUrful  vulcauoism  to  scorch  and  consume  ! 

-  We  must  first  creep,  and  gradually  learn  to  walk,"  had  Ab- 
*"t  Samson  s«aid  of  himself,  at  starting.  In  four  years  he  has 
''t-«me  a  gn^at  walker ;  striding  prosperously  along ;  driWng 
.:. i-h  >ii-fnre  him.  In  less  than  four  years,  says  Jocolin.  the  Con- 
'■'..:  !>•  V't.-*  Were  all  liquidated  :  the  harp}'  Jews  in>t  only  scttk'd 

•  *!:.  but  Viiini^hed.  bag  and  bapgagi*.  out  i>f  the  Binnnlrum  (Lib- 
-:•:-.  li'i'i/U-'f' )  uf  St  Kdmundsbury. — su  lias  the  Ki»«r's  Majesty 
••:.  |*T*uadt»d  to  permit.     Farewell  to  ///*//.  at  any  rato  :  lot  us, 

'■•  ••xtrfTuity.  apply  again  to  you!     ArnuMl  ineii  march  tliem 

•r  \hr  >Kirders,  dismiss  them  under  stern  penalties. — senttMice 
'■\'-<-Tiiiininicatit>n  on  all  that  shall  again  harbour  them  here: 
"r.-  w»Ti'  many  dry  eyes  at  their  departure. 

N-  w  lifi:  enters  ev«*rywhero.  springs  up  })enefieont.  the  Ineubus 
•I»-*'t  iiuoe  mlled  awav      Samson  hastes  not:  but  neither  due.s 

'  ii".-  T««  re>t.  Tiri>  nf  tlu*  Fiiianei*  is  alif«'  l«niir  ]»M>iiu>s  with 
.f'"'-'  Hti's  aneeih»te«<  are  tilled  ti»  wearin»'>s  with  it.      As  in- 

■  '.  •'■  J«M-»;liii  it  was  «»f  very  primary  interest. 

11  r  wl-  have  t«»  reeord  alsn.  with  a  lively  satistaction.  that 
•'  -•  :»1  rubbish  is  as  little  tolerated  in  Saiu.'«nns  Mnmistery  as 
:  !'t::i1  With  due  rigour.  Willelmu'*  Saerista.  an«l  his  bibations 
v.i  "...•//.■  are.  at  the  earliest  opportunity,  softly,  yet  irrevoea- 
•  '  I 'It  an  eud  to.  The  bibations,  nanielv.  had  toeuil:  even  the 
■•■-ii-iiiii:  where  thev  u.«ed  to  }>e  earried  on  was  razi'«l  from  the  s»iil 

f  >t  Kilnjuiidslfury.  and  '  on  its  plaeo  jrrow  n»ws  of  beans  ^^  il- 
i«lma-  himself,  deposed  from  tjie  Sacristy  and  all  uflices.  retires 
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into  obseority,  into  absolute  tacitnmitj  unbroken  tbenoeforth  to 
thiB  hour.  Whether  the  poor  WiUelmna  did  not  still,  bj  secret 
chumels^  ooemsionally  get  some  slight  wetting  of  Tinons  or  alco- 
holic liquor, — ^now  grown,  in  a  manner,  indispensable  to  the  poor 
man  ?  Jooelin  hints  not ;  one  knows  not  how  to  hope,  what  to 
hope !  But  if  he  did,  it  was  in  silence  and  darkness;  with  an 
ever-present  feeling  that  teetotalism  was  his  only  tme  ooorse. 
Dmnken  dissolute  Monks  are  a  class  of  persons  who  had  better 
keep  out  of  Abbot  Samson's  way.  &tvii  ui  lujnu  ;.  was  not  the 
Dream  true !  murmured  mapy  a  Monk.  Nay,  Ranulf  de  Glan* 
ville,  Justiciary  in  Chief,  took  umbrage  at  him,  seeing  these  strict 
ways ;  and  watched  fiurther  with  suspicion :  but  diaeemed  gradu- 
ally that  there  was  nothing  wrong,  that  there  was  much  the  oppo- 
ute  of  wrong. 


THl  ABBOra  WAYS. 


CHAPTER   ZI. 


TBB  jabot's  WATS. 


fl—tiT  SunoN  ilmndno  sxteaoidinarr  &T(mr  to  tin  Hcoks 
who  bd  bMB  hii  bmOkn  of  old ;  did  not  ftomAu  Hum  to  of- 
!■% — MM  MMri  tfsNM,  vnleM  Umj  ohanoad  to  b«  ftt  man  1 ' 
Vhinaa  grwt  dinantait  among  eertaiu  of  thow,  who  had  oon- 
tr3»tod  to  Bah*  him  Abbot:  raivoaehoi,  open  and  seorat,  of  hia 
b«Bg  'nsgnUAil,  hard-tempond,  onaodal,  a  Norfolk  barraicr 


Indaed,  aneept  it  wen  fcr  idtmii,  'it  men,'  in  all  kinda,  it  waa 
hard  to  aaj  for  whom  Abbot  Samaon  had  moeh  bvonr.  Ha  lored 
hia  kindrad  well,  and  tenderlj  enoogh  a<toowledged  tha  poor  part 
of  thorn ;  with  the  rich  part,  who  in  old  dajs  had  nerer  aeknow- 
lidgad  him,  he  totaUj  nfkued  to  hare  anj  boatneaa.  Bnt  eren 
the  former  he  did  not  promote  into  oIEom  ;  inding  none  of  them 
iimii  '  Borne  whom  he  thon^t  auitoble  he  pnt  into  eitnationa 
•  iahiaownhMMh^dd,  or  made  kaaporaof  hiaooontryplaoea:  if 
*thaj  behaved  ill,  he  diamiaaed  them  mthoat  hope  of  return.' 
In  Ua  prowotiotn,  naj  almoat  in  hia  benoflta,  jon  would  hare  aaid 
(beta  waa  a  eertain  impartially.  ■  The  official  peraon  who  bad, 
-  *bj  Abbot  Hngo'i  order,  pnt  the  fottera  on  him  at  hia  retnm 
'froto  Itify,  waa  now  ini^orted  with  food  and  elothea  to  tim  end 
'of  Ua  daja  at  Abbot  SMnaoa'a  exponae.' 

Tet  he  did  not  forget  benefita ;  for  the  rereiae,  when  an  op- 
portnni^  oecnnod  of  paTing  them  at  hia  own  eoat  How  pay 
ihem  at  the  pnblio  coat ; — how,  above  all,  b;  teUmg  fin  to  the 
pablie,  aa  m  aaid ;  alapinng  '  oonfligntioiia'  on  the  pablie,  which 
the  aarrieea  of  Mookheada,  wnt-wfoan,  intrinnoally  are  t  He  was 
right  willing  to  remember  friendi,  when  it  eonld  be  done.  Take 
thaee  jt—*™—  :  '  a  oertain  chapbun  who  had  maintaiaad  him  at 
'tta  B^oob  f£  Faria  hr  the  Hie  of  holj  water,  fma*  mqam  taw 
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dicta ; — to  this  good  chaplain  he  did  give  a  vicarage,  adequate 
to  the  comfortable  sustenance  of  him.'  '  The  Son  of  Elias,  too, 
that  is,  of  old  Abbot  Hugo's  Cupbearer,  coming  to  do  homage 
for  his  Father's  land,  our  Lord  Abbot  said  to  him  in  full  coiirt  * 
''  I  have,  for  these  seven  years,  put  off  taking  thy  homage  for  the 
land  which  Abbot  Hugo  gave  thy  Father,  because  that  gift  was 
to  the  damage  of  Elmswell,  and  a  questionable  one  :  but  now  I 
must  profess  myself  overcome ;  mindfal  of  the  kindness  thy 
Father  did  me  when  I  was  in  bonds  ;  because  ho  sent  me  a  cup 
of  the  very  wine  his  master  had  been  drinking,  and  bade  me  be 
comforted  in  God." ' 

'  To  Magister  Walter,  son  of  Master  William  de  Dice,  who 
wanted  the  vicarage  of  Chevington,  he  answered  :  ^  Thy  Father 
was  Master  of  the  Schools ;  and  when  I  was  an  indigent  derieiUj 
he  granted  me  freely  and  in  charity  an  entrance  to  his  School, 
and  opportunity  of  learning  ;  wherefore  I  now,  for  the  Rake  ef 
God,  grant  to  thee  what  thou  askest." '  Or  lastly,  take  this 
good  instance, — and  a  glimpse,  along  with  it,  into  long-obsolete 
times :  '  Two  M'dites  of  Risby,  Willelm  and  Norman,  being  ad- 

*  judged  in  Court  to  come  under  his  mercy,  in  misrrirordia  rjus,* 
for  a  certain  very  considerable  fine  of  twenty  shillings,  *  he  thus 

*  addressed  them  publicly  on  the  spot :  "  When  I  was  a  Cloister- 
'  monk,  I  was  once  sent  to  Durham  on  business  of  our  Church ; 
'  and  coming  home  again,  the  dark  night  caught  me  at  Risby,  and 

*  I  had  to  beg  a  lodging  there.  I  went  to  Dominus  Norman's, 
*and  he  gave  me  a  flat  refusal.     Going  then  to  Dominus  Wil- 

*  Iclm's,  and  begging  hospitality,  I  was  by  him  honourably  re- 
*ceived.  The  twenty  shillings  therefore  of  mercy^  I,  without 
'  mercy,  will  exact  from  Dominus  Norman  ;  to  Dominus  Willelm, 

*  on  the  otlier  hand,  I,  with  thanks,  will  wholly  remit  the  said 
*sum."'  Men  know  not  always  to  whom  they  refuse  lodgings ; 
men  have  lodged  Angels  unawares ! — 

It  is  clear  Abbot  Samson  had  a  talent ;  he  had  learned  to  judge 
better  than  Lawyers,  to  manage  better  than  bred  Bailiffs : — a 
talent  shining  out  indisputable,  on  whatever  side  you  took  him. 

*  An  eloquent  man  ho  was,'  says  Jocelin,  *  both  in  French  and 
*•  Latin  ;  but  intent  more  on  the  substance  and  method  of  what 
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'vtf  to  be  said,  than  on  the  ornamental  way  of  saying  it.  He 
*coaId  read  Engliflli  Manuscripts  very  elegantly,  eleganiissimc : 
'be  was  wont  to  preach  to  the  people  in  the  English  tongne, 
*tii'.>i2|rh  according  t^  the  dialect  of  Norfolk,  where  he  had  been 
-iTi^ught  up :  wherefore  indeed  he  liad  caused  a  Pulpit  to  be 
'erected  in  our  Church  both  for  ornament  of  the  same,  and  for 

*  ih«  QM  of  his  audiences.'  There  preached  he,  according  to  the 
dialect  of  Norfolk  :  a  man  worth  going  to  hear. 

That  be  was  a  just  clear-hearted  man,  this,  as  the  basis  of  all 
tine  talent,  is  pres^upposed.  How  can  a  man,  without  clear  vision 
Li  hi?  heart  firj>t  of  all,  have  any  clear  vision  in  the  head  ?  It  is 
zm^iO^ible !  Abbot  Samson  was  one  of  the  justcst  of  judges ;  in- 
sisted on  UBdcrstandiug  the  case  to  tlio  bottom,  and  then  swiftly 
cttided  without  feud  or  favour.  For  which  rca.son,  indeed,  the 
DomiiiU^  Kex.  t^carching  for  such  men,  as  for  hidden  treasure  and 
Lealing  to  his  distressed  realm,  had  made  him  one  of  the  new 
Itiutrrant  Judges, — such  as  continue  to  this  day.  "  My  curse  ou 
tiit  Al'bntV  cuurt."  a  suitor  was  heard  imprecating,  ^'  Malnluia 
ri:  'J rot  i<ims  Ahtnitix,  wliere  neither  gold  nor  silver  can  help  mo 
I"  <»iifiMind  my  enemy!''  And  old  triend.«hip8  and  all  connex- 
!-r:9  f'jrgottcn.  when  you  go  to  seek  an  office  from  him!  "A 
£:.ile«i>  U-jn,"'  as  the  ^^coteh  said  of  Cromwell's  new  judges, — in- 
Xr'A  on  mere  imiifferunt  fair-play ! 

El'-h^cencc  in  three  languages  is  good  ;  but  it  is  not  the  best. 
To  u?",  SLi  already  hinted,  the  Lord  Abbot's  eloijuence  is  less  ad- 
tiinMe  than  liis  iMelo4|Ucnce.  his  great  invaluable  '  talent  of  si- 
i-L'f  '      •  "  Ih:us,  Deus^'  said  the  Lord  Abbot  to  me  once,  when 

•  ir  h.  ard  the  Convent  wore  murmuring  at  some  act  of  his,  "  I 
-a'.».  luucli  need  to  rcmumljcr  that  Dream  they  had  of  me,  tliat 
I  w.is  ti>  ra^re  among  them  like  a  wolf  Above  all  earthly  things 
I  lr>  :id  their  driving  me  to  do  it.  How  mucli  do  I  hold  in,  and 
vi::k  :it  :  raging  and  shuddering  in  my  own  secret  mind,  and 
:.  ■  --utwardly  at  all!'     He  wtmld  })oast  to  me  at  other  times : 

-    TIA*  and  that  I  have  seen,  this  and  that  I  liavc  heard  ;  yet 

■f  jtii.ntly  r*t<Ktd  it.'     He  had  this  way.  too,  which  I  liave  never 

^t'U  in  any  other  man,  tliat  he  affectionately  l«)ved  many  i>er- 

-■n*'  i*^  wlioui  he  never  or  hardly  ever  slu^wod  a  countenance  of 

k-vt;      iJnce  on  my  venturing  to  expostulate  with  him  on  the 
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'  sabjeot,  he  reminded  me  of  Solomon :  ^  Many  sons  I  haTe ;  it 
'  is  not  fit  that  I  should  smile  on  them.*'  He  would  aoffor  fiuilts, 
'  damage  from  his  servants,  and  know  what  he  suffered,  mud  not 

<  speak  of  it ;  but  I  think  the  reason  was,  he  waited  a  good  time 

<  for  speaking  of  it,  and  in  a  wise  way  amending  it.  He  inti- 
'  mated,  openly  in  chapter  to  us  all,  that  he  would  hare  no  eares- 
'  dropping :  '^  Let  none,''  said  he,  ^  come  to  me  secretly  accusing 
^another,  unless  he  will  publicly  stand  to  the  same ;  if  he  come 
^  otherwise,  I  will  openly  prockim  the  name  of  him.  I  wish,  too, 
'  that  every  Monk  of  you  have  free  access  to  me,  to  speak  of  your 
'  needs  or  grievances  when  you  will.'' ' 

The  kinds  of  people  Abbot  Samson  liked  worst  were  these 
three  :  '  Mendaces^  ebriosi,  verbasij  Liars,  drunkards,  and  wordy  or 
windy  persons  ;' — not  good  kinds,  any  of  them !  He  also  muck 
condemned  ^  persons  given  to  murmur  at  their  meat  or  drink, 
especially  Monks  of  that  disposition.'  We  remark,  from  the  very 
first,  his  strict  anxious  order  to  his  servants  to  provide  hand- 
somely for  hospitality,  to  guard  *  above  all  things  that  there  be 
'  no  shabbiness  in  the  matter  of  meat  and  drink ;  no  look  of  mean 
'  parsimony,  in  rumtate  mea,  at  the  beginning  of  my  Abbotahip ;' 
and  to  the  last  he  maintains  a  due  opulence  of  table  and  equip- 
ment for  others :  but  he  is  himself  in  the  highest  degree  indiffer 
ent  to  all  such  things. 

'  Sweet  milk,  honey,  and  other  naturally  sweet  kinds  of  food. 
'  were  what  he  preferred  to  eat :  but  he  had  this  virtue,'  says 
Jocelin,  '  he  never  changed  the  dish  (ferculum)  you  set  before 
*'  him,  be  what  it  might.  Once  when  I,  still  a  novice,  happened 
^  to  be  waiting  table  in  the  refectory,  it  came  into  my  head,'  (rogue 
that  I  was !)  ^  to  try  if  this  were  true ;  and  I  thought  I  would 
'  place  before  him  tkferculum  that  would  have  displeased  any  other 
*•  person,  the  very  platter  being  black  and  broken.  But  he,  see 
'  ing  it,  was  as  one  that  saw  it  not :  and  now  some  little  delay 
^  taking  place,  my  heart  smote  me  that  I  had  done  this ;  and  so, 
'  snatching  up  the  platter  (disau)^  I  changed  both  it  and  its  oontents 
*•  for  a  better,  and  put  down  that  instead ;  which  emendation  be 

<  was  angry  at,  and  rebuked  ma  for,' — the  stoical  monastic  man  1 
'  For  the  first  seven  years  he  had  commonly  four  sorts  of  dishes 
<on  his  table ;  afterwards  only  three, ezo^t  it  might  be  presents. 


THE  ABBOT'S  WAYS  97 


*«r  Teniflon  from  his  own  parks,  or  fishes  from  his  ponds.  And 
'K  al  any  time,  be  had  guests  living  in  his  honse  at  the  request 

*  of  some  great  person,  or  of  some  friend,  or  had  public  messcn- 
'lers,  or  bad  harpers  {cUkarados),  or  any  one  of  that  sort,  he 
'  took  the  first  opportunity  of  shifting  to  another  of  his  Manor- 
'  kouses.  and  so  got  rid  of  such  superfluous  individuals,'* — ^very 
prudently,  I  think. 

A5  to  bis  parki»,  of  thei<e,  in  the  general  repair  of  buildings, 
peneral  improvement  and  adornment  of  the  St.  Edmund  Domains, 

•  he  had  laid  out  several,  and  stocked  them  with  animals,  retain- 
-  ihg  a  proper  huntsman  with  hounds  :  and,  if  any  guest  of  great 
-qulity  were  there,  our  Lord  Abbot  with  his  monks  would  sit 
'  ID  some  opening  of  the  woods,  and  see  the  dogs  run ;  but  he 
'kimself  never  meddled  with  hunting,  that  I  saw.'f 

'In  an  opening  of  the  woods  ;' — for  the  country  was  still  dark 
vith  wood  in  those  days  ;  and  Scotland  itself  still  rustled  shaggy 
ud  leafy,  like  a  damp  black  American  Forest,  with  cleared  spots 
And  sj>aecs  here  and  there.  Dryasdust  advances  several  absurd 
Ljpijtheses  as  to  the  insensible  but  almost  total  disappearance  of 
tLt!<e  woods  ;  the  thick  wreck  of  wliich  now  lies  as  peat,  somc- 
liase^  with  huge  heart-of-oak  timber  logs  imbedded  in  it,  on  many 
:i  Lfight  and  hollow.  The  simplest  reason  doubtless  is,  that  by 
iacrease  of  husbandry,  there  was  increase  of  cattle ;  increase  of 
LuLeer  for  green  spring  food ;  and  so,  more  and  more,  the  new 
Wrdling.*  got  yearly  eaten  out  in  April ;  and  the  old  trees,  hav- 
tLZ  only  a  certain  length  of  life  in  them,  died  gradually,  no  man 
Ltreding  it  and  disappeared  into  peat. 

A  fi^jrrowful  waste  of  noble  wood  and  umbrage  !  Yes, — but  a 
Trry  common  one  ;  the  course  of  most  things  in  this  world. 
M>nachi«m  itself,  so  rich  and  fruitful  once,  is  now  all  rotted  into 
;-  if ;  lies  sleek  and  buried, — and  a  most  feeble  Ijog-grass  of 
IKIettauti.sm  all  the  crop  we  reap  from  it !  That  also  was  fright- 
ful wa-*te  ;  jKirhaps  among  the  saddest  our  England  ever  saw 
M'Ly  will  men  destroy  noble  Forests,  even  when  in  part  a  nui 
anoe.  in  ifuch  reckless  manner;  turning  loose  four-footed  cattlo 
and  Henry-the-Eighths  into  them!   The  fifth  part  of  our  Kuglish 

•  Jocelini  Chronica,  p.  31.  t  Ibid.,  p.  21 
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Boil,  Dryasdust  oomputes,  lay  oonseorated  to  ^spiritual  naea,' 
better  or  worse ;  solemnly  set  i^>art  to  foeter  ajMritual  growth 
and  culture  of  the  soul,  by  the  methodii  then  knowa :  and  now — 
it  too,  like  the  fbor-fifths,  fosters  i^^?  Qentle  shepher^.teO 
me  what  I 
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CHAPTER    XII. 


THE    ABBOT  S  ^KODBLES. 


\ 


The  troables  of  Abbot  Samson,  as  he  went  along  in  this 
ilMtemioo^.  reticent,  rigorous  way,  were  more  than  tongue  can 
U.11.  The  Abbot's  mitre  once  set  on  his  head  he  knew  rest  no 
3iore  r^Double,  double  toil  and  trouble  ;  that  is  the  life  of  all 
pTembts  that  really  govern  :  not  the  spoil  of  victory,  only  the 
fli^rious  toil  of  battle  can  be  theirs/l  Abbot  Samson  found  all 
D^a  more  or  less  headstrong,  irrational,  prone  to  disorder ;  con-  ^- 
tinaallj  threatening  to  prone  w/igovernable. 

Hi<  lazy   Monks  gave  him  most  trouble.     *  My  heart  is  tor- 

■ir*-.].   said   ho.  *  till  we  get  out  of  debt,  cor  mntm  cruciatum  est? 

Y'  ar  heart,  indeed  ; — but  not  altogether  ours !     By  no  devisable 

i^thrnl,  or  none  of  three  or  four  that  he  devised,  could  Abbot 

''im^^n  get  these  Monks  of  his  to  keep  their  accounts  straight ; 

■31  always,  do  as  he  might,  the  Cellerarius  at  the  end  of  tlie 

■•rni  id  in  a  coil,  in  a  flat  deficit, — verging  again  towards  debt 

<]  Jews.     The  Lord  Abbot  at  last  declares  sternly  he  will  keep 

ar  accounts  too  himself;  will  appoint  an  officer  of  his  own  to 

^Tf-  f'ur  Cellerarius  keep  them.     Murmurs  thereupon  among  us  : 

H';!-  the  like  ever  heard  ?     Our  Cellerarius  a  cipher ;  tlie  very 

Tuwn^folk  know  it:  subsannatio  et  d^risio  sunius.we  have  become 

1  laughingstock  to  mankind.      The  Norfolk  barrator  and  pal- 


) 


And  confiiider.  if  the  Abbot  found  such  difficulty  in  the  mere 
(i',.ri..mic  department,  how  much  in  more  complex  ones,  in  spirit- 
■:al  ones  perhaps !  He  wears  a  stern  calm  face ;  raging  and 
:!i"»*l:ing  ieeih,  fremens  Kudfrendcns^  many  times,  in  the  secret  of 
-;•  mind.  Withal,  however,  there  is  a  noble  slow  perseverance 
i'j  him  ;  a  strength  of  *  subdued  rage'  calculated  to  subdue  most 
Uiings :  always,  in  the  long-ran,  he  contrives  to  gain  his  point 
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Marmara  from  the  Monks,  meanwhile,  cannot  fiul ;  erer  deeper 
murmars,  new  gradges  accumulating.  At  one  time,  on  slight 
cause,  some  drop  making  the  cup  run  over,  they  burst  into  open 
jnutinj :  the  Cellarer  will  not  obey,  prefers  arrest  on  bread  and 
water  to  obeying ;  the  Monks  thereupon  strike  work ;  refuse  to 
do  the  regular  chanting  of  the  day,  at  least  the  younger  part  of 
them  with  loud  clamour  and  uproar  refuse : — Abbot  Samson  has 
withdrawn  to  another  residenoe,  acting  only  by  messengers :  the 
awful  report  circulates  through  St.  Edmundsbury  that  the  Abbot 
is  in  danger  of  being  murdered  by  the  Monks  with  their  knives  I 
How  wilt  thou  appease  this.  Abbot  Samson  l  Return ;  for  the 
Monastery  seems  near  catching  fire ! 

Abbot  Samson  returns ;  sits  in  his  Thalamus  or  inner  room, 
hurls  out  a  bolt  or  two  of  excommunication :  lo,  one  disobedient 
Monk  sits  in  limbo,  excommunicated,  with  foot-shackles  on  him, 
all  day ;  and  three  more  our  Abbot  has  gyved  ^  with  the  lesser 
sentence,  to  strike  fear  into  the  others !'  Let  the  others  think 
with  whom  they  have  to  do.  The  others  think ;  and  fear  enters 
into  them.  '  On  the  morrow  morning  we  decide  on  humbling 
'  ourselves  before  the  Abbot,  by  word  and  gesture,  in  order  to 
'  mitigate  his  mind.  And  so  accordingly  was  done.  He,  on  the 
'  other  side,  replying  with  much  humility,  yet  always  alleging  his 
'  own  justice  and  turning  the  blame  on  us,  when  he  saw  that  we 
^  were  conquered,  became  himself  conquered.  And  bursting  into 
'  tears,  perfusus  lachrytnisj  he  swore  that  he  had  never  grieved  so 
'  much  for  anything  in  the  world  as  for  this,  first  on  his  own  ao- 
'  count,  and  then  secondly  and  chiefly  for  the  public  scandal 
^  which  had  gone  abroad,  that  St.  Edmund's  Monks  were  going 
^  to  kill  their  Abbot.  And  when  he  had  narrated  how  he  went 
'  away  on  purpose  till  his  anger  should  cool,  repeating  this  word 
^  of  the  philosopher,  "  I  would  have  taken  vengeance  on  thee,  had 
^  not  I  been  angry,"  he  arose  weeping,  and  embraced  each  and  all 
^  of  us  with  the  kiss  of  peace.  He  wept ;  we  all  wept :  ** — what 
a  picture !  Behave  better,  ye  remiss  Monks,  and  thank  Heaven 
for  such  an  Abbot ;  or  know  at  least  that  ye  must  and  shall  obey 
him. 

*  Jocelini  Chronica,  p.  85. 
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Worn  down  in  this  manner,  with  incessant  toil  and  tribulation, 
Abbot  8amson  had  a  sore  time  of  it ;  his  grizzled  hair  and  board 
^w  daily  greyer.     Those  Jews,  in  the  first  four  years,  had 

-  riaibly  emaciated  him : '  Time,  Jews,  and  the  task  of  Governing, 
rill  make  a  man's  beard  very  grey !     ^  In  twelve  years,'  says  Jocc- 

-  lia.  our  Lord  Abbot  had  grown  wholly  white  as  snow,  toius  ejfficUur 
•M'jj  firyi  nix.^     White,  atop,  like  the  granite  mountains : — but 

Lis  clear  beaming  eyes  still  look  out,  in  their  stem  clearness,  in 
iheir  sorrow  and  pity;  the  heart  within  him  remains  uncon- 
^uered. 

Nay  sometimes  there  are  gleams  of  hilarity  too ;  little  snatches 
"rf  irDcoaragement  granted  even  to  a  Governor.     '  Ouce  my  Lord 

-  Abbot  and  I,  coming  down  from  London  through  the  Forest,  I 
inquired  of  an  old  woman  whom  we  came  up  to,  W^hose  wood 

*  ibis  was.  and  of  what  manor ;  who  the  master,  who  the  keeper  V 
—All  this  I  knew  very  well  beforehand,  and  my  Lord  Abbot  too, 
Btizv  that  I  was !  But  ^  the  old  woman  answered,  The  wood 
'Uloiiged  to  the  new  Ablj<jt  «>f  St.  Jldmuuds,  was  of  the  rnaimr 

'•f  Harlow,  and  the  keeper  of  it  was  one  Arnald.     How  did  ho 
'U-h^vc  tf»  the  people  uf  the  manor  I  I  asjked  farther.     She  an- 
swered that   he  used  to  be  a  devil  incarnate,  (lamon  rivva,  an 
t::cmv  of  G«id.  and  flayer  of  the  peasants'  skins,' — skinning  them 
i.  live  Cfls.  as  the  manner  of  s<»nc  is:  •  but  that  now  he  droatU 
:hc'  new  Abbot,  knowing  him  to  be  a  wise  and  sharp  man.  and 
-.■  treats  the  people  reasonably,  trortat  homiiws  panfirv?    Wherrat 
t^ir  Lord  Aldxjt  f(i''tns  r.H  hilurii, — could  not  but  take  a  triunipliant 
iju?h  fi.ir  himself;    and  determines  to  leave  that  Ilarlow  manor 
^i:t  un meddled  with,  for  a  while.* 

A  brave  man.  strenuously  fighting,  fails  not  of  a  little  triumph. 
:■  w  anil  then,  to  keep  him  in  heart.     Everywhere  we  try  at  least 

•  ;:ive  the  adversary  as  good  as  he  brings :  and,  with  swift  foreo 
.r  *1'jw  watrhful  mana»uvre,  extinguish  this  and  the  other  .^-ole- 
'>Tfi.  U'ave  one  .s«jleeisni  less  in  Gods  (^reation ;  and  sn  ;;mv' / 
»  :!i  -lur  battle.  n«tt  slacken  or  surrender  in  it!  The  Fifty  feu«l:il 
Kr.iL'ht-i.  fi»r  example,  wore  of  unjust  greedy  temper,  and  cheated 
^-.  in  thf  Installatinn  dav.  of  ten  knii:ht'sfees; — but  they  know 
L  iw  whtiher  that  has  profited  them  aught,  and  I  Joeelin  know. 

*  Juccliiii  Chronica,  p.  'J4 


Out  Lord  Abbot  (or  tha  mommt  bad  to  andim  it,  utd  mj  nb- 

thing ;  bnt  he  mtohed  his  time. 

Iiook  alao  how  mj  Lord  of  Glue,  oomtng  to  oUm  bk  MidB* 
'debt' in  tbe  Oonrt  at  Witbun,  witb  bwona  and  ^ipantoi^  gate 
%  BowUnd  for  his  Oliver  I  Jooelin  duU  report:  'The  Bui, 
'  crowded  ro^d  {amstipaiui)  witii  many  twrom  and  maa  at  am% 

<  Earl  Alberio  and  oAere  Btimding  by  him,  nid,  "  Tbat  hia  bai- 

■  liffB  had  pven  bim  to  nndaratand  liiay  were  wont  annually  to 

■  reoeive  for  Ub  behoof  from  tbe  Hundred  of  Siaebridge  asd  tha 
'  baili&  thereof  tbe  Bom  of  five  shillingi,  which  nun  waa  n^-iK- 
'jnatlyheld  back;"  and  he  alleged  &rtber  tliat  Us  pndsaeaaon 

■  had  been  infeft,  at  tbe  Gonqneet,  in  the  landa  of  Alfrio  bob  of 

■  Wisgar,  who  waa  Lord  of  that  Hundred,  aa  may  ba  read  ]• 
'  Domesday  Book  by  all  pertons. — The  Abbot,  refieeling  toe  a 
'  moment,  without  stirring  from  his  place,  made  uiawer :  ''  A 
'wonderM  deficit,  my  Lord  Earl,  thia  tiiat  thon  meatioBertl 
'  King  Edward  gave  to  St.  Edmund  tbat  entire  Hundred,  and' 
'  confirmed  the  same  with  his  Charter ;  nor  a  there  any  mention 

'  there  of  those  five  shillings.  It  will  behove  thee  to  say,  for 
'  what  Horvice,  or  on  what  ground,  thou  exactest  those  five  ahil- 

<  lings."  Whereupon  tbe  Earl,  consulting  witb  bis  followers, 
'  replied,  That  he  had  to  carry  the  Banner  of  St  Edmnnd  in 
'  war-time,  and  for  this  duty  the  five  shillings  were  bt>.  To 
'  which  tbe  Abbot :  "  Cortainly,  it  seems  inglorious,  if  bo  great  a 
'  man,  Earl  of  Olare  no  less,  receive  so  small  a  gift  for  eoch  a 
'  service.  To  the  Abbot  of  St,  Edmund's  it  is  no  unbearable 
'  burden  to  give  five  ahillings.  Bnt  Boger  Earl  Bigot  holds  him- 
'  self  duly  seised,  and  asserts  that  he  by  such  seisin  baa  the  office 
'  of  carrying  St.  Edmund's  Banner ;  and  he  did  carry  it  when 
'  the  Earl  of  Leicester  and  hia  Flemings  were  beaton  at  Fomham. 
'  Thou  again  Thomas  de  Mendham  says  that  the  right  is  his. 
'  When  you  have  made  out  with  one  another,  that  this  right  is 
'  thine,  come  then  and  claim  the  five  shillings,  and  I  will  promptly 
'  pay  them  I "     Whereupon  the  Earl  sud,  He  would  speak  with 

■  the  Earl  Boger  his  reUtive ;  and  so  the  matter  repU  dHaiioiuM,' 
and  lies  undecided  to  the  end  of  the  world.  Abbot  Samson  an- 
Bwors  by  word  or  act,  in  this  or  the  like  pregnant  manner,  having 
jUBdoo  on  hia  aide,  innnmerablfl  peraona :  Pope's  Legates,  King*! 
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Tuooonte,  Canterbury  Archbishops,  CeUarers,  SochemantU; — and 
leaves  many  a  solecism  extinguished. 

On  the  whole,  however,  it  is  and  remains  sore  work.  ^  One 
'  time,  during  my  chaplaincy,  I  ventured  to  sajr  to  him :  "  Dominc, 
^  I  heard  thee,  this  night  after  matins,  wakeful,  and  sighing 
^  deeply,  ralde  suspirantem,  contrary  to  the  usual  wont."     Ho  an- 

*  swered :  *•  No  wonder.  Thou,  son  Jocelin,  sharest  in  my  good 
'  things,  in  food  and  drink,  in  riding  and  such  like ;  but  thou  lit- 
^  tie  thinkest  concerning  the  management  of  House  and  Family, 
'  the  various  and  arduous  businesses  of  the  Pastoral  Care,  which 
^  haraas  me,  and  make  my  soul  to  sigh  and  be  anxious."  Whereto 
^  I,  lilting  up  my  hands  to  Heaven :  ^  From  such  anxiety,  Omni- 
'  potent  3Ierciful  Lord  deliver  me !" — I  have  heard  the  Abbot 
'  say,  If  he  had  been  as  he  was  before  he  became  a  Monk,  and 
'eoold  have  anywhere  got  five  or  six  marcs  of  income,'  some 
three  pound  ten  of  yearly  revenue,  ^  whereby  to  support  himself 
^  in  the  Bchools,  he  would  never  have  been  Monk  nor  Abbot. 
*'  Another  time  he  said  with  an  oath,  If  he  had  known  what  a 
<  bnnnesB  it  was  to  govern  the  Abbey,  he  would  rather  have  been 
'  Almoner,  how  much  rather  Keeper  of  the  Books,  than  Abbot 
'  and  Lord.     That  latter  office  he  said  he  had  always  longed  for, 

*  beyond  any  other.  Quis  talia  credtrd^  concludes  Jocelin,  ^  Who 
*ean  believe  such  things  ?" 

Three  pound  ten,  and  a  life  of  Literature,  especially  of  quiet 
Literature,  without  copyright,  or  world-celebrity  of  literary- 
gaiettes, — ^yes,  thou  bravo  Abbot  Samson,  for  tli3'self  it  had  been 
better,  easier,  perhaps  also  nobler !  But  then,  for  thy  disobe- 
dient Monks,  unjust  Viscounts ;  for  a  Domain  of  St.  Edmund 
overgrown  with  Solecisms,  human  and  other,  it  had  not  been  ho 
well  Nay  neither  could  thy  Literature,  never  so  quiet,  have 
been  easy.  Literature,  when  noble,  Is  not  easy  ;  but  only  when 
ignoUe.  Literature  too  is  a  quarrel,  and  internecine  duel,  with 
the  whole  World  of  Darkness  that  lies  without  one  and  within 
one ; — ^rather  a  hard  fight  at  times,  even  with  the  three  pound 
ten  tecure.  Thou,  there  where  thou  art,  wrestle  and  duel  along. 
dieei  fully  to  the  end ;  and  make  no  remarks ! 
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CHAPTER    XIII. 


IN   PARLIAMENT. 


Of  Abbot  Samson's  pablic  business  we  say  little,  tlioiigfa  that 
also  wai  great  He  had  to  jadge  the  people  as  Justice  Errant, 
to  decide  in  weighty  arbitrations  and  pablic  controversies;  to 
equip  his  milUes,  send  them  duly  in  war-time  to  the  King ; — 
strive  every  way  that  the  Commonweal,  in  his  quarter  of  it,  take 
no  damage. 

Once,  in  the  confused  days  of  Lackland's  usurpation,  while 
Coeur-de-Lion  was  away,  our  brave  Abbot  took  helmet  himself, 
having  first  excommunicated  all  that  should  £[ivour  Lackland ; 
and  led  his  men  in  person  to  the  siege  of  IVtndleshora,  what  we 
now  call  Windsor :  where  Lackland  had  entrenched  himsell  the 
centre  of  infinite  confusions ;  some  Reform  Bill,  then  as  now, 
being  greatly  needed.  There  did  Abbot  Samson  '  fight  the  bat- 
tle of  reform,' — with  other  ammunition,  one  hopes,  than  '  tremen- 
dous cheering'  and  such  like !     For  these  things  he  was  caUed 

*  the  magnanimous  Abbot.' 

He  also  attended  duly  in  his  place  in  Parliament  de  arditis 
rcffm;  attended  especially,  as  in  ardvissimo,  when  *the  news 
reached  London  that  King  Richard  was  a  captive  in  Germany.' 
Here  *  while  all  the  l>arons  sat  to  consult,'  and  many  of  them 
looked  blank  enough,  *  the  Abbot  started  forth,  prosUllt  coram  am- 

*  nibu^,  in  Ins  place  in  Parliament,  and  said,  that  he  was  ready  to 

*  go  and  seek  his  Lord  the  King,  either  clandestinely  by  subter- 

*  fuge  (in  tapinagio),  or  by  any  other  method ;  and  search  till  he 

*  found  him,  and  got  certain  notice  of  him  ;  he  for  one !  By  which 
'  word,'  says  Jocelin,  *  he  acquired  great  praise  for  himself' — ^un- 
feigned commendation  from  the  Able  Editors  of  that  age. 

By  which  word  : — and  also  by  which  detd :  for  the  Abbot  ac- 
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tn&Uy  went '  with  rich  gifts  to  the  King  in  Germany  ;'*  Usurper 
Lackland  being  first  rooted  out  from  Windsor,  and  the  Eling's 
ptraoe  somewhat  settled. 

A  9  to  these  '  rich  gifts,'  however,  we  have  to  note  one  thing : 
In  all  England,  as  appeared  to  the  Collective  Wisdom,  there  was 
ii<>t  like  to  be  treasure  enough  for  ransoming  King  Richard  ;  in 
vLich  extremity  certain  Lords  of  the  Treasury,  Justiciarii  ad 
Sarrarium^  suggested  that  St.  Edmund's  Shrine,  covered  with 
thick  gold  was  still  untouched.  Could  not  it,  in  this  extremity, 
be  peeled  off,  at  least  in  part ;  under  condition,  of  course,  of  its 
being  replaced,  when  times  mended?  The  Abbot,  starting 
plumb  up,  se  erigens,  answered :  ^'  Know  ye  for  certain,  that  I 
will  in  no  wise  do  this  thing ;  nor  is  there  any  man  who  could 
force  me  to  consent  thereto.  But  I  will  open  the  doors  of  the 
Ckorch  :  Let  him  that  likes  enter ;  let  him  that  dares  come  for- 
ward !'  Emphatic  words,  which  created  a  sensation  round  the 
voolack.  For  the  Justiciaries  of  the  Scaccarium  answered, 
•with  oaths,  each  for  himself:  "  I  won't  come  forward,  for  my 
'share :  nor  will  I.  nor  I !  The  distant  and  absent  who  offended 
him.  Saint  Edmund  has  been  known  to  punish  fearfully  ;  much 
'more  will  he  those  close  by,  who  lay  violent  hands  on  his  coat, 
'uid  would  strip  it  off!"  These  things  being  said,  the  Shrine 
'vas  not  meddled  with,  nor  any  ransom  levied  for  iff 

For  Lords  of  the  Treasury  have  in  all  times  their  impassable 
limita,  be  it  by  '  force  of  public  opinion*  or  otherwise ;  and  in 
tboso  days  a  Heavenly  Awe  overshadowed  and  encompassed,  as 
it  still  ought  and  must,  all  earthly  Business  whatsoever. 

•  Jocellni  Chronica,  pp.  39,  40.  t  Ihid.,  p.  71. 
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Of  St  Edmund's  feufnl  aTeiigemeiiti  haTe  they  not  the  r^ 
markablest  initanoe  ttill  before  their  ejea  1  He  that  will  go  to 
Readiog  Honasteij  may  flDd  there,  nov  tonsured  into  a  menmfid 
penitent  Monk,  the  once  proud  Henry  Earl  of  Essex ;  and  dii- 
oem  how  8t  Edmnnd  punishes  terribly,  yet  with  men^  I  TUi 
Narrative  is  too  significant  to  be  omitted  as  a  doenment  of  the 
Time,  Our  Iiord  Abbot,  once  on  a  vint  at  Beading,  heard  the 
particulara  from  Henry's  own  month ;  and  therenpon  charged 
one  of  liiB  njonka  to  write  it  down ; — as  accordingly  the  Monk 
has  done,  in  ambitious  rhetorical  Latin  ;  inser^ng  tha  same,  as 
episode,  among  Jocclin's  garmloua  IcaTes.  Kead  it  here  ;  with 
ancient  yet  with  modern  eyes. 

Henry  Earl  of  Essex,  standard-bearer  of  England,  had  high 
places  and  emoluments  ;  had  a.  haughty  high  soul,  yet  with  va- 
rious flaws,  or  rather  with  one  many-branched  flaw  and  erack, 
running  through  the  textnre  of  it.  For  example,  did  he  not 
treat  Gilbert  de  Cereville  in  the  most  shocking  manner  f  He 
cast  Gilbert  into  prison ;  and,  with  cbaius  and  slow  torments, 
wore  the  life  out  of  him  there.  And  Qilbert's  crime  was  under- 
stood to  he  only  that  of  innocent  Joseph  :  the  Lady  Essex  was  a 
Fotiphar's  Wife,  and  had  accused  poor  Gilbert  I  Other  cracks, 
and  branches  of  that  widespread  flaw  in  the  Standard-bearer's 
soul  we  could  point  out :  but  indeed  the  main  stem  and  trunk 
of  all  is  too  visible  in  this.  That  hs  had  no  right  reverence  for 
the  Heavenly  in  Man, — that  far  from  showing  due  reverence  to 
8l  Edmund,  he  did  not  even  shew  him  common  justice,  ^hile 
others  in  the  Eastern  Counties  were  adorning  and  enlarging 
with  rich  gifts  St.  Edmund's  resting-plaoe,  which  had  become  a 
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citv  of  refuge  for  many  things,  this  Earl  of  Essex  flatly  defrauded 
Lim.  hy  violence  or  quirk  of  law,  of  five  shillings  yearly,  and  con- 
verted said  sum  to  his  own  poor  uses  I  Nay,  in  another  case  of 
jation.  the  unjust  Standard-bearer,  for  his  own  profit,  assert- 


::.j  that  the  cause  belonged  not  to  St.  Edmund's  Court,  but  to 
<  in  Lai  land  Hundred, '  involved  us  in  travellings  and  innu- 
!ii<?rablu  expenses,  vexing  the  servants  of  St.  Edmund  for  a  long 
-  iTAf't  of  time.'  In  short,  he  is  without  reverence  for  the  Heav- 
'lW.  tbi-s  Standard-bearer;  reveres  only  the  Earthly,  Gold- 
-.^•ined  .  and  has  a  most  morbid  lamentable  flaw  in  the  texture 
<:  fiim      It  cannot  come  to  good. 

Awiirdiugly,  the  same  flaw,  or  St.-Vitus'  //>,  manifesto  itself 
rTi  Kmg  in  another  way.  In  the  year  1 1. 'w,  ho  went  with  his 
Standard  to  attend  King  Henr}',  our  blessed  Sovereign  (whom 
•■•'  saw  afterwards  at  Waltham).  in  his  War  with  the  Welsh.  A 
sjinewhat  disastrous  War  ;  in  which  while  King  Cenry  and  his 
f  roe  wfre  struggling  to  retreat  Partliian-like,  endless  clouds  of 
•:x:t<pi-nite(l  Wolsshnicn  hemming  them  in.  and  now  we  had  como 
?  •  ilj<'  •  ditlicult  pass  of  Coleshill,'  and  as  it  wore  to  the  nick  of 
l-'iructioii. — Henrv  P^arl  of  Essex  shriekH  out  on  a  sudden 
l;:i.li.*il  dtiubtlfss  by  his  inner  flaw,  or  *  evil  genius' as  some 
:.i:w'  it).  That  Kinp  Henry  is  killed.  That  all  is  lost, — and  flings 
•  iwii  hi.-s  Standard  to  shift  for  itself  there!  And,  certainly 
•;i«iu^h.  all  had  been  lost,  had  all  men  been  as  he ; — had  not 
I  rave  men.  without  such  miserable  jerking  tir-tlouloureux  iu  tho 
-' il-  'if  them,  come  dashing  up,  with  blazing  swords  and  looks, 
ar.l  assorted  That  nothing  was  lost  yet,  that  all  must  be  regained 
;.-T  Iu  this  manner  King  Henry  and  his  force  gt»t  safely  re- 
•r.:iu.l.  Parthian  like,  from  the  pass  of  Ct)leshill  and  the  Welsh 
'»V:ir  •  liut.  un«-i^  home  again.  Earl  Robert  do  Montfort.  a  kin.«- 
:  .iTi  fif  this  Standard-bearer's,  rises  up  in  the  Kin^''s  Assenil'y 
:  ir'lare  ojicnly  that  sueh  a  man  is  unfit  for  }>earing  English 
>:i:idard-'.  Ix'ing  in  fact  either  a  special  traitor,  or  somothing  al- 
'.:  -r  Wi«rs«\  a  coward  namely,  or  universal  traitor.  Wager  of 
Battle  in  conse.pienep :  solemn  Duel,  by  tlio  Kinirs  appoint- 
a.vTit.  -in  a  certain  Iisland  of  the  Thames-stream  at  Keading, 
fl;i^/   Kalingiif.   short  way   from    the    Abbey    there'     Kings, 

•  See  LytteUon B  Henry  11^  ii.  3«*i. 
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Peers,  and  an  immeDse  maltitade  of  people,  on  socli  sedfoldings 
and  heights  as  thej  can  come  at,  are  gathered  roond,  to  see  what 
issue  the  hosiness  will  take.  The  business  takes  this  had  issoa, 
in  our  Monk's  own  words  faithfallv  rendered : 

'  And  it  came  to  pass,  while  Robert  de  Montiort  thnndered  on 
him  manfully  (ririiiUr  intondsKi)  with  hard  and  frequent  strokes, 
and  a  raliant  beginning  promised  the  fruit  of  Tietory,  Henrj  of 
'  Essex,  rather  giring  way.  glanced  round  on  all  sides ;  and  lo,  at 
^  the  rim  of  the  horizon,  on  the  confines  of  the  River  and  land, 
^  he  discerned  the  glorious  King  and  Martyr  Edmund,  in  ahSumg 
'armour,  and  as  if  hoveriug  in  the  air:  looking  towards  him 
'with  severe  countenance,  noddiug  his  head  with  a  mien  and 
'  motion  of  austere  anger.  At  St.  Edmund's  hand  there  stood 
'  also  another  Knight.  Gilbert  de  Cereville,  whose  armour  was 
'  not  so  splendid,  whose  stature  was  less  gigantic  :  casting  venge- 
'  ful  looks  at  ^im.  This  he  seeing  with  his  eyes,  remembered 
^  that  old  crime  brings  new  shame.  And  now  wholly  desperate, 
'and  changing  reason  into  violence,  he  took  the  part  of  one 

*  blindly  attacking,  not  skilfully  defending.  Who  while  he  struck 
'  fiercely  was  more  fiercely  struck :  and  so,  in  short,  fell  down 

*  vanquished,  and  it  was  thought,  slain.  As  he  lay  there  for 
'  dead,  his  kinsmen.  Magnates  of  England,  besought  the  King, 
'  that  the  Monks  of  Reading  might  have  leave  to  bury  him 

'  However,  he  proved  not  to  be  dead,  but  got  well  again  among 

*  tliem ;  and  now,  with  recovered  health,  assuming  the  Regular 
'  Habit,  he  strove  to  wipe  out  the  stain  of  his  former  life,  to 
'  cleanse  the  long  week  of  his  dissolute  history  by  at  least  a  puri- 

*  fying  sabbath,  and  cultivate  the  studies  of  Virtue  into  fruits  of 

*  eternal  Felicity.** 

Thus  does  the  Conscience  of  man  project  itself  athwart  what- 
soever of  knowledge  or  surmise,  of  imagination,  understanding, 
faculty,  acquirement,  or  natural  disposition  he  has  in  him ;  and, 
like  light  through  coloured  glass,  paint  strange  pictures  '  on  the 
rim  of  the  horizon'  and  elsewhere !  Truly,  this  same  '  sense  of 
the  Infinite  nature  of  Duty'  is  the  central  part  of  all  with  us ;  a 
ray  as  of  Eternity  and  Immortality,  immured  in  dusky  many- 

♦  Jocelini  Chronica,  p.  r>2. 
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eokmred  Time,  and  its  deaths  and  births.  Your '  coloured  glass' 
Tines  so  much  from  century  to  century ; — and,  in  certain  money- 
Biking,  game-preserving  centuries,  it  gets  so  terribly  opaque  I 
XoC  a  Heaven  with  cherubim  surrounds  you  then,  but  a  kind  of 
TKint  leaden-coloured  Hell.  One  day  it  will  again  cease  to  be 
^^cque^  this  '  coloured  glass.'  Nay,  may  it  not  become  at  once 
tnaslacent  and  viicoloured  ?  Painting  no  Pictures  more  for  us, 
bat  only  the  everlasting  Asnre  itself?  That  will  be  a  right  glo- 
rious oonsummation ! — 

Saint  Edmund  from  the  horizon's  edge,  in  shining  armour, 
tbreateniiig  the  misdoer  in  his  hour  of  extreme  need :  it  is  beau- 
sifkL  it  ia  great  and  true.  So  old,  yet  so  modem,  actual ;  true 
m  for  every  one  of  us,  as  for  Henry  the  Earl  and  Monk !  A  . 
^pae  as  of  the  Deepest  in  Man's  Destiny,  which  is  the  same 
fcr  all  times  and  ages.  Yes,  Henry  my  brother,  there  in  thy 
extreme  need,  thy  soul  is  lamed ;  and  behold  thou  canst  not  so 
moch  as  fight !  For  Justice  and  Reverence  are  the  everlasting 
central  Law  of  this  Universe ;  and  to  forget  them,  and  have  all  • 
the  Universe  against  one,  God  and  one's  own  Self  for  enemies, 
ud  only  the  Devil  and  the  Dragons  for  friends,  is  not  that  a 
'launeness'  like  few?  That  some  shining  armed  St.  Edmund 
hang  minatory  on  thy  horixon,  that  infinite  sulphur-lakes  hang 
■inatory.  or  do  not  now  hang, — ^this  alters  no  whit  the  eternal 
&ct  of  the  thing.  I  say,  thy  soul  is  lamed,  and  the  God  and  all 
Godlike  in  it  marred :  lamed,  paralytic,  tending  towards  baleful 
eternal  death,  whether  thou  know  it  or  not; — nay  hadst  thou 
EeT«r  known  it,  that  surely  had  been  worst  of  all ! — 

Thus,  at  any  rate,  by  the  heavenly  Awe  that  overshadows 
^rthly  Business,  does  Samson,  readily  in  those  days,  save  St. 
Edmund  8  Shrine,  and  innumerable  still  more  precious  things. 
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CHAPTER   XV. 

PRACTICAL-DEVOTIONAL. 

Heue  indeed,  perhaps,  by  role  of  ftatagonismfl,  may  be  the 
place  to  mention  that,  after  King  Biohard's  retom,  there  was  a 
liberty  of  tourneying  given  to  the  fighting  men  of  England :  thai 
a  Tournament  was  proclaimed  in  the  Abbot'e  domain, '  between 
Thetford  and  8t  Edmundebury,' — perhape  in  the  Enaton  r^poo, 
on  Fakenham  Heights,  midway  between  Uiese  two  looalities :  tiMl 
it  was  pablicly  prohibited  by  our  Lord  Abbot ;  and  neverthelflM 
was  held  in  spite  of  him, — and  by  the  piarties,  as  would  seem, 
considered  '  a  gentle  and  free  passage  of  arms.' 

Nay,  next  year,  there  came  to  the  same  spot  four-and-twenty 
young  men,  sons  of  Nobles,  for  another  passage  of  arms ;  who, 
having  completed  the  same,  all  rode  into  St.  Edmundsbury  to 
lodge  for  the  night.  Here  is  modesty !  Our  Lord  Abbot,  being 
instructed  of  it,  ordered  the  Gates  to  be  closed ;  the  whole  party 
shut  in.  The  morrow  was  the  Vigil  of  the  Apostles  Peter  and 
Paul;  no  outgate  on  the  morrow.  Giving  their  promise  not  to 
depart  without  permission,  those  four-and-twenty  young  bloods 
dieted  all  that  day  {manducaveruni)  with  the  Lord  Abbot,  wait- 
ing for  trial  on  the  morrow.  <  But  after  dinner,' — ^mark  it,  pos- 
terity 1 — ^  the  Lord  Abbot  retiring  into  his  Thalamus,  they  all 
^  started  up,  and  began  carolling  and  singing  (car<^are  et  caiUare)  ; 

<  sending  into  the  Town  for  wine ;  drinking,  and  afterwards  howl- 

<  ing  (ululanies) ; — totally  depriving  the  Abbot  and  Convent  of 
'  their  afternoon's  nap ;  doing  all  this  in  derision  of  the  Lord 

<  Abbot,  and  spending  in  such  fashion  the  whole  day  till  evening, 
^nor  would  they  desist  at  the  Lord  Abbot's  order!  Night 
'  coming  on,  they  broke  the  bolts  of  the  Town-Gates,  and  went 
'off  by  violence!'*    Was  the  like  ever  heard  of?    The  royster- 

*  Jooelini  Chronioa,  p.  40. 
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<ms  joang  dogs  ;  carolling,  howling,  breaking  the  Lord  Abbot's 
el^p. — after  that  sinful  chivalry  cockfight  of  theirs  1  They  too 
\Tr  a  feature  of  distant  centories,  as  of  near  ones.  St.  Edmund 
-ii  the  edge  of  your  horizon,  or  whatever  else  there,  young  scamps, 
Vu  :he  dandy  state,  whether  cased  in  iron  or  in  whalebone,  begin 
:••  (.-aper  and  carol  on  the  green  Earth  I  Our  Lord  Abbot  ex- 
.•^roimuaicated  most  of  them;  and  they  gradually  came  in  for 
:ri»iitancc. 

Exct>mmunication  is  a  great  recipe  with  our  Lord  Abbot ;  the 
irevailing  purifier  in  those  ages.  Thus  when  the  Townsfolk  and 
M  inka'-mcuials  quarelled  once  at  the  Christmas  Mysteries  in 
Sc  Edmuud  8  ChurGh3'ard,  and  ^from  words  it  came  to  cufis,  and 
irMOi  cuffs  to  cuttings  i^nd  the  effusion  of  blood,' — our  Lord  Abbot 
rii>immunicatcs  sixty  of  the  rioters,  with  bell,  book  and  candle 
•i^rensis  candelis).  at  one  stroke.*  Whereupon  they  all  come 
s'ippliant.  indeed  nearly  naked,  ^  nothing  on  but  their  breeches, 
'  "-inino  nudi  prerier  frmoraiia,  and  prostrate  themselves  at  the 
'.'LurcL-do^^r.'     Figure  that! 

In  fact,  by  excommunication  or  persuasion,  by  impetuosity  of 
i.'iviug  or  adroitness  in  leading,  this  Abbot,  it  is  now  becoming 
T'Ltin  evfrywhere,  is  a  man  that  generally  remains  master  at  last. 
He  tempers  his  medicine  to  the  malady,  now  hot,  now  cool; 
irudoui  though  fiery,  an  eminently  practical  man.  Nay  somc- 
iiuxi-^  in  his  adroit  practice  there  are  swift  turns  almost  of  a  sur- 
:  r>iug  nature !  Once,  for  example,  it  chanced  that  Geoffrey 
?i:ii Jell  Bishop  of  Ely,  a  Prelate  rather  troublesome  to  our  Abbot, 
niai*-  a  rcMjuest  of  him  for  timber  from  his  woods  towards  certain 
-  iiticvs  going  on  at  Glemsford.  The  Abbot,  a  groat  builder  him- 
— it",  di^ilikod  the  re«pc8t ;  could  not,  how«'ver.  give  it  a  negative. 
Wbilf  he  lay,  therefore,  at  his  Manor  house  of  Melfurd  not  long 
•ii:».T.  there  comes  to  him  one  of  the  Lord  Bishop's  men  or  monks, 
vr.tL  a  me.<sage  from  his  Lordship,  '*  That  he  now  bogged  permis- 
s-i'.'Ci  to  cut  down  the  requisite  trees  in  Elmswell  Wood," — so  gaid 
lilt'  monk :  Elms/cv//,  where  there  arc  no  trees  but  scrubs  and 
bhrulw.  instead  of  Elm.«f'/,  our  true  mmus,  and  hi;^h-towering  oak- 
w.-kL  here  on  Melford  Manor!  Elmswell  .^  The  Lord  Abbot,  in 
iurprise,   inqaires  privily  of   Richard  his  Forester;    Kichard 

•  Jooelini  Chronica,  p.  68. 
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■nswan  that  my  Lord  tit  Ely  hM  slrwdj  IimL  liifl  emyaUarii  1m 
SImMf,  and  nutrked  ont  tot  hu  ovn  om  all  &e  bort  troM  in  tt* 
oompus  of  it  Abbot  SamMm'thonopon  Muwen  the  mmk' 
"EtmnroUf  Ym  randy,  be  it  u  my  Lord  Kib<^  wuhea."  Tha 
Bnooessfnl  monk,  on  the  morrow  morning,  hngtenr  homo  to  Xlj ; 
but,  on  the  morrow  mormng, '  direetly  after  nun,'  Abbot  BanuoB 
toowaebwrl  The  sneoenfiil  monk,  arriving  at  Ely,  ia  rated  Ar 
a  goose  and  an  owl ;  is  ordered  back  to  say  that  Ebneet  wae  tke 
place  meant  Alas,  on  aniTiag  at  Elmset,  he  findi  the  KAof't 
trees,  they '  and  a  hundred  more,'  all  £dled  and  pled,  and  tta 
Btamp  of  St  Bdmnnd'a  Honaatery  bnmt  bito  1hemf~Cir  roofag 
of  the  great  tower  we  are  bmldiog  there  I  Tour  i 
Bishop  most  seek  wood  for  Glemafbrd  edifioeein  some  odior  « 
than  thie.     A  praotieal  Abbot  I 

We  laid  withal  there  was  a  terrible  flaah  of  anger  in  him :  infc* 
nesB  hia  addreaa  to  old  Herbert  the  Dean,  who  in  a  too  thrifty 
manner  has  erected  a  windnull  for  himself  on  hie  glebe-lande  at 
HaberdoD.  On  the  morrow,  after  mass,  onr  Lord  Abbot  orders 
the  CellerariuB  to  send  off  his  carpenters  to  demolish  the  said 
atmotare  bred  natm,  and  lay  up  the  wood  in  safe  keeping.  Old 
Dean  Herbert,  hearing  what  was  toward,  comes  tottering  along 
hither,  to  plead  hamblj  for  himself  and  his  mill.  The  Abbot 
answers :  '■  I  am  obliged  to  thee  as  if  then  hadst  cut  off  both  my 
feet  I  By  Ood's  face,  per  os  Da,  I  will  not  eat  bread  till  that 
&bric  be  torn  in  pieoca  Thou  art  an  old  man,  and  shouldst  hare 
known  that  neither  the  King  nor  his  Justiciary  dare  change  anght 
within  the  Liberties,  without  consent  of  Abbot  and  Convent ;  ukd 
thou  hast  presumed  on  such  a  thing?  I  tell  thee,  it  will  nal  be 
without  damage  to  my  mills ;  for  the  Townsfolk  will  go  to  ^j 
mill  and  grind  their  com  (Hadvm  mum)  at  their  own  good  plea- 
sure ;  nor  can  I  hinder  them,  ranee  they  are  free  men.  I  will 
allow  DO  new  mills  on  anch  principle.  Away,  away ;  brfore  tbon 
gettost  home  again,  thou  shalt  see  what  thy  mill  has  grown  to!"* 
— The  very  reverend,  the  old  Dean  totters  home  again,  in  all 
haste ;  tears  the  tiill  in  pieces  by  his  own  earfoUarri,  to  save  at 
least  the  timber ;  and  Abbot  Samson's  workmen,  noming  up,  find 
the  gronnd  already  clear  of  it. 

»JocdiidChTwie^p.43. 
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Hmj  to  bally  down  poor  old  rorftl  Deans,  and  blow  their  wind- 

aOls  away  :  bat  who  is  the  man  that  dare  abide  King  Richard's 

u^ ;  cross  the  Lion  in  his  path,  and  take  him  by  the  whiskers ! 

Abbot  Samson  too ;  he  is  that  man,  with  justice  on  his  side.    The 

^ve  was  this.     Adam  de  Cokefield,  one  of  the  chief  feudatories 

vf  Sl  Edmand,  and  a  principal  man  in  the  Eastern  Counties, 

l\*A.   leaving  large  possessions,  and  for  heiress  a  daughter  of 

iiree  months  ;  who,  by  clear  law,  as  all  men  know,  became  thus 

Abb^jt  Samson's  ward ;  whom  accordingly  he  proceeded  to  dispose 

cf  to  sncb  person  as  seemed  fittest.     But  now  King  Richard  has 

uother  person  in  view,  to  whom  the  little  ward  and  her  great 

po«!^e:«»ions  were  .a  suitable  thing.     He,  by  letter,  requests  that 

Ablot  Samson  will  have  the  goodness  to  give  her  to  this  person. 

Abbot  Samson,  with  deep  humility,  replies  that  she  is  already 

grren.      Now  letters  from  Richard,  of  severer  tenor;  answered 

Tith  new  deep  humilities,  with  gifts  and  cr.treaties,  with  no  pro- 

miM:  of  obedience.     King  Richard's  ire  is  kindled  ;  messengers 

arrive  at  St  Edmundsbury,  with  empliatic  message  to  obey  or 

rr^inblc  !     Abbot  Samson,  wisely  silent  as  to  the  King's  threats, 

makt^  answer :  ^*  The  King  can  send  if  he  will  and  seize  the  ward : 

:':irr:«  and  power  he  ha^  to  do  his  pleasure,  and  abolish  the  whole 

AbWy      But  I,  for  my  part,  never  can  be  bent  to  wish  this  that 

Lt--  *eek<.  nor  shall  it  by  me  be  ever  done.     For  there  is  danger 

'.T^it  sTich  things  be  made  a  precedent  of,  to  the  prejudice  of  my 

•Ti-'-resjuDrs.      Viflrnt  Aliissirnus,  Let  the  Mnst  High  louk  on  it. 

Whatsoever  thing  shall  befall  I  will  patiently  endure.'' 

.•^Tji'b  wa:<  Abbot  Samson's  deliberate  decision.  Why  not? 
<  rur-ile-Lion  is  very  dreadful,  but  not  the  droadfullest.  Vhirat 
.t  '.*<f>it/!K      I  reverence  rccnr-do-Lion  to    the   marrow   of   my 

•  ■^'^-.  and  irill  in  all  right  thinjrs  be  liomo  sui/.^ ;  but  it  is  not, 
:  r  T^rly  i*jH*akin^.  with  terror,  with  any  fear  at  all.  On  the 
:«::'.lf.  have  I  not  looked  on  the  face  of  •  Satan  with  out.s|>rcad 
r-  J*  '  >ter\ililv  into  Hellfire  those  .se ve n -and -fort v  vears  : — and 
-  '•    lift  melted  into  terror  even  at  that,  such  th<*  liords  good- 

•  .-.^  fi  Mir.  ^     Cnpur-de-Lion  I 

Ki'-liripl  swore  torna<lo  oaths,  worse  than  our  armies  in  Flan- 
'.-•r-.  to  lie  revenged  on  that  proud  Priest.  But  in  the  end  he 
.)>.-. .TfTcd  that  the  Priest  was  right ;  and  forgave  him.  and  even 
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loved  hiiiL  '  King  Biehard  wrote,  totn  aftw,  to  Abbot  8 
■  Tlutt  be  mnted  tme  or  two  of  tbe  fit  Sdmandabnzy  dogi, 
'  wUoli  be  Mird  vore  good.'  Abbot  guBMn  ent  bin  iap  <f 
the  best ;  Ktohwd  re^Jied  by  the  {ffeeenti  of  i^  ring,  iriueh  Popt 
Innooent  the  Third  had  given  iam.  Thoo  bnve  Bkbard,  tboa 
bntve  SftDuon  I  Biohird  too,  I  nvppow, '  loved  a  man,'  and  knew 
one  when  he  saw  him. 

No  one  will  accnee  our  Lord  Abbot  of  wanting  worldly  wie- 
dom,  due  interest  in  worldly' tliingi.  A  skilfbl  man;  fall  of  ocn- 
ning  inflight,  lively  intereBta ;  alwayi  diaoeming  the  mad  to  bit 
object,  be-  it  oircnlt,  be  it  sbortont,  and  victorionaly  traveUi^ 
forward  thereon.  Nay  rather  it  might  Beem^firom  Jooalm'i  Nai> 
rative,  as  if  he  had  fail  eye  all  but  exeloaively  direoted  on  terra*- 
trial  matters,  and  waa  mooh  too  MOnlar  for  a  devout  man.  But 
this  too,  if  we  ^^amitia  it,  waa  right  ,  For  it  ia  m  the  world  that 
a  man,  devout  or  other,  liaa  his  life  to  lead,  his  work  waiting  to 
be  done.  The  basis  of  Abbot  Samson's  we  shall  discover,  was 
truly  religion,  after  all.  Betuming  from  his  dusty  pilgrimage, 
with  such  welcome  as  we  saw,  '  he  sat  down  at  the  foot  of  St  Bd- 
mnud's  Shrine,'  Not  a  talking  theory  that ;  no,  a  silent  prac- 
tioe  :  Thou  St.  Edmund  with  what  ties  in  thee,  thou  now  must 
hdp  me,  or  none  will  I 

Tbis  also  is  a  significant  fitct :  the  zoalona  interest  onr  Abbot 
took  in  the  Orusades.  To  all  noble  Christian  hearts  of  that  eia,' 
wliat  earthly  enterprise  so  noble )  '  When  Henry  II.,  having 
'  taken  the  cross,  came  to  St  Edmund's,  to  pay  his  devotions  \»- 
'  fore  setting  out,  the  Abbot  secretly  made  for  himself  a  cross  of 
'  linen  cloth  :  and,  holding  this  in  one  hand  and  a  threaded  nee- 
'  die  in  the  other,  asked  leave  of  the  King  to  assume  it  >'  The 
King  could  not  spare  Samson  out  of  EngUnd  ; — the  King  him- 
self indeed  never  vent.  But  the  Abbot's  eye  was  set  on  the 
Holy  Sepulchre,  as  on  the  spot  of  this  Earth  where  the  true 
cause  of  Heaven  was  deciding  itself  '  At  the  retaking  of  Jeru- 
'  salem  by  the  Pagaus,  Abbot  Samson  put  on  a  cilice  and  hur< 
'  shirt,  and  wore  under-garments  of  hair-doth  ever  after  ;  he  ab- 
'  Btained  also  from  flesh  and  flesb-meats  {came  et  carneit)  thenee- 
'  ftirtb  to  the  end  of  hia  life.'    Like  a  dark  cloud  eolipaing  the 
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hopes  of  Christendom,  those  tidings  cast  their  shadow  over  St 
Edmundsbury  too:  Shall  Samson  Abbas  take  pleasure  while 
Christ's  Tomb  is  in  the  hands  of  the  Infidel?  Samson,  in 
pain  of  body,  shall  daily  be  reminded  of  it,  daily  be  admonished 
10  grieve  for  it. 

The  great  antique  heart :  how  like  a  child's  in  its  simplicity, 

liie  a  man's  in  its  earnest  solemnity  and  depth  1     Heaven  lies 

.ver  bim  wheresoever  he  goes  or  stands  on  the  Earth ;    mak- 

iae  all  the  Earth  a  mystic  Temple  to  him,  the  Earth's  busiuess 

til  a  kind  of  worship.     Glimpses  of  bright  creatures  flash  in  the 

rMmmou  sunlight ;  angels  yet  hover  doing  God's  messages  among 

3i«rn  :  that  rainbow  was  set  in  the  clouds  by  the  hand  of  God  I 

Wonder,  miracle  encompass  the  man ;    he  lives  in  an  clement 

<>f  miracle ;  Heaven's  splendour  over  his  head.  Heirs  darkness 

under  his  feet.     A  great  Law  of  Duty,  high  as  these  two  Infini- 

tud«r!».   dwarfing  all  else,   annihilating   all   else, — making  royal 

Kiohard  us  smuU  a:^  peasant  ^am.son.  Kmallcr  if  need  be! — The 

-  :iu;i^inalivo  faculties T     'Rude  poetic   ages?"     The  'primeval 

r- »  tic    ek'ment?'     0  for  God's  sake,  good  rfadcr,  talk  no  more 

•  >t  all  that!     It  was  not  a  Dilettantism  this  of  Abbot  Sum»on. 

It  was  a  Reality,  and  it  is  one.     The  garment  only  of  it  i.s  dead  j 

'i.KT  erssence  of  it  lives  through  all  Time  and  all  Eternity! — 

And  truly  J  as  we  said  above,  is  not  this  comparative  Pilonce  of 
A>V»'»t  SamnKin  as  to  his  religion,  precisely  the  healthiest  sign  of 
;.  irL  and  of  it  ?  *  The  I'neonscious  is  the  alone  Coinpk'te.'  Ab- 
r-t  Samson  all  alnug  a  busy  working  man.  as  all  men  are  bound 
:  >-o.  his  religion,  his  worship  was  like  his  daily  broad  tr)  him; 
— whirh  lie  did  not  take  the  trouble  to  talk  much  about  :  which 
I.-  Qit-rclv  eat  at  stated  intervals,  and  lived  and  did  his  work 
"f^p.-ij  '  This  is  Abbot  Samson's  Catholicism  of  the  Twelfth  Cen- 
tirv  — something  like  the  Ism  of  all  true  men  in  all  true  contu- 
r;v-.  I  fanty  !  Alas,  compared  with  any  of  the  Ism^  current  in 
t:.»^t-  pfK»r  days,  what  a  thing!  Compared  with  the  resju'cta- 
V.ivst.  morbid,  struggling  Methodism,  never  so  earnest  :  with  the 
re^pectable^t.  ghastly,  dead  or  galvanised  dilettantism,  never  so 
s(4>»ni<»dic! 

Methodism  with  its  eve  forever  turned  on  its  own  navel ;  ask- 


iag  itsalf  with  tortnrmg  aoxitq^of  Hop*  Mid  Vmt, "  Am  I  light, 
un  I  VTOng  1  SluOl  I  ba  nred^  ^^11 1  sot  be  damnel  ?"—«&■« 
is  this,  ^  bottom,  hot  antwpluMit  of  i^fiMairtretdw' oat  into 
tbe  Iiifiiiito;  notalmTathelMnMiUarftrilomfiitittidol  Brother, 
so  Boon  u  possible,  ondeaToor  to  rise  above  kD  the!  "  Tboa  art 
wrong;  thon  art  like  to  be  damned:"  eonriderthei  H  tiie&M, 
reoont^  thyself  eren  to  that,  if  tboa  be  a  man ;— than  fint  ia 
the  derouriDg  TJniTerse  sabduod  Hiider  thee,  and  from  the  black 
murk  of  midnight  and  noise  of  gmady  AotMvoii,  datwn  aa  of  an 
everlasting  morning,  how  &r  abore  all  Hope  and  all  Vw^ 
springs  for  tiiee,  enlightenii^  Ihj  ateep  path,  awaksnung  ia  »y 
heart  oeleatial  Hemnou's  n)nsio. 

But  of  our  Dilettantisma,  and  gahanised  Dilatta«ti«u ;  of 
Pnsejisnt — O  Heavens,  what  shall  we  ss;  of  Fnaajum,  in  ao» 
parison  to  TweUth-OentnryCatholieiaal  Uttle  or  nothing;  tat 
indeed  it  is  a  matter  to  strike  one  dontb. 

Tbe  Builder  of  this  UniTerse  was  wise, 

He  pUim'i]  all  sonls,  all  ejSieaa,  plmtetg,  portioles: 

The  Plan  He  Bhap'd  all  Worlds  and  ^ona  by 

Wm Heaveiiis  I— Was  thj  tOMll  Niii»<uid.thirt7  Artida  1 

That  certain  human  souls,  living  on  this  practioal  Earth,  should 
think  to  save  themselTCs  and  a  ruined  world  by  noisj  theorctio 
demouHtralions  and  laudations  of  the  Church,  instead  of  some 
unnoisy,  uoconscions,  but  pradieat,  total,  beart-and-aoul  demon- 
stration of  a  Church :  this,  in  the  nrole  of  revolving  ages,  this 
also  was  a  thing  we  were  to  see.  A  kind  of  penultimate  thing, 
precursor  of  very  strange  consummations ;  last  thing  but  one  1 
If  there  is  no  atmosphere,  what  will  it  serve  a  man  to  demonstrate 
the  ozcellonce  of  lungs  t  How  much  profitablor  when  you  can, 
like  Abbot  Samson,  breathe ;  and  go  along  your  way  I 
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CHAPTER    XVI. 

ST.    EDMUND. 

Abbot  Samsox  built  many  useful^  many  pious  edifices ;  human 
dwellings,  ohorches,  church-steeples,  hams ; — all  fiillen  now  and 
raniifhed,  but  useful  while  they  stood.     He  built  and  endowed 

>  the  Hospital  of  Babwell :'  built '  fit  houses  for  the  St.  Edmunds- 
bufT  Schools.'  Many  are  the  roofs  once  <  thatched  with  reeds' 
vhieh  he  'caused  to  be  coyered  with  tiles;'  or  if  they  were 
churches,  probably  'with  lead.'  For  all  ruinous  incomplete 
things,  buildings  or  other,  were  an  eye-sorrow  to  the  man.  Wo 
•aw  hi.s  'great  tower  of  St.  Edmund's;'  or  at  least  the  roof-tim- 
"^-ir?  of  it,  lying  cut  and  stamped  in  Elmset  Wood.  To  change 
'-••LLibiL^tible  decaying  reed-thatch  into  tile  or  lead  ;  and  material, 
riiU  more,  moral  wreck  into  rain-tight  order,  what  a  comfort  to 
SaJDiifon ! 

One  of  the  things  he  could  not  in  any  wise  but  rebuild  was 

xLe  great  Altar,  aloft  on  which  stood  the  Shrine  itself;  the  great 

Altar,  which  had  been  damaged  by  fire,  by  the  careless  rubbish 

and  careless  candle  of  two  somnolent  Monks,  one  night, — the 

Shrine  escaping  almost  as  if  by  miracle!     Abbot  Samson  read 

Lis-  Monks  a  severe  lecture  :  "A  Dream  one  of  us  had,  that  he 

*:kw  r^t.  Edmund  naked  and  in  lamentable  plight.     Know  ye  the 

intfrrpretation  of  that  Dream  ?     St.  Edmund  proclaims  himself 

i.:Aki'd.  because  ye  defraud  the  naked  Poor  of  your  old  clothes, 

and   give  with  reluctance  what  ye  are  bound  to  give  them  of 

ii;»  at   and  drink :  the  idleness  moreover  and  negligence  of  the 

f^acri-^tan  and  his  people  is  too  evident  from  the  late  mi.'ifortunc 

>  y  fire  Well  might  our  Holy  Martyr  seem  to  lie  cast  out  from 
r/;3»  Shrine,  and  say  with  groans  that  he  was  stript  of  his  gar- 
mentjk  and  wasted  with  hunger  and  thirst !" 

This  is  Abbot  Samson's  interpretation  of  the  Dream  \ — dmrnftV 
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rioally  the  reverse  of  that  given  by  Uie  Monks  themselves,  whi 
scruple  not  to  say  privily,  "It  is  to€  that  are  the  naked  and  fiun 
ished  limbs  of  the  Martyr ;  we  whom  the  Abbot  curtails  of  all  oni 
privileges,  setting  his  own  official  to  control  our  very  Cellarer  I' 
Abbot  Samson  adds,  that  this  judgment  by  fire  has  fidlen  upon 
them  for  murmuring  about  their  meat  and  drink. 

Clearly  enough,  meanwhile,  the  Altar,  whatever  the  burning 
of  it  mean  or  foreshadow,  must  needs  be  re^dified.  Abbot  Sam- 
son reddifies  it,  all  of  polished  marble ;  with  the  highest  stretcb 
of  art  and  sumptuosity,  redmbellishes  the  Shrine  for  which  it  u 
to  serve  as  pediment  Nay  farther,  as  had  ever  been  amopg  hii 
prayers,  he  enjoys,  he  sinner,  a  glimpse  of  the  glorious  Martyr^i 
very  Body  in  the  process ;  having  solemnly  opened  the  JjocuIm 
Chest  or  sacred  Coffin,  for  that  purpose.  It  is  the  culminating 
moment  of  Abbot  Samson's  life.  Bouy  Jocelin  himself  risei 
into  a  kind  of  Psalmist  solemnity  on  this  occasion  ;  the  lasiesl 
monk  '  weeps'  warm  tears,  as  Te  Deum  is  sung. 

Very  strange; — how  far  vanished  from  us  in  these  unwor 
shipping  ages  of  ours!  The  Patriot  Hampden,  best  beatified 
man  we  have,  had  lain  in  like  manner  some  two  centuries  in  hii 
narrow  home,  when  certain  dignitaries  of  us,  ^  and  twelve  grave 
diggers  with  pulleys,'  raised  him  also  up,  under  cloud  of  night 
cut  off  his  arm  with  penknives,  pulled  the  scalp  off  his  head, — 
and  otherwise  worshipped  our  Hero  Saint  in  the  most  amazing 
manner  !*  Let  the  modern  eye  look  earnestly  on  that  old  mid- 
night hour  in  St.  Edmundsbury  Church,  shining  yet  on  us,  ruddy- 
bright,  through  the  depths  of  seven  hundred  years  ;  and  consider 
mournfully  what  our  Hero-worship  once  was,  and  what  it  now  is ! 
We  translate  with  all  the  fidelity  we  can : 

'  The  Festival  of  St.  Edmund  now  approaching,  the  marble 

<  blocks  are  polished,  and  all  things  are  in  readiness  for  lifting  of 
'  the  Shrine  to  its  new  place.     A  fast  of  three  days  was  held  by 

<  all  the  people,  the. cause  and  mea^«ng  thereof  being  publicly  set 

<  forth  to  them.  The  Abbot  announces  to  the  Convent  that  all 
'must  prepare  themselves  for  transferring  of  the  Shrine,  and 
'  appoints  time  and  way  for  the  work.     Coming  therefore  that 

*  Annual  Rcgbter  (year  1828,  Chronicle,  p.  03),  Gentleman's  Magannc^ 


ST.  EDMUND.  119 


night  to  matins,  we  found  tho  great  Shrine  (feretrum  niagnum) 
'  raised  upon  the  Altar,  b^t  empty  ;  covered  all  over  with  white 
*■  doeskin  leather,  fixed  to  the  wood  with  silver  nails ;  but  one 

*  pannel  of  the  Shrine  was  left  down  below,  and  resting  thereon, 
^beside  its  old  column  of  the  Church,  the   Loculus  with  the 

*  2* acred  Body  yet  lay  where  it  was  wont.     Praises  being  sung, 

*  we  all  proceeded  to  commence  our  disciplines  (ad  distciplitias 
'  *u%"ipitndas).     These  finished,  the  Abbot  and  certain  with  him 

*  art-  clothed  in  their  al))s ;  and,  approaching  reverently,  set  about 
'uncovering  the  Loculus.     There  was  an  outer  cloth  of  linen, 

*  enwrapping  the  Loculus  and  all ;  this  we  found  tied  on  tho 
'  upjicr  side  with  strings  of  its  own :  within  this  was  a  cloth  of 

*  silk,  and  then  another  linen  cloth,  and  then  a  third  ;  and  so  at 

'LMt  the  Loculus  was  uncovered,  and  seen  resting  on  a  little 

'tray  of  wood,  that  the  bottom  of  it  might  not  be  injured  by  tho 

•*t<tuc.     Over  the  breast  of  tho  Martyr,  there  lay,  fixed  to  tlic 

'-urfaec  of  the  Loculus.  a  Golden  Angel  about  the  length  of  a 

'human  foot:  holding  in  one  hand  a  golden  sword,  and  in  the 

'Other  a  banner :  under  this  there  was  a  hole  in  the  lid  of  the 

*  Loculus.  on  which  the  ancient  servants  of  the  Martyr  had  been 

'vont  to  lay  their  hands  for  touching  the  Sacred  Body.     And 

'over  the  figure  of  the  Angel  was  this  verse  inscribed : 

^Martiris  ccce  soma  stri'at  ^hchndis  agalma.* 

'  hi  the  head  and  foot  of  tho  Loculus  were  iron  rings  whereby  it 
eoold  be  lifted. 

*  Lifting  the  Loculus  and  Body,  therefore,  they  carried  it  to 
the  Altar:    and  I  put-to  my  sinful  hand  to  help  in  carrying, 

'  though  the  Abbot  had  commanded  that  none  should  approach 
'except  called.  And  the  Loculus  was  placed  in  the  Shrino :  and 
'the  pannel  it  had  stood  on  was  put  in  its  place,  and  the  kShrine 
'for  the  present  closed.  We  all  thought  that  the  Abbot  would 
*ihew  the  Loculus  to  the  people;  and  bring  out  the  Sacred 
'  Body  again,  at  a  certain  period  of  the  Festival.  But  in  this  wo 
'vere  wofully  mistaken,  as  the  sequel  shews. 

•  For  in  the  fourth  holiday  of  the  Festival,  while  the  Convent 
*vere  all  singing   Compleiorium,  our  Lord  Abbot  spoke  privily 

•  This  is  the  Martyr'i  Garment,  which  Michaera  Image  guards. 
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<  with  tiw  Buriatu  and  Walter  tiu  UadioM ;  mi  oite  mm 
'  telwn  ihai  twelve  ef  Hie  BrethieB  ■haoU  be  ^ipnatod  agum^ 
•  midniglit,  who  wwe  Btnmg  for  eurjinf  the  |MiiMitimh  of  lh» 
'  fihiine,  aod  ikilfnl  in  ""^""p  them,  asd  waftiiiw  dwB  tenihMr 
'  agun.  Vba  Ahbbt  then  aaid  that  it  waa  anoag  hia  laayen  to 
'  look  onee  upon  the  Bod;  of  hia  Patron ;  and  that  1m  wiAad 
'the  Saoriataa  and  Walter  the  Hedioiu  to  be  with  Um.  Iha 
'Twdre^^KnntodBmfannwenthMe:  The  Ahboi'a  two  Oh^ 
'  laina,  the  two  Keepera  of  the  Bhrine,  the  two  Maatera  at  tbo 

'  VeatJ7 ;  and  ax  mora,  liamely,  the  Suoatan  Hago^  Walter  tha . 

<  Hedioiu,  Angnatin,  Witliam  oT  Dice,  Boheii,  aad  Biehntd.  I 
'  alas,  wme  not  of  the  nomber. 

<  The  Convent  therefore  being  all  asleep,  tbeae  Tirnhn.  rlmthw! 
'in  their  alba,  with  the  Abbot,  aaaamUed  at  the  Altar;  »d 

<  opening  a  paoael  of  the  Shrine,  they  toidc  ont  the  Loeidaa ;  laid 

>  it  on  a  -taUa,  near  where  the  Bhrine  need  to  be ;  and  made  ready 
'  for  nnfiuitenuig  the  lid,  which  was  joined  and  fixed  to  the  Lo- 
'  onluB  with  sixteen  ver;  long  nuls.     Which  when^  with  difficulty, 

>  thej  had  done,  all  except  the  two  fbrenamed  associates  are  i«- 
■  dered  to  draw  back.  The  Abbot  and  they  two  were  alone  priri- 
'  leged  to  look  in.  The  Loonlns  was  so  filled  with  the  Sacred 
'  Bodj  that  yon  eonld  scarcely  pat  a  needle  between  the  head  and 

<  the  wood,  or  between  the  feet  and  the  wood :  the  head  lay  united 

<  to  the  body,  a  little  raised  with  a  small  pillow.  But  the  Abbot, 
'  looking  elose,  found  now  a  silk  oloth  veiling  the  whole  Body, 
'  and  then  a  linen  cloth  of  wondrous  whiteness ;  and  npon  the 
'  head  was  spread  a  small  linen  cloth,  and  then  another  amall  and 
'  most  fine  silk  cloth,  as  if  it  were  the  veil  of  a  nun.  These  cor- 
'  eringa  being  lifted  ofi|  they  found  now  the  Sacred  Body  all 
'  wnpt  in  linen ;  and  so  at  length  the  lineaments  of  the  same  ap- 
'poared.  But  here  the  Abbot  stopped;  saying  he  durst  not 
'proceed  farther,  or  look  at  the  sacred  flesh  naked.      Taking 

'  the  bead  between  his  hands,  he  thus  spake  groaning ;  "  Glorious  ' 
'  Hartyr,  holy  Edmund,  blessed  be  the  hour  when  thou  wort  bo(^  i 
'  Glorious  Martyr,  turn  it  not  to  my  perdition  that  I  have  so  ; 
'  dared  to  toooh  thee,  I  miserable  and  uni^  thou  knowest  my  < 
'  dsTont  lore,  and  the  intention  of  my  mind."  And  prmirndii^  •! 
he  tooohed  the  eyes ;  and  the  noae.  whioh  wu  very  maanve  and  \ 
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*  prominent  {valde  grossum  ei  valde  eminenUm) ;    and   then   he 
^  touched   the  breast  and  arms ;   and  raising  the  left  arm '  ho 

-  touched  the  fingers,  and  pLiccd  his  own  fingers  between  the  sa- 

*  ered  fingers.     And  proceeding  he  found  the  feet  standing  stiff 
'  np,  like  the  feet  of  a  man  dead  yesterday ;  and  he  touched  the 

-  toe&r  and  counted  them  (tatigendo  numeracit). 

•>  Aod  now  it  was  agreed  that  the  other  Brethren  should  bo 

-  called  forward  to  see  the  miracles ;  and  uccordiuglj  those  ten 

-  now  advanced,  and  along  with  them  six  others  whu  had  stolen 

*  in  without  the  Abbot's  assent,  namely,  Walter  of  St.  Alban's, 

*  Ungh  the  Infirmirarius,  Gilbert  brother  of  the  Prior,  Richard 

-  uf  Uenham,  Jocellus  our  cellarer,  and  Turstan  the  Little ;  and 

-  all  these  saw  the  Sacred  Body,  but  Turstau  alone  uf  them  put 

-  forth   his  hand,  and  touched  the  Sainton  knees  and  foot.     And 

-  that  there  might  be  abundance  of  witncsscH,  one  of  our  Brethren. 

-  John  of  Dice,  sitting  on  the  roof  of  the  Church,  with  the  scr^'aut.s 

*  uf  the  Vc2^try,  and  looking  through,  clearly  saw  all  these  things.' 

What  a  scene ;  shining  luminous  effulgent,  as  the  lamps  of  St. 
Eimund  do,  through  the  dark  Night ;  John  of  Dice,  with  vestry- 
Eitrn.  clambering  on  the  roof  to  look  through ;  the  Convent  all 
arlevp.  and  the  Earth  all  asleep. — and  since  then,  Seven  Centu- 
nvi  of  Time  mostly  gone  to  sleep  !  Yes,  there,  sure  enough,  i.s 
ihe  martyred  Body  of  Edmund  landlord  of  the  Eastern  Couu- 
iLes.  who.  nobly  doing  what  he  liked  with  his  own.  was  slain  three 
Landred  years  ago:  and  a  noble  awe  surrounds  the  memory  of 
luu.  .-symbol  and  promoter  of  many  other  right  noble  things. 

Bat  have  not  we  now  advanced  to  strange  new  stages  of  Hero- 
worship,  now  in  the  little  Church  of  Hampden,  witii  our  pen- 
k:iX%'e4  out,  and  twelve  grave-diggers  with  pulleys  ?  The  manner 
f-f  men's  Hero-worship,  verily  it  is  the  innermost  fact  of  their 
txijitence.  and  determines  all  the  rest, — at  public  hu.^tings,  in 
private  drawing-rooms,  in  church,  in  market,  and  wherever  el.-e. 
H:iVf  true  reverence,  and  what  indeed  is  inseparable  theretVoni. 
reverence  the  right  man,  all  is  well ;  have  sham-revercnee.  ami 
voat  also  follows,  greet  with  it  the  wrong  man,  then  all  is  ill.  anil 
there  i«  nothing  well.  Alas,  if  Hero-worship  become  I  )i  let  taut 
I.  and  all  except  Mammonism  }>c  a  vain  grimace,  how  much.i 
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this  most  earnest  Earth,  has  gone  and  ifl  eyermore  going  to  &tal 
destruction,  and  lies  wasting  in  quiet  lazy  rui&,  no  man  regarding 
it!  Till  at  length  no  heavenly  Lm  any  longer  coming  down 
upon  us,  Isms  from  the  other  quarter  have  to  mount  up.  For 
the  Earth,  I  say,  is  an  earnest  place;  Life  is  no  grimace,  Iml  a 
most  serious  £act.  And  so,  under  universal  Dilettantism  ranch 
havbig  heoD  stript  bare,  not  the  souls  of  men  only,  but  their  very 
bodies  and  bread-cupboards  having  been  stript  bare,  and  life  now 
no  longer  possible, — all  is  reduced  to  desperation,  to  the  iron  law 
of  Necessity  and  very  Fact  again ;  and  to  temper  Dilettantism, 
and  astonish  it,  and  burn  it  up  with  infernal  fire,  arises  Chart- 
ism, BarC'back-ism^  Sansoulottism  so-called!  May  the  gods,  and 
what  of  unworshipped  heroes  still  remain  among  us,  avert  the 
omen. — 

But  however  this  may  be.  St.  Edmunds  Loculus,  we  find,  has 
the  veils  of  silk  and  linen  reverently  replaced,  the  lid  ^Etstened 
down  again  with  its  sixteen  ancient  nails ;  is  wrapt  in  a  new  coetly 
covering  of  silk,  the  gift  of  Hubert  Archbishop  of  Canterbury :  and 
through  the  sky -window  John  of  Dice  sees  it  lifted  to  its  place  in 
the  Shrine,  the  pannels  of  this  latter  duly  refixed,  fit  parchment 
documents  being  introduced  withal  ;-r-and  now  John  and  his 
vestrymen  can  slide  down  from  the  roof,  for  all  is  over,  and  the 
Convent  wholly  awakens  to  matins.     *  When  we  assembled  to 

*  sing  matins/  says  Jocelin,  *  and  understood  what  had  been  done, 
^  grief  took  hold  of  all  that  had  not  seen  these  things,  each  saying 

*  to  himself,  "  Alas,  I  was  deceived."     Matins  over,  the  Abbot 

*  called  the  Convent  to  the  great  Altar  ;  and  briefly  recounting 

*  the  matter,  alleged  that  it  had  not  been  in  his  power,  nor  was 

*  it  permissible  or  fit,  to  invite  us  all  to  the  sight  of  such  things. 

*  At  hearing  of  which,  we  all  wept,  and  with  tears  sang  Te  2V»ii 

*  laudamus;  and  hastened  to  toll  the  bells  in  the  Choir.' 

Stupid  blockheads,  to  reverence  their  St.  Edmund's  dead  Body 
in  this  manner }  Yes,  brother ; — and  yet,  on  the  whole,  who 
knows  how  to  reverence  the  Body  of  a  Man  ?  It  is  the  most  rev- 
erend phenomenon  under  this  Sun.  For  the  Highest  God  dwells 
visible  in  that  mystic  unfathomable  Visibility,  which  calls  itself 
"  I "  on  the  Earth.     *  Bending  before  men,'  says  Noyalis,  *  is  a 
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'  rererenoe  done  to  this  Revelation  in  the  Flesh.  We  touch  Hea- 
-  Ten  when  we  lay  onr  hand  on  a  human  Body.'  And  the  Body 
&f  one  Dead ; — a  temple  where  the  Hero-soul  once  was  and  now 
ia  not :  Oh,  all  mystery,  all  pity,  all  mute  atce  and  wonder ;  Su 
^mnaturalism  brought  home  to  the  very  dullest ;  Eternity  laid 
op«ii.  and  the  nether  Darkness  and  the  upper  Light-Kingdoms  ; 
do  conjoin  there,  or  exist  nowhere  !  Sauertcig  used  to  say  to  me, 
in  his  peculiar  way :  ''  A  Chancery  Lawsuit ;  justice,  nay  justice 
in  mere  money,  denied  a  man,  for  all  his  pleading,  till  twenty, 
till  forty  years  of  his  Life  are  gone  seeking  it :  and  a  Cockney 
Faneral.  Death  reverenced  by  hatchments,  horse-hair,  brass-lacker, 
and  unconcerned  bipeds  carrying  long  poles  and  bags  of  black 
J- ilk  . — are  not  these  two  reverences,  this  reverence  for  Death  and 
that  reverence  for  Life,  a  notable  pair  of  reverences  among  you 
English  ?" 

Abbot  Samson,  at  this  culminating  point  of  his  existence,  may, 
3.L'i  indeed  must,  be  left  to  vanish  with  bis  Life-scenery  from  the 
ev.r<  of  modem  men.  He  had  to  run  into  Franco  to  settle  with 
King  Richard  for  the  military  service  there  of  his  St.  Edmunds- 
boTT  Knights ;  and  with  great  labour  got  it  done.  He  had  to 
decide  on  the  dilapidated  Coventry  Monks  ;  and  with  great  la- 
\mj\ir.  and  much  pleading  and  journeying,  got  theui  reinstated ; 
iiced  with  them  all,  and  with  the  '  Masters  of  the  Scllools  of  Ox- 
L-rf 'rd.'" — the  veritable  Oxford  Caput  sitting  there  at  dinner,  in 
*  dim  but  undeniable  manner,  in  the  City  of  Peeping  Tom  !  Ho 
iad.  not  without  labour,  to  controvert  the  intrusive  Bishop  of 
£iy.  the  intrusive  Abbot  of  Cluny.  Magnanimous  Samson,  his 
lifr;  is  but  a  labour  and  a  journey  ;  a  bustling  and  a  justling.  till 
•he  *till  Night  come.  He  is  sent  for  agJiin,  over  sea.  to  advise 
K:np  Richard  touching  certain  Peers  of  P^ugland.  who  had  taken 
•Li-  Crop's,  but  never  followed  it  to  Palestine :  whom  the  Pope  is 
:zi'ia\ring  after.     The  magnanimous  Abbot  makes  preparation  for 

'i-y«arture  :  departs,  and And  Jocelin'.s  Boswcllean  Narra- 

TiTe.  suddenly  shorn  through  by  the  scissors  of  Destiny.  /*«//.%-. 
There  are  no  words  more :  but  a  bhick  line,  and  loaves  of  blank 
paper.  Irrrmediable :  the  miraculous  hand  that  hehl  all  this 
theatric  machinery  suddenly  quits  hold  ;  impenetrable  Time-Cur- 


teina  ruk  dmra ;  iBthamiiid'BejeaUiiaMiBdii^nid;  witk 
]aai  iiJTUHng  in  fJu  mind's  w,  our  ZMl'fhantMniaBDn  ot  8fc 
Xdmnndibarj  plnngw  into  the  boacnn  of  the  Tmlftik  OsDta^ 
again,  uid  ^  is  orer.  Honka,  Abbot,  HenHracahip,'  Gorenh 
ment,  Obe^enoe,  C<mtf-de-Lioii  and  St.  Bdmnnd'a  Sbiiue,  TuiA 
like  Hina'a  'Virion ;  and  titan  ia  notiiing  left  bot  a  mntilatad 
blaolc  Bnin  amid  green  botsnio  eni 
dilettanti  paatnrinj;  in  tiudr  pUoea. 
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What  a  singolar  shape  of  a  Man,  shape  of  a  Time,  have  we  in 
ihis  Abbot  Samson  and  his  history;  how  strangely  do  modes, 
ere«<ls.  formularies,  and  the  date  and  place  of  a  man's  birth,  mod- 
i^  the  figure  of  the  man ! 

Formulas  too.  as  we  call  them,  have  a  realiiy  in  Human  Life. 
Tbey  are  real  as  the  very  skin  and  muscular  tissue  of  a  Man's  Life ; 
uid  a  most  blessed  indispensable  thing,  so  long  as  they  have  vi- 
'  ::\'v  withal,  and  are  a  livifig  skin  and  tissue  to  him !  No  man, 
r  maa's  life,  can  go  abroad  and  do  business  in  the  world  without 
-Inn  and  tissues.  No ;  first  of  all,  these  have  to  fashion  them- 
rr/-vc>. — as  indeed  they  spontaneously  and  inevitably  do.  Foam 
:'ijr*Af.  and  this  is  worth  thinking  of,  can  harden  into  oyster-shell ; 
ill  living  objects  do  by  necessity  form  to  themselves  a  skin. 

And  yet.  again,  when  a  man's  Formulas  become  d€(ul ;  as  all 
FMrmulas,  in  the  progress  of  living  growth,  are  very  sure  to  do ! 
^^'ben  the  poor  man's  integuments,  no  longer  nourished  from 
-r-.thiii.  become  dead  skin,  mere  adscititious  leather  and  callosity, 
'Wearing  thicker  and  thicker,  uglier  and  uglier  ;  till  no  heart  any 
■  z.z*:T  can  be  felt  beating  through  them,  so  thick,  callous,  calci- 
f-i  arc  they  ;  and  all  over  it  has  now  grown  mere  calcified  oys- 
T-r- -shell,  or  were  it  polished  mother-of-pearl,  inwards  almost  to 
•:.r  Tcry  heart  of  the  poor  man  : — yes  then,  you  may  say,  his  usc- 
fi'.L».-»«  nnce  more  is  quite  obstructed;  once  more,  he  cannot  ^o 
.'  r-<itl  and  do  business  in  the  world  ;  it  is  time  that  he  take  to 
'-'i.  and  prepare  for  departure,  which  cannot  now  be  distant ! 

/ ''/c  homines  sunt  modi  sunt.  Habit  is  the  deepest  law  of  human 
rjiTure  It  is  our  supreme  strength :  if  also,  in  certain  circmn- 
-Taiir^o*.  our  miserablest  weakness. — From  Stoke  to  Stowe  is  as  vit 
1  fitrld,  all  pathless,  untrodden :  from  Stoke  where  I  live,  to  Stowo 
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where  I  have  to  make  my  merotumdises,  perform  my  biuiiieaflei, 
consult  my  heavenly  oracles,  there  is  aa  yet  no  jftth  or  human 
fSootprint ;  and  I,  impelled  by  such  necessities,  mnst  Bevnilitlesa 
undertake  the  journey.  Let  me  go  once,  scanning  my^tey  with 
any  earnestness  of  outlook,  and  successfully  arriying,  my  ibotprints 
are  an  invitation  to  me  a  second  time  to  go  by  the  same  way.  It 
is  easier  than  any  other  way :  the  industry  of  '  scanning*  lies 
already  invested  in  it  for  me ;  I  can  go  this  time  with  leas  of 
scanning,  or  without  scanning  at  aU.  Nay,  the  very  sight  of  my 
footprints,  what  a  comfort  for  me ;  and  in  a  degree,  for  all  my 
brethren  of  mankind  1  The  footprints  are  trodden  and  retrodden ; 
the  path  wears  ever  broad(er,  smoother,  into  a  broad  highway, 
where  even  wheels  can  run ;  and  many  travel  it ;— ->till — ^till  the 
Town  of  Stowe  disappear  from  that  locality  (as  towns  have  been 
known  to  do),  or  no  merchandising,  heavenly  oracle,  or  real  boai- 
ness  any  longer  exist  for  one  there :  then  why  should  anybody 
travel  the  way  1 — ^Habit  is  our  primal,  fundamental  law ;  Habit 
and  Imitation,  there  is  nothing  more  perennial  in  us  than  these 
'  two.  They  are  the  source  of  all  Working  and  all  Apprentice- 
ship, of  all  Practice  and  all  Learning,  in  this  world. 

Yes,  the  wise  man  too  speaks,  and  acts,  in  Formulas ;  all  men 
do  so.  And  in  general,  the  more  completely  cased  with  Formulas 
a  man  may  be,  the  safer,  happier  is  it  for  him.  Thou  who,  in  an 
All  of  rotten  Formulas,  seemest  to  stand  nigh  bare,  having  indig- 
nantly shaken  off  the  superannuated  rags  and  unsound  callosities 
of  Formulas,— <;onsider  how  thou  too  art  still  clothed!  This 
English  Nationality,  whatsoever  from  uncounted  ages  is  genuine 
and  a  fact  among  thy  native  People,  in  their  words  and  ways :  all 
this,  has  it  not  made  for  thee  a  skin  or  second-skin,  adhesive  actu- 
ally as  thy  natural  skin  ?  This  thou  hast  not  stript  off,  this  thou 
wilt  never  strip  off :  the  humour  that  thy  mother  gave  thee  has  to 
shew  itself  through  this.  A  common,  or  it  may  be  an  uncommon 
Englishman  thou  art:  but  good  Heavens,  what  sort  of  Arab, 
Chinaman,  Jew-Clothesman,  Turk,  Hindoo,  African  Mandingo, 
wouldst  thou  have  been,  thou  with  those  mother-qualities  of  thine ! 

It  strikes  me  dumb  to  look  over  the  long  series  of  faces,  such 
as  any  full  Church,  Courthouse,  London-Tavern  Meeting,  or  mis- 
cellany of  men  will  show  them.     Some  score  or  two  of  years  ago. 
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ftll  theae  were  little  red-coloured  pulpy  iufants ;  each  of  them 
•.*apable  of  being  kneaded,  baked  into  any  social  form  you  chose : 
jet  I  see  now  how  they  are  fixed  and  hardened, — ^into  artisans, 
utiBlA,  ^tmgj^  gentry,  learned  sergeants,  unlearned  dandies,  and 
:«D  and  ahall  now  be  nothing  else  henceforth ! 

Mark  on  that  nose  the  colour  left  by  too  copious  port  and 
viands  ;  to  which  the  profuse  cravat  with  exorbitant  breastpin, 
^^•1  the  fixed,  forward,  and  as  it  were  menacing  glance  of  the  eyes 
?«*rre8pond.  That  is  a  '  Man  of  Business;'  prosperous  manufac- 
:*irer.  house-contractor,  engineer,  law-manugcr;  his  eye,  nose, 
cravat  have,  in  such  work  and  fortune,  got  such  a  character :  deny 
Lim  not  thy  praise,  thy  pity.  Pity  him  too,  the  Ilurd-handed, 
with  bony  brow,  rudely  combed  hair,  eyes  looking  out  as  in  labour, 
m  difliculty  and  uncertainty;  rude  mouth,  the  lips  coarfu;,  loo»se, 
k>  in  hard  toil  and  lifelong  fatigue  they  have  got  the  hubit  of 
hanging  :  hast  thou  seen  aught  more  touching  than  the  rude  in- 
tt'lIigcDce,  so  cramped,  yet  energetic,  unsubduable,  true,  which 
1  -'ks  *jui  of  that  marred  visage  ?  Alas,  and  his  poor  wife,  with 
ivr  own  hands,  wui«licd  that  cotton  neckcloth  for  him,  buttoned 
tiiit  e«iar.sc  s>hirt.  sent  him  forth  creditably  trimmed  as  she  could. 
Izi  ■*m:h  imprisonment  lives  he,  for  his  jiart :  man  cannot  now  do- 
liver  him:  the  red  pulpy  infant  has  been  baked  and  fashioned  so. 

Or  wliat  kind  of  bilking  was  it  that  this  otlier  brother-mortal 

T't.  which  has  haked  him  into  the  genus  Dandy  ?     Kle^ant  Va- 

•v^ium  :  i^erenely  looking  down  upon  all  Plenums  and  Entities,  as 

1  w  and  po«jr  to  his  serene  Chimcraship  and  -.Vr>//entity  laboriously 

Attained  !     Heroic  Vacuum  :  inexpugnahle.  while  purse  and  ]ire- 

^ZaI  condition  of  swiety  hold  out ;  euraMe  by  nt>  lu'llebore.    The 

:  --m   of  Fate   was.  Be  thou  a   Dandy  !     Have  tiiy  eye-glasses, 

iP-ra- glasses,  thy  Long- Acre  cabs  with  wliite-breeehed  tiger,  thy 

;.  iwning  impassivities,  pococurantisms  ;  Jl.r  thyself  in  Daiulyhood 

ii«ieliverablo  :   it  is  thy  doom. 

And  all  the se.  we  say,  were  red-coloured  infants  ;  of  the  same 

I  ulp    aufl    stuff,  few  years   ago;  now    irretrievably  shaped   :ii\d 

kiic-ad^il  as  we  sei? '     Foriuulas  ?     Tiiere  is  no  mi>rtal  extant.  t»at 

•f  the  difpths  of  Bedlam,  but  lives  all  skinned,  thatelied.  envered 

ver  with  Formulas ;  and  is,  as  it  were,  held  in  fromdi'liriiini  and 

the  Inane  by  hii  Foimulis!    They  arc  withal  the  mo.*»t  beneficent. 
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indispensable  of  human  equipments :  blessed  he  who  has  a  skin  and 
tissues,  so  it  be  a  living  one,  and  the  heairt-pulse  eveiywhere  JSs- 
eernible  through  it  Monaohism,  Feudalism,  with  a  seal  King 
Plantagenet,  with  real  Abbots  Samsoh,  and  their  other  livii^ 
realities,  how  blessed ! — 

Not  without  a  mournful  interest  have  we  surreyed  that  authen- 
tic image  of  a  Time  now  wholly  swallowed.  Mournful  refleotions 
crowd  on  us ; — and  yet  oons6latory.  How  many  brave  men  have 
lived  before  Agamemnon !  Here  is  a  brave  governor  Samson,  a 
man  fearing  God,  and  fearing  nothing  else ;  of  whom  as  First  Lord 
of  the  Treasury,  as  King,  Chief,  Editor,  High  Priest,  we  oould  be 
BO  glad  and  proud ;  of  whom  nevertheless  Fame  has  altogether 
forgotten  to  make  mention !  The  &int  image  of  him,  revived  in 
this  hour,  is  found  in  the  gossip  of  one  poor  Monk,  and  in  Natore 
nowhere  else.  Oblivion  had  so  nigh  swallowed  him  altogether, 
even  to  the  echo  of  his  ever  having  existed.  What  regiments  and 
lioats  and  generations  of  such  has  Oblivion  already  swallowed  I 
Tlicir  crumbled  dust  makes  up  the  soil  our  life-fruit  grows  on. 
Suid  I  not,  as  my  old  Norse  Fathers  taught  me,  The  Life-tree 
Igdrasil,  which  waves  round  thee  in  this  hour,  whereof  thou  in 
this  hour  art  portion,  has  its  roots  down  deep  in  the  oldest  Death- 
KiDgdoms ;  and  grows  ;  the  Three  Nomas,  or  Times,  Past,  Pre- 
sent, Future,  watering  it  from  the  Sacred  Well  I 

For  example,  who  taught  thee  to  speaJc  ?  From  the  day  when 
two  hairy-naked  or  fig-leaved  Human  Figures  began,  as  uncom- 
f(ir table  dummies,  anxious  no  longer  to  be  dumb,  but  to  impart 
themselves  to  one  another ;  and  endeavoured,  with  gaspings,  ges- 
turings,  ii^ith  unsyllablod  cries,  with  painful  pantomime  and  in- 
terjections, in  a  very  unsuccessful  manner, — ^up  to  the  writing  of 
this  present  copyright  Book,  which  also  is  not  very  successful ! 
Between  that  day  and  this,  I  say,  there  has  been  a  pretty  space 
of  time  ;  a  pretty  spell  of  work,  which  somebody  has  done !  Think- 
e.st  thou  there  were  no  poets  till  Dan  Chaucer  ?  No  heart  burn- 
ing with  a  thought,  which  it  could  not  hold,  and  had  no  word  for; 
and  needed  to  shape  and  coin  a  word  for, — ^what  thou  callest  a  meta- 
phor, trope,  or  the  like  ?  For  every  word  we  have,  there  was 
such  a  man  and  poet.     The  coldest  word  was  onoe  a  glowing  new 


THE  BEGINNINGS.  129 


metaphor,  and  bold  questionable  originality.  <  Tby  very  atten- 
aoXy  does  it  not  mean  an  aUentio,  a  stretchinu-to  V  Fancy  that  act 
of  ^e  mind,  which  all  were  oonscious  of^  which  none  had  yet  named, 
— when  this  new  <poct'  first  felt  bound  and  driven  to  name  it! 
His  qaesUonable  originality,  and  new  glowing  metaphor,  was  found 
adoptable,  intelligible ;  and  remains  our  name  for  it  to  this  day. 

Litentora : — and  look  at  Paul's  Cathedral,  and  the  Masonries 
and  Worships  and  Quasi- Worships  that  are  there ;  not  to  speak 
of  Westminster  Hall  and  its  wings  1  Men  had  not  a  hammer  to 
begin  with,  not  a  syllabled  articulation  :  they  had  it  all  to  make ; 
—and  they  have  made  it.  What  thousand  thousand  articulate, 
Mmi-wrticulate,  earnest-stammering  Prayers  ascending  up  to 
Hearen,  from  hut  and  cell,  in  many  lands,  in  many  centuries, 
from  the  fervent  kindled  souls  of  innumerable  men,  each  strug- 
gling to  pour  itself  forth  incompletely  as  it  might,  before  the  in- 
oompletest  IMurgy  could  be  compiled  1  The  Liturgy,  or  adopt- 
able  and  generally  adopted  Set  of  Prayers  and  Prayer-Method, 
was  what  we  can  call  the  Select  Adoptabilities,  ^  Select  Beauties' 
well-edited  (by  CEcumenic  Councils  and  other  Useful- Knowledge 
Societies)  from  that  wide  waste  imbroglio  of  Prayers  already 
extant  and  accumulated,  good  and  bad.  The  good  were  found 
adoptable  by  men  ;  were  gradually  got  together,  well-edited,  ac- 
credited :  the  bad,  found  inappropriate,  unadoptablc,  were  grad- 
i:aily  forgotten,  disused  and  burnt.  It  is  the  way  with  human 
things.  The  first  man  who,  looking  with  opened  soul  on  this 
august  Heaven  and  Earth,  this  Beautiful  and  Awful,  which  wo 
Ziame  Nature.  Universe  and  such  like,  the  essence  of  which  re- 
mains forever  Unnameable  ;  he  who  first,  gazing  into  this,  fell  on 
Lis  kn«^9  awestruck,  in  silence  as  is  likeliest, — he,  driven  by  in- 
ner necessity,  the  ^  audacious  original'  that  he  was,  had  done  a 
thing,  too,  which  all  thoughtful  he.irts  saw  straightway  to  be  an 
expressive,  altogether  adoptable  thing!  To  bow  the  knee  was 
t:ver  since  the  attitude  of  supplication.  Earlier  than  any  spoken 
Prayers,  Litanias,  or  Ltilovrgias  ;  the  beginning  of  all  Worship, 
— which  needed  but  a  beginning,  so  rational  was  it.  What  a 
poet  he !  Tes,  this  bold  original  was  a  successful  one  withal. 
The  wellhead  this  one,  hidden  in  the  primeval  dusks  and  dis- 
taDcea,  from  whom  as  from  a  Nile-source  all  Fhrm$  of  Worship 
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flow: — such  a  Nile-river  (somewhat  muddy  and  malarious  now  I) 
of  Forms  of  Worship  sprang  there,  and  flowed,  and  flows,  down  to 
Puseyism,  Botatory  Calabash,  Archbishop  Laud  at  St  Catherine 
Creed's,  and  perhaps  lower ! 

Things  rise,  I  say,  in  that  way.  The  Iliad  Poem,  and  indeed 
most  other  poetic,  especially  epic  things,  haye  risen  as  the  Litur- 
gy did.  .  The  great  Iliad  in  Greece,  and  the  small  RoHn  Hbod^s 
Garland  In  England,  are  each,  as  I  understand,  the  well-edited 
'  Select  Beauties'  of  an  immeasurable  waste  imbroglio  of  Heroic 
Ballads  in  their  respective  centuries  and  countries.  Think  what 
strumming  of  the  seven-stringed  heroic  lyre,  torturing  of  the  less 
heroic  flddle-catgut,  in  Hellenic  Kings'  Courts,  and  English  way- 
side Public  Houses ;  and  beating  of  the  studious  Poetic  brain, 
and  gasping  here  too  in  the  semi-articulate  windpipe  of  Poetio 
men,  before  the  Wrath  of  a  Divine  Achilles,  the  Prowess  of  a 
Will  Scarlet  or  Wakefield  Pinder,  could  be  adequately  sung) 
Honour  to  you,  ye  nameless  great  and  greatest  ones,  ye  long-for- 
gotten brave ! 

Nor  was  the  Statute  De  Tallagio  non  concedendo^  nor  any  Sta- 
tute, Law-method,  Lawyer's-wig,  much  less  were  the  Statute- 
Book  and  Four  Courts,  with  Coke  upon  Lyttleton  and  Three 
Estates  of  Parliament  in  the  rear  of  them,  got  together  without 
human  labour, — mostly  forgotten  now  !  From  the  time  of  Cain's 
slaying  Abel  by  swift  head-breakage,  to  this  time  of  killing  your 
man  in  Chancery  by  inches,  and  slow  heart-break  for  forty  years, 
— ^thcre  too  is  an  interval !  Venerable  Justice  herself  began  by 
Wild-Justice ;  all  Law  is  as  a  tamed  furrowfield,  slowly  worked 
out,  and  rendered  arable,  from  the  waste  jungle  of  Club-Law. 
Valiant  Wisdom  tilling  and  draining ;  escorted  by  owl-eyed 
Pedantry,  by  owlish  and  vulturish  and  many  other  forms  of  Fol- 
ly ; — the  valiant  husbandman  assiduously  tilling ;  the  blind 
greedy  enemy  too  assiduously  sowing  tares !  It  is  because  there 
is  yet  in  venerable  wigged  Justice  some  wisdom,  amid  such  moun- 
tains of  wiggeries  and  folly,  that  men  have  not  cast  her  into  the 
Biver ;  that  she  still  sits  there,  like  Dryden's  Head  in  the  Battle 
of  the  Booksj — a  huge  helmet,  a  huge  mountain  of  greased  parch- 
ment, of  unclean  horsehair,  first  striking  the  eye ;  and  then  in 
the  innermost  comer,  visible  at  last,  in  size  as  a  hazelnut^  a  real 
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traction  of  God's  Justice,  perhaps  not  yet  imattainable  to  some, 
^a^ely  still  indispensable  to  all ; — and  men  know  not  what  to  do 
«ith  iier!  Lawyers  were  not  all  pedants,  Yoluminous  voracious 
:rrriK»ns  ;  Lawyers  too  were  poets,  were  heroes,— or  their  Law 
Lad  been  past  the  Nore  loug  before  this  time.  Their  Owlisms, 
\' altar  isms,  to  an  incredible  extent,  will  disappear  by  and  by, 
'leir  Heroisms  only  remaining,  and  the  helmet  be  reduced  to 
•  -mething  like  the  size  of  the  head,  we  hope ! — 

Ii  is  all  work  and  forgotten  work,  this  peopled,  clothed,  artic- 
uLite-speakingf  high-towered,  wide-acred  World.  The  hands  of 
!■  irgotten  brave  men  have  made  it  a  World  for  us ;  they, — honour 
to  them  :  they,  in  spUe  of  the  idle  and  the  dastard.  This  Eng- 
lish Land,  here  and  now,  is  the  summary  of  what  was  found  of 
wistr.  and  noble,  and  accordant  with  God's  Truth,  in  all  the  gene- 
rat  ions  of  English  Men.  Our  English  Speech  is  speakable  be- 
c^u;^  there  were  Hero-Poets  of  our  blood  and  lineage  ;  speakablo 
in  proportion  to  the  number  of  these.  This  Land  of  England 
iia?  its  conquerors,  possessors,' which  change  from  epoch  to  epoch, 
fr-.-m  day  to  day  ;  but  its  real  conquerors,  creators,  and  etern:;! 
j-ruprieturs  are  these  following,  and  their  representatives  if  yon 
ixiu  £ud  them :  All  the  Heroic  Souls  that  ever  were  in  Englaii<1, 
each  in  their  degree ;  all  the  men  that  ever  cut  a  thistle,  drained 
a  paddle  out  of  England,  contrived  a  wise  scheme  in  Englai)!, 
did  or  said  a  true  and  valiant  thing  in  England.  I  tell  tliv, 
they  had  not  a  hammer  to  begin  witli;  and  yet  Wren  built  Si. 
}\i  il .-?  ;  not  an  articulated  syllable;  and  yet  there  have  come 
English  Literatures.  Elizalxithan  Literatures,  Sutanic-Scliool, 
*'-«;kntv-SclH»ul  and  other  Literature's: — onct-  mure,  as  in  tlio  old 
\Aiii:  ..f  the  J^ffoi/rgia,  a  most  wa.st^j  imbroglio,  and  world-wide 
viUffle   and  jumble;   waiting  terrible   to   be   •  well-edited,'   and 

■  w»il-burnt !'     Arachne  started  with  forefinger  and  thumb,  and 

■  id  not  even  a  distaff;  yet  thou  seest  Manchester,  and  Cotton 
'  ii'th.  which  will  shelter  naked  backs,  at  twopence  an  ell. 

Wnrk  ?  The  quantity  of  done  and  forgotten  work  that  lies  si- 
.-  Ill  under  ray  feet  in  this  world,  and  escorts  and  attends  me,  and 
supports  and  keeps  me  alive,  wheresoever  I  walk  or  stand,  what- 
soever I  think  or  do,  gives  rise  to  reflections  !  Is  it  not  enough, 
at  any  rate,  to  strike  the  thing  called  *  Fame'  into  total  silenco 
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fcr  »  wfM'auff    Brt'. ftola'ud-mnMtn  ponoM,'  A»  tfAA 

-fUl  1w  TV7  1MA7;  titia  -.'Auqcy'  yad-ldJti  of  har  Mnaort^ 

utd  w'ftnrib':  biriV  jnywiU'.ciMUar  lt,«Ut  i*  A«f    AUmI 

■  Samson  ww  noT  a|rtl&g-  beomseL  ndMidj  iwtif.iiQlluBg  «f  kia. 

•  Or  l3|^ikrat.ikoa,  Ae  Ugfat  Pobob^Ub  Sir  JdndL  Wiadbig 

"-    oia  ]» inade  MaMwing  17  PirlhnuDMffy  lf^}oiittM  and  Laad- 

4t,'i»8  Aftitdea  f  Har  '  immortala  P  SoKMdy  tw«  Imfdmd  jwn 
buk  o^n  Fame  noidteet  attienlaMj  at  dl ;  and  than  aha  M 
vannden  and  mnmUaa.  She  mani^aa  to  raoidlaei  a  Shalo^Man 
0F  ri^  and  prates,  wmnderabl;  like  a  gooae,  about  him ; — and  in 

,'tiMNaEof.t^^«nwardatodiebiitit  of  Theutb,  to  Hongst^^bi- 

Tasidn/aDdtfia  boaen  of -Standtjr,  it  waa  dl  blank ;  asdtbarv 

speotaUe^eatonie  IdHij(Di^aa,'Teirtonk  Piaotieaa,  Sziatonoea,  all 

.  oame  of  thrown  aooord,«a  the  gnMipringa,«ith»4reae  grow; 

BO  Pocrbj  ap  wmk  flraan  th«  iaqiindlyart  of  a'Has  needed  there; 

•..mtd  Flfii^l||if  not  aa  artienkte  irord  to  aa;  abost  it  I    Or  aA 

\  I^i  "WhiiV  imh  all  oAsrifable  applianoea  «nd  nmemoniea,  in- 
clnding  apotheosis  and  human  sacrifioea  among  tbe  nnmber,  she 
oarriaa  in  her^iead  with  regard  to  a  Wodan,  even  a  MoeeB,  or 
other  Booh  ?  She  begins  to  be  uncertain  as  to  what  they  were, 
whether  spirite  or  men  of  mould, — gods,  charlatans ;  b^jins  soma- 
times  to  haya  a  misgiving  that  thej  were  mere  symbols,  ideas  of 
the  mind;  perhaps  nonentities,  and  letters  of  the  Alphabet! 
She  is  the  noisiest,  inartiaolately  babbling,  hisring,  BOFeamlng 
foolishest,  Dnmnsioalest  of  ftiwls  that  Sj  ^  and  needs  no  '  tnun- 
pet,'  I  think,  hat  her  own  enormous  gooae-thfoa^-measuriiig 
sereral  d^rees  of  oelaitial  latitude,  so  to  speak.  Uer  '  wings,' 
in  these  days,  hare  grown  Ear  swifter  than  ever ;  but  her  goose- 
.throat  hitherto  seems  only  larger,  lender  and  fbolisher  than  ever. 
Sft«  ia  transitory,  futile,  a  goose  yddesa : — if  she  were  not  transi- 
tory, what  would  baoome  of  us  I  It  is  a  ohief  oomfbrt  that  she 
forgets  us  all ;  all,  even  to  the  very  Wodans ;  and  grows,  to  oon- 
sidor  ns,  at  last,  as  probably  nontatitias  asd-  Letters  of  the  Al- 
phabet. 

f  OB, «  noble  Abbot  Samson  resigns  himself  to  Oblivion  too ; 
feels  tt  no  hardship  but  a  oomfbrt ;  counts  it  as  a  still  resting 
plaee,  from  muoh  dok  f^t  and  fhver  and  stupidity,  whiofa  in.  tike 
'  nlghViratahea  often  made  hn  ibvng  heart  1^.    Tovr  moat  sweel 
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TOioefly  wftting  one  endnaouft  goose-voioe,  O  Bobns  and  Compan j, 
ham  can  they  be  a  guidance  for  any  Son  of  Adam?  In  tilence  of 
jou  and  the  like  of  you,  the  '  nnall  ttill  yoices'  will  speak  to  him 
better ;  in  which  does  lie  goidance. 

My  friend,  all  speech  and  nimonr  b  shortlived,  foolish,  untme. 
Genuine  Work  alone,  what  thou  workest  &ithfiilly,  that  is  eter- 
nal, as  the  Almighty  Foonder  and  World-Builder  hhnsoll  Stand 
thoa  by  that ;  and  let  <  Fame'  and  the  rest  of  it  go  prating. 

'Hesrd  are  the  Voices, 
Hatid  are  the  sigQi, 
The  worlds  and  the  ages : 
'^Choose  wall,  your  choice  is 
Brief  and  yet  endkas ; 

Hara  ayaa  do  regard  yon, 
In  Etamity'a  atillnaaa ; 
Hera  is  all  folneas, 
Ye  braTe,  to  reward  yon ; 
Work,  and  despair  not."  ^ 

•  Goethe. 
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CHAPTER   I. 

PHENOMENA. 

Brr.  it  is  said,  onr  religion  is  gone ;  we  no  longer  believe  in 
^t  Edmund,  no  longer  see  the  figure  of  him  '  on  the  rim  of  the 
«kv/  minatory  or  confirmatory !  God*8  absolute  Laws,  sanction- 
ed by  an  eternal  Heaven  and  an  eternal  Hell,  have  become  Mo- 
ral Philosophies,  sanctioned  by  able  computations  of  Profit  and 
Loss,  by  weak  considerations  of  Pleasures  of  Virtue  and  th0 
Moral  Sublime. 

It  is  even  so.  To  speak  in  the  ancient  dialect,  we  '  have  for- 
gotten God ;' — in  the  most  modem  dialect  and  very  truth  of  the 
TLatter,  we  have  taken  up  the  Fact  of  this  Universe  as  it  is  not. 
We  have  quietly  closed  our  eyes  to  the  eternal  Substance  of 
thiugs.  and  opened  them  only  to  the  Shews  and  Shams  of  things. 
We  quietly  believe  this  Universe  to  bo  intrinsically  a  great  un- 
iiitelligible  Perhaps  ;  extrinsically,  clear  enough,  it  is  a  great, 
most  extensive  Cattlcfold  and  workhouse,  with  most  extensive 
Kitchen-ranges,  Dining- tables, — ^whereat  he  is  wise  who  can  find 
»  place !  All  the  Truth  of  this  Universe  is  uncertain;  only  the 
profit  and  loss  of  it,  the  pudding  and  praise  of  it,  are  and  rc- 
maiu  very  yisiblo  to  the  practical  man. 

There  is  no  longer  any  God  for  us '  God's  Laws  are  become 
a  Greatest-Happiness  Principle,  a  Parliamentary  Expediency: 
the  HeavcuH  overarch  us  only  as  an  Astronomical  Time-keeper; 
^  butt  for  Herschel-tclcscopcs  to  shoot  science  at,  to  shoot  seuti- 
laeiitalitics  at : — in  our  and  old  Johnson's  dialect,  man  has  lost 
ihe  stful  out  of  him ;  and  now,  after  the  due  period, — begins  to 
firi"!  the  want  of  it!  This  is  verily  the  plague-spot;  centre  of 
the  universal  Social  Gangrene,  threatening  all  modem  things 
with   ^ghtM  death.     To  him  that  will  consider  it,  here  is 
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Hm  ■tom,  witb  iti  roots  and  t^iroot,  with  iti  worU-inde  ^u- 
boiogbi  wad  aoonned  poiaon  ezudfttiona,  tudor  wbiob  tiw  imtid 
Ilea  writhing  in  npsthy  and  agony.  Toa  tpoA  tiu  ftoal-o^^toa 
of  all  onr  Jiaaaao,  of  onr  frightful  noadogy  of  diiBMna,  wbm  joa 
lay  yoqr  hand  on  this.  Then  la  no  rdigion ;  than  ii  no  Ood ; 
man  haa  lost  hia  aonl,  and  nunly  aeaka  antiaeptao  aalt  Vainly : 
'in  tilling  Kinga  in  paming  RsfbiiB  Billa,  in  Franoh  Bsroltt- 
tiona,  SiiDoheater  InanmetioDa,  is  finind-  no  remedy.  THe  fmil 
elephantine  lepro^,  alleviated  tot  an  hoar,  leappeara  in  new 
force  and  deffperateneaB  next  honr. 

For  actually  this  is  i|«f  the  real  &et  of  Uie  worlds  tlM  world'ia 
not  made  ao,  but  otherwiae ! — Truly,  any  Booie^  aetting  ont  boa 
this  No-Qod  hypotheaia  will  arrive  at  a  reaalt  or  two.  The  Vi^ 
Teracitiea,  eaoortod,  eaoh  Unraraoi^  of  them  liy  itaoorroapMidilg 
Miaery  and  Penalty  j  the  Phaatasma,  and  Fatoitiea,  ud  taa- 
yeara  Oom-Law  Dehatinga,  that  ahall  walk  the  Earth  at  noon- 
day,— ^moat  needs  be  nnmeroiu!  ^e  UuTerse  hang  intrinm- 
oally  a  Perhaps,  being  too  probably  an  '  infinite  Humbng,'  why 
^oold  any  minor  Humbog  astonish  ns  }  It  is  all  according  to 
tJie  order  of  Nature;  and  Phantasms  riding  with  huge  clatter 
along  the  streets,  Crom  end  to  end  of  onr  existenoe,  astonish  no- 
body, Enchanted  St  Ives'  Workhouses  and  Joe-Manton  Aria- 
tooraoies;  giant  Working  Mammonism  near  strangled  In  the 
partridge-nets  of  giant-looking  Idle  Dilettantism, — this,  in  all  its 
bianobes,  in  its  thousand  thousand  modes  and  figures,  is  a  sight 


The  Popish  Bcli^on,  wc  are  told,  flonrishea  extremely  in  tJiese 
yean ;  and  is  tke  most  vivaoions-Iooking  religion  to  be  met  with 
at  present.  "  Eile  a  trois  ee»t§  aiu  daiu  U  veittTe,"  oonnts  M. 
Jonf&oy ;  "  <^tH  pottrguoi  je  la  respeete  /" — The  old  Pope  of  Rome, 
finding  it  laborious  to  kneel  so  long  while  they  cart  him  through 
the  streets  to  bless  the  people  on  Corput-Ckristi  Day,  eomplaioa 
of  rheumatism  j  whereupon  his  Cardinals  consult ; — construct 
him,  after  some  study,  a  staffed  cloaked  figure,  of  iron  and  wood, 
with  wool  or  baked  hair ;  and  place  it  in  a  kneeling  posture. 
Stufied  figure,  or  rump  of  a  figure ;  to  this  stofied  romp  he,  sit- 
ting at  bia  ease  on  a  lower  loTel,  joins,  by  the  aid  of  oloaks  and 
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Inpery,  his  liying  head  and  ontepread  luuids ;  the  mmp  with  its 
tlodDi  kneels,  the  Pope  looks,  and  holds  his  hands  spread ;  and 
10  the  two  in  oonoert  bless  the  £oman  population  on  Corput' 
Ckristi  Day,  as  well  as  they  can. 

I  have  considered  this  amphibious  Pope,  with  the  wool-and- 
ixon  back,  with  the  flesh  head  and  hands ;  and  endeavoored  to  cal- 
culate his  horoseopa  I  reckon  him  the  remarkabl^t  Pontiff  that 
Has  darkened  God's  daylight,  or  painted  himself  in  the  human 
retina,  for  these  several  thousand  years.  Nay,  since  Chaos  first 
ffhiTered,  and  ^  sneeied,'  as  the  Arabs  say,  with  the  first  shaft  of 
sunlight  shot  through  it^  what  stranger  product  was  there  of 
Nature  and  Art  working  together  ?  Here  is  a  Supreme  Priest 
who  believes  God  to  be — ^What,  in  the  name  God,  does  he  believe 
God  to  be  ? — and  discerns  that  all  worship  of  God  is  a  scenio 
phantasmagory  of  waz-candles,  organ-blasts,  Gregorian  Chants, 
masa-brayings,  purple  monsignori,  wool-and-iron  rumps,  artisti- 
cally spread  out, — ^to  save  the  ignorant  from  worse. 

O  reader,  I  say  not  who  are  Belial's  elect.  Tiiis  poor  amphi- 
bious Pope  too  gives  loaves  to  the  Poor ;  has  in  him  more  good 
latent  than  he  is  himself  aware  o£  His  poor  Jesuits,  in  the  late 
Italian  Cholera,  were,  with  a  few  German  Doctors,  the  only  crea- 
tures whom  dastard  terror  had  not  driven  mad :  they  descended 
fearless  into  all  gulfis  and  bedlams ;  watched  over  the  pillow  of 
the  dying,  with  help,  with  counsel  and  hope ;  shone  as  lumi- 
Lous  fixed  stars,  when  all  else  had  gone  out  in  chaotic  night : 
brinour  to  them !  This  Poor  Pope, — who  knows  what  good  is  in 
Kim  -  In  a  Time  otherwise  too  prone  to  forgot,  ho  keeps  up 
the  moumfulest  ghastly  memorial  of  the  Highest,  Blessedest, 
vLich  once  was  ;  which,  in  new  fit  forms,  will  again  partly  have 
10  be.  Im  he  not  as  a  perpetual  death's-head  and  cross-bones,  with 
their  Resurgam,  on  the  grave  of  a  Universal  Heroism, — ^grave  of  a 
Christianity  ?  Such  Noblenesses,  purchased  by  the  world's  best 
heart  s-blood,  must  not  be  lost ;  wc  cannot  afford  to  lose  them, 
in  what  confusions  soever.  To  all  of  us  the  day  will  come,  to  a 
few  of  us  it  has  already  come,  when  no  mortal,  with  his  heart 
Teaming  for  a  ^  Divine  Humility,'  or  other  ^  Highest  form  of 
Valour,'  will  need  to  look  for  it  in  death's  heads,  but  will  see  it 
round  him  in  here  and  there  a  beautiful  living  head. 
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Beridei,  tiwre  is  in  thia  poor  Popt|  tad  U»  pnwlioe  oC  As 
Soenio  Tbmj  of  WonUp,  a  frtiikB6i»  wliinb  I  nAn  honoor. 
Not  half  and  batf;  bat  with  vndindod  lieart  doM  A$  sot  about 
worshipping  by  stage  machinery;  asif  AemrmBOWiandcoald 
again  be,  in  Nature  no  other.  He  will  ask  yoo,  What  other  ? 
Under  this  my  Qregorian  Ohant^  and  beantiftd  mtt-U^t  Fhan- 
tasmagory,  kindly  hidden  flEom  yon  is  an  Abyss,  of  Uaek  Doubt, 
Soepticism,  nay  Sansenlottio  ^aoobmism ;  an  Omqs  that  has  no 
bottom.  Think  of  that  *  Groby  Pod  w  thatehediriih  paaoskes,' 
— as  Jeannie  Deans's  Innkeeper  defied  it  to  be  I  The  Bottomless 
of  Scepticism,  Atheism,  Jacobinism,  behold,  it  is  thatehed  over, 
hidden  from  yoor  despair,  by  stage-properties  jodicioiisly  arranged. 
This  stufied  mmp  of  mine  sares  not  me  only  tnm  rhenmatismy 
but  you  also  from  what  other  ttsu/  In  this  yoor  Life-pilgiimage 
Nowhither,  a  fine  Sqnallicei  marehing-mnsie,  and  Or^gorian  Chant, 
accompanies  yoo,  and  the  hollow  Nif^  of  Orons  is  well  hid  I 
^  Tea  truly,  few  men  that  worship  by  the  rotatory  Calabash  of 
the  GalmnokB  do  it  in  half  so  great,  frank  or  effectual  a  way. 
Dmry-lane,  it  is  said,  and  that  is  saying  much,  might  learn  from 
him  in  the  dressing  of  parts,  in  the  arrangement  of  lights  and 
shadows.  He  is  the  greatest  Play-actor  that  at  present  draws 
salary  in  this  world.  Poor  Pope  ;  and  I  am  told  he  is  fast  grow- 
ing bankrupt  too ;  and  will,  in  a  measurable  term  of  years  (a  great 
way  vnthin  the  'three  hundred'),  not  haye.a  penny  to  make  his 
pot  boil !  His  old  rheumatic  back  will  then  get  to  rest ;  and  him- 
self and  his  stage-properties  sleep  well  in  Chaos  for  evermore. 

Or,  alas,  why  go  to  Rome  for  Phantasms  walking  the  streets  ? 
Phantasms,  ghosts,  in  this  midnight  hour,  hold  jubilee,  and 
screech  and  jabber ;  and  the  question  rather  were,  What  high 
Beality  anywhere  is  yet  awake  ?  Aristocracy  has  become  Phan- 
tasm-Aristocracy, no  longer  able  to  do  iUi  work,  not  in  the  least 
oondcious  that  it  has  any  work  longer  to  do.  Unable,  totally 
careless  to  do  its  work ;  careful  only  to  clamour  for  the  toages  of 
doing  its  work, — ^nay  for  higher,  and  palpMf  undue  wages,  and 
Corn-Laws  and  increase  of  rents ;  the  old  rate  of  wages  not  being 
adequate  now !  In  hydra-wrestle,  giant  ^  MiUoanoj^  so-called,  a 
real  giant,  though  as  yet  a  blind  one  and  bat  half-awake,  wrestles 
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■nd  wiingi  in  choking  nighimmrey  'like  to  be  strangled  in  the 
partridge-nets  of  Phantasm- Aristocraoj/  as  we  said,  whioh  fimoies 
itself  still  to  be  a  giant  Wrestles,  as  under  nightmare,  till  it  do 
awaken ;  and  gasps  and  straggles  thousandfold,  we  may  say,  in  a 
truly  punfol  manner,  through  all  fibres  of  our  English  Ezistenoo, 
Ld  these  hours  and  years  1  Is  our  poor  English  Existence  wholly 
becoming  a  Nightmare  ]  full  of  mere  Phantasms  ? — 

The  Champion  of  England,  cased  in  iron  or  tin,  rides  into 
Westminster  Hall, '  being  lifted  into  his  saddle  with  little  assist- 
ance,' and  there  asks,  If  in  the  four  quarters  of  the  world,  under 
the  cope  of  Heayen,  is  any  man  or  demon  that  dare  question  the 
right  of  this  King  ?  Under  the  cope  of  Heaven  no  man  makes 
intelligible  answer, — as  seyeral  men  ought  already  to  have  done. 
Does  not  this  Champion  too  know  the  world ;  that  it  is  a  huge 
Imposture,  and  bottomless  Inanity,  thatched  over  with  bright 
cloth  and  other  ingenious  tissues  1  Him  let  us  leave  there,  ques- 
tioning all  men  and  demons. 

Him  we  have  left  to  his  destiny ;  but  whom  else  have  we  found  1 
From  this  the  highest  apex  of  things,  downwards  through  all 
£trata  and  breadths,  how  many  fully  awakened  Realities  have  we 
fallen  in  with :  alas,  on  the  contrary,  what  troops  and  populations 
of  Phantasms,  not  Grod-Yeracities  but  Devil-Falsities,  down  to  the 
lery  lowest  stratum, — ^which  now,  by  such  superincumbent  weight 
of  Unveracities,  lies  enchanted  in  St.  Ives'  Workhouses,  broad 
enough,  helpless  enough  1  You  will  walk  in  no  public  thorough- 
fare or  remotest  byway  of  English  Existence  but  you  will  meet  a 
man,  an  interest  of  men,  that  has  given  up  hope  in  the  Everlast- 
ing. True,  and  placed  its  hope  in  the  Temporary,  half  or  wholly 
False.  The  Honourable  Member  complains  unmusically  that 
there  b  *  devil's-dust'  in  Yorkshire  cloth.  Yorkshire  cloth — ^why, 
the  very  Paper  I  now  write  on  is  made,  it  seems,  partly  of  plas- 
ter-lime well-smoothed,  and  obstructs  my  writing!  You  arc 
locky  if  you  can  find  now  any  good  Paper, — any  work  really  done ; 
search  where  you  will,  from  highest  Phantasm  apex  to  lowest  En- 
chanted basis. 

Consider  for  example  that  great  Hat  seven-feet  high,  which 
now  perambulates  London  Streets  ;  which  my  Friend  Sauertcig 
regarded  justly  as  one  of  our  English  notabilities ;  "  the  topmost 
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point  as  yet,''  Baid  he,  ^  would  it  werfi  your  enlniinating  and  re- 
turning point,  to  which  English  Ptfferj  has  been  obeeryed  to 
reach !" — the  Hatter  in  the  Strand  of  London,  instead  of  maiking 
better  felt-hats  than  another,  mounts  a  huge  lath-and-plaster  Hat, 
seven-feet  high,  upon  wheels ;  sends  a  man  to  drive  it  through  the 
streets  ;  hoping  to  be  saved  thereby.  He  has  not  attempted  to 
make  better  hats,  as  he  was  appointed  by  the  Universe  to  do,  and 
as  with  this  ingenmty  of  his  he  could  very  probably  have  done ; 
but  his  whole  industry  b  turned  to  persuade  us  that  he  has  made 
such !  He  too  knows  that  the  Quaok  has  become  God.  Laugh 
not  at  him,  O  reader ;  or  do  not  laugh  only.  He  has  ceased  to 
be  comic ;  he  is  hat  becoming  tragic.  To  me  this  aU-deafening 
blast  of  PuiFery,  of  poor  Falsehood  grown  necessitous,  of  poor 
Heart- Atheism  fidlen  now  into  Enchanted  Workhouses,  sounds 
too  surely  like  a  Doom's-blast  I  have  to  say  to  myself  in  old 
dialect :  ^  Ood's  blessing  is  not  written  on  all  thb ;  His  curse  is 
written  on  all  this!"  Unless  perhaps  the  Universe  he  a  chimera; 
— some  old  totally  deranged  eightday  clock,  dead  as  brass ;  which 
the  Maker,  if  there  ever  was  any  Maker,  has  long  ceased  to  med- 
dle with  ? — To  my  Friend  Sauerteig  this  poor  seven-feet  Hat- 
manufacturer,  as  ihe  topstone  of  English  Puffery,  was  very  no- 
table. 

Alas,  that  we  natives  note  him  little,  that  we  view  him  as  a 
thing  of  course,  is  the  very  burden  of  the  misery.  We  take  it 
for  granted,  the  most  rigorous  of  us,  that  all  men  who  have  made 
anything  are  expected  and  entitled  to  make  the  loudest  possible 
proclamation  of  it,  and  call  on  a  discerning  public  to  reward  them 
for  it.  Every  man  his  own  trumpeter  ;  that  is,  to  a  really  alarm- 
ing extent,  the  accepted  rule.  Make  loudest  possible  proclama- 
tion of  your  Hat :  true  proclamation  if  that  will  do ;  if  that  will 
not  do,  then  folse  proclamation, — ^to  such  extent  of  falsity  as  will 
serve  your  purpose ;  as  will  not  seem  too  false  to  be  credible  ! — 
I  answer,  once  for  all,  that  the  fact  is  not  so.  Nature  requires 
no  man  to  make  proclamation  of  his  doings  and  hat-makings ; 
Nature  forbids  all  men  to  make  such.  There  is  not  a  man  or 
hat-maker  bom  into  the  world  but  feels,  or  has  felt,  that  he  is  de- 
grading himself  if  he  speak  of  his  excellencies  and  prowesses,  and 
supremacy  in  his  craft :  his  inmost  heart  says  to  him,  "  Leave  thy 
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friends  to  speak  of  these ;  if  possible,  thj  enemies  to  speak  of 
these ;  bat  at  all  events,  thy  friends  1''  He  feels  that  he  is  already 
a  poor  braggart;  ftst  hastening  to  be  a  fidsity  and  speaker  of  the 
Untruth. 

Nature's  Laws,  I  must  repeat,  are  eternal :  her  small  still 
voiee,  speaking  from  the  inmost  heart  of  ns,  shall  not,  under  ter- 
rible penalties,  be  disregarded.  No  one  man  can  depart  from  the 
truth  without  damage  to  himself ;  no  one  million  of  men ;  no 
Twenty-seven  Millions  of  men.  Shew  me  a  Nation  fallen  every- 
where  into  this  course,  so  that  each  expects  it,  permits  it  to 
others  and  himself,  I  will  shew  you  a  nation  travelling  with  one 
a»ent  on  the  broad  way.  The  broad  way,  however  many  Banks 
of  England,  Cotton-Mills  and  Duke's  Palaces  it  may  have.  Not 
at  happy  Elysian  fields,  and  everlasting  crowns  of  victory,  earned 
by  silent  Valour,  will  this  Nation  arrive ;  but  at  precipices,  de- 
vouring gulfs,  if  it  pause  not.  Nature  has  appointed  happy 
firld.«.  victorious  laurel-crowns  ;  but  only  to  the  brave  and  true : 
I'iinature,  what  we  call  Chaos,  holds  nothing  in  it  but  vacuitiesj 
devouring  gulfs.  What  are  Twenty-seven  Millions,  and  their 
cnanimity  ?  Believe  them  not :  the  Worlds  and  the  Ages,  God 
lod  Nature  and  All  Men  say  otherwise. 

-  Rhetoric  all  this  V  No,  my  brother,  very  singular  to  say,  it 
u  Fact  all  this.  Cocker's  Arithmetic  is  not  truer.  Forgotten 
in  these  days,  it  is  old  as  the  foundations  of  the  Universe,  and 
will  endure  till  the  Universe  cease.  It  is  forgotten  now ;  and 
the  first  men  ton  of  it  puckers  thy  sweet  countenance  into  a  sneer : 
but  it  will  be  brought  to  mind  again, — unlee«  indeed  the  Law  of 
Gravitation  chance  to  cease,  and  men  find  that  they  can  walk  on 
vicancy.  I'nanimity  of  the  Twenty-seven  Millions  will  do  no- 
tLing  :  walk  not  thou  with  them ;  fly  from  them  as  for  thy  life. 
Twenty-seven  Millions  travelling  on  such  courses,  with  gold  jin- 
gling in  every  pocket,  with  vivats  heaven-high,  arc  incessantly 
I'lvanciog,  let  me  again  remind  thee,  towards  the  firm-l/ifuTsendj 
— t4>wards  the  end  and  extinction  of  what  Faithfulness,  Vera- 
rity.  real  Worth,  was  in  their  way  of  life.  Their  noble  ancestors 
haw  (ashioued  for  them  a  '  life-road  ;' — in  how  many  thousand 
senses,  this  !  There  is  not  an  old  wise  Proverb  on  their  tongue, 
an  honest  Principle  ardeulated  in  their  hearts  into  utterance, 
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a  wMe.troe  method  of  doing  Mid  deq^tlehing  any  iroik  or  oom- 
meioeof  ]ll0I^lmtll0lpiyet  tocHm^ihemfDr^  IJIe  is  still 
possible  to  them,  beoanse  all  is  not  yet  Pnffisry,  Falsity,  Mam- 
mon-worship and  Unnatnre ;  beoanse  somewhat  is  yet  Faithful- 
ness, Yeradty  and  Valour.  With  a  certain  Tory  considerable 
finite  quantity  of  IJnveracity  and  Phantasm,  sodal  life  is  still 
possiUe;  not  with  an  infinite  quantity!  Exceed  your  certain 
quantity,  the  se?en-&et  Hat,  and  all  tUngs  upwards  to  the  Tory 
it  Champion  cssed  in  tin,  b^gin  to  reel  and  flounder, — in  Hanches- 
ter  Insurrections,  ChartismSi  Sliding-soales ;  the  Law  of  Gravi- 
tation not  fi)rgetting  to  act  You  advance  incessanttijarards 
the  land's  end ;  you  are,  literally  enough,  '.scmsumiog^Blp  wsy.' 
Step  sfter  step,  Twenty-seven  'Million  unconscious  men ; — till 
youaxe  ai  the  land's  end  \  till  there  is  not  fidthfulness  enough 
among  you  any  more :  and,  the  next  step  now  is  lilled  nM  over 
land,  but  into  air,  over  ocean-deeps  and  roaring  abysses : — unless 
perhaps  the  Law  of  Gravitation  have  fixrgottan  to  act? 

Oh,  it  is  firightfol  when  a  whole  Nation,  as  our  Fathers  used 
to  say,  has  '  forgotten  God ;'  has  remembered  only  Mammon, 
and  what  Mammon  leads  to  1  When  your  self-trumpeting  Hat- 
maker  Is  the  emblem  of  almost  all  makers,  and  workers,  and 
men,  that  make  anything, — ^from  soul-overseerships,  body-ove^ 
seerships,  epic  poems,  acts  of  parliament,  to  hats  and  shoe-black- 
ing! Not  one  false  man  but  does  unaccountable  mischief:  how 
much,  in  a  generation  or  two,  will  Twenty-seven  Millions,  mostly 
fiJse,  manage  to  accumulate  ?  The  sum  of  it,  visible  in  every 
street,  market-place,  senate-house,  circulating  library,  cathedral, 
cotton-mill,  and  union-workhouse,  fills  one  not  with  a  comic 
feeling  I 
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CHAPTER    II. 

GOSPEL   OF   MAMMONISM. 

SxADER,  even  Christian  Reader  as  thy  title  goes,  hast  thoa 
any  BOtioii  of  Heaven  and  Hell?  I  rather  apprehend,  not. 
Often  as  the  words  are  on  our  longue,  they  have  got  a  fjabulons 
or  semi-&baloa8  character  for  most  of  us,  and  pass  on  like  a  kind 
of  transient  similitude,  like  a  sound  signifying  little. 

Tet  it  is  well  worth  while  for  us  to  know,  once  and  always, 
that  they  are  not  a  similitude,  nor  a  fi&ble  nor  a  semi-fable  ;  that 
they  are  an  everlasting  highest  fact !  *•  No  Lake  of  Sicilian  or 
'^'iber  bulphur  burns  now  anywhere  in  these  ages,"  saycst  thou  ? 
Weil,  and  if  there  did  not !  Believe  that  there  docs  not ;  believe 
it  if  thou  wilt,  nay  hold  by  it  as  a  real  increase,  a  rise  to  higher 
itages,  to  wider  horizons  and  empires.  All  this  has  vanished,  or 
has  not  vanished :  believe  as  thou  wilt  as  to  all  this.  But  that  an 
Infinite  of  Practical  Importance,  speaking  with  strict  arithmetical 
exactness,  an  Infinite,  has  vanished  or  can  vanish  from  the  Life  of 
inv  Man  :  this  thou  shalt  not  believe  1  O  brother,  the  Infinite  of 
Terror,  of  Hope,  of  Pity,  did  it  not  at  any  moment  disclose 
itself  to  thee,  indubitable,  unnameable  ?  Came  it  never,  like  the 
cLcam  of  /^rt'/zr-natural  eternal  Oceans,  like  the  voice  of  old  Eter- 
r»iiies,  far-sounding  tlirough  thy  heart  of  hearts  I  Never  ?  Alas, 
it  was  not  thy  Liberalism  then  :  it  was  thy  Animalism !  The 
iLtinite  is  more  sure  than  any  other  fact.  But  only  men  can 
du^cem  it :  mere  building  beavers,  spinning  arachnes,  much  more 
the  predatory  vulturous  and  vulpine  species,  do  not  discern  it 
well  •— 

•  Tlie  word   Hell.'  .says  Saucrteig,  *  is  still  frequently  iu  use 

•  iiDiong  the  English  People :    but  I  could  not  without  difheulty 

*  :;^ertain  wliat  they  meant  by  it     Hell  generally  signiiies  the 
-  Infinite  Tsrror.  the  thing  a  miB  is  infinitely  afmd  of;  tnd  shud- 
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_  -  ^  ^  ^^  ^ 

dezs  Old  Akrinki  froifty  Woggiing  widi  hu  ivbok  Mml  to  mq^ 
from  it  'There  b«  HeU  iherefoie^  if  ifoa  will  eonaider.  irhi^iip* 
oompaiiies  man,  in  aM  stages  of  his  history,  and  relipoiui  or  otlier 
dev^opmen^'r  hat  the  Hells  of  men  and  Peoples  diffiir  notably. 
With  Christians  it.  ia  the,  infinite  terror  of  being  fonnd  goilty 
before  the  Jost  Jodge.  With  old  Bomans,  I  oonjeetore^  ns 
the  terror  not  of  Plnto^  for  whom  probably  they  eared  liub, 
but  of  doing  nnworthily,  doing  nnvirtaoaalj,  which  was  their 
word  for  nnsuuifiilly.  And  now  what  is  it,  if  yon  pieroe  throogh 
his  Gante,  his  oft-repeated  Hearsays,  what  he  oalla  hia  Worships 
and  so  forth, — what  is  it  that  the  modem  English  sool  does,  in 
yery  troth,  dread  infinitely,  and  contemplate  with  entire  despair? 
^.Whatif  hia  HeU;  after  all  these  reputable,  offr-repeaied  Hear-  - 
says,  '4Hiat  is  it  1«»With  hesitation,  with  astonishment,  1  pro* 
nounoe  it  to  be  :^f he  terror  of  ^  Not  sacoeeding ;"  of  not 
making  money,  fiune,  or  some  other  figure  in  the  world^— -ehiefly^ 
of  not  makiqg  money  I  Is  not  that  a  somewhat  singohtf  Hellt*  , 
Yes,  O  Sauerteig,  it  is  very  singular.  If  we  do  not  *  succeed,*^ 
where  is  the  use  of  us  ?  We  had  better  never  have  been  bom. 
^fFremble  intensely,"  as  our  friend  the  Emperor  of  China  says : 
Ushris  the  black  Bottomless  of  Terror ;  what  Sauerteig  calls  the 
'  HeU  of  the  English  V — But  indeed  this  Hell  beloogs  naturaUy  to 
the  &ospel  of  Mammonism,  which  also  has  itis  corresponding  Hea- 
ven. For  there  is  one  Beality  among  so  many  phantasms ;  about 
one  thing  we  are  entirely  in  earnest :  The  making  of  money.  Work- 
ing Mammonism  does  divide  the  world  with  idle  game-preserving 
Dilettantism : — thank  Heaven  that  there  is  even  a  Mammonism, 
.  anything  we  are  in  earnest  about !  Idleness  is  worst,  Idleness 
alone  is  without  hope :  work  earnestly  at  anything,  you  wiU  by 
degrees  learn  to  work  at  almost  aU  things.  There  is  endless 
hope  in  work,  were  it  even  work  at  making  money. 

True,  it  must  be  owned,  we  for  the  present,  with  our  Mammon- 
Gkwpel,  have  come  to  strange  conclusions.  We  oaU  it  a  Society ; 
and  go  about  professing  openly  the  totalest  separation,  isolation. 
Our  life  is  not  a  mutual  helpftdness  ;  but  rather,  cloaked  under 
due  laws-of-war,  named  '  fair  competition'  and  so  forth,  it  is  a  mu- 
tual hostiUty.  We  have  profoundly  forgotten  everywhere  that 
CoBk-jMiijfwuni  is  not  the  sole  relation  of  humaa  btiogs ;  we  think 
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aoduDg  doobting,  that  U  absolves  and  liqtudates  all  engagements 
ef  nan.  "  My  starring  workers  1"  answers  the  rich  Mill-ownor: 
*'  Did  not  I  hire  them  &irly  in  the  market  ?  Did  I  not  pay  them, 
to  the  last  sixpence,  the  sum  covenanted  for  ?  What  have  I  to 
do  with  them  more  ?" — Verily  Mammon-worship  is  a  melancholy 
ersed.  When  Cain,  for  Ids  own  behoof,  had  killed  Abel,  and  was 
questioned,  ^  Where  is  thy  brother  ?"  he  too  made  answer,  ''  Am 
I  my  brothers  keeper?"  Did  I  not  pay  my  brother  his  wages, 
the  thing  he  had  merited  from  me  ? 

O  sumptuous  Merchant-Prince,  illustrious  game-preserving 
Duke,  b  there  no  way  of  '  killing'  thy  brother  but  Gain's  rude 
way !  -  A  good  man  by  the  very  look  of  him,  by  his  very  pre- 
*  sence  with  as  as  a  fellow  wayfarer  in  this  Life-pilgrimage,  pro- 
'  miaes  so  much  :'  wo  to  him  if  he  forget  all  such  promises,  if  he 
never  know  that  they  were  given !  To  a  deadened  soul,  seared 
with  the  brute  Idolatry  of  Sense,  to  whom  going  to  Hell  is  equi- 
Tilent  to  not  making  money,  all  '  promises,'  and  moral  duties, 
that  cannot  be  pleaded  for  in  Courts  of  Requests,  address  them- 
.selves  in  Tain.  Money  he  can  be  ordered  to  pay,  but  nothing 
more.  I  have  not  heard  in  all  Past  History,  and  expect  not  to 
hear  in  all  Future  History,  of  any  Society  anywhere  under  Gtxi's 
Heaven  supporting  itself  on  such  Philosophy.  The  Universe  is 
not  made  so ;  it  is  made  otherwise  than  so.  The  man  or  nation 
of  men  that  thinks  it  is  made  so,  marches  forward  nothing  doubt- 
iDg.  step  after  step ;  but  marches — whither  we  know !  In  these 
last  two  centuries  of  Atheistic  Government  (near  two  centuries 
now.  since  the  blessed  restoration  of  his  Sacred  Majesty,  and  De- 
fender of  the  Faith.  Charles  Second).  I  reckon  that  we  have  pretty 
veil  exhausted  what  of  '  firm  earth'  there  was  for  us  to  march  on ; 
— and  are  new,  very  ominously,  shuddering,  reeling,  and  let  us 
hope  trying  to  recoiL  on  the  cliflTs  edge ! — 

For  out  of  this  that  we  call  Atheism  come  so  many  other  isms 
arid  falsities,  each  falsity  with  its  misery  at  its  heels! — A  soul 
i'*  not  like  wind  (spiriivs,  or  breath)  contained  within  a  capsule  ; 
the  Alnigrty  Maker  is  not  like  a  Clockmakcr  that  once,  in  old 
immemorial  ages,  having  ma<lc  his  Horologe  of  a  Universe,  sits 
ever  since  and  sees  it  go !  Not  at  all.  Hence  comes  Atheism  ; 
oome,  as  we  say,  many  other  iims ;  and  as  the  sam  of  all,  comas 
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Yaletiflm,  the  reverse  oi  Heroism ;  ead  root  of  ell  woes  whatsch 
ever.  For  indeed,  as  no  man  ever  saw  the  above-said  wind-el^ 
ment  enclosed  within  its  capsule,  and  finds  it  at  bottom  more  de- 
niable than  conceivable ;  so  too  he  finds,  in  spite  of  Bridgewater 
Bequests,  your  Clockmaker  Almighty  an  entirely  questionable 
a£fair,  a  deniable  affair ; — and  accordingly  denies  it,  and  along 
with  it  BO  much  else.  Alas,  one  knows  not  what  and  how 
much  else!  For  the  futh  in  an  Invisible,  Unnameable,  Gkxl- 
like,  present  everywhere  in  all  that  we  see  and  work  and  suffer, 
is  the  essence  of  all  ffuth  whatsoever ;  and  that  once  denied, 
or  still  worse,  asserted  with  lips  only,  and  out  of  bound  prayer- 
books  only,  what  other  thing  remains  believable?  That  Cant 
well-ordered  b  marketable  Cant:  that  Heroism  means  gas- 
lighted  Histrionism ;  that  seen  with  <  clear  eyes'  (as  they  call 
Yalet-eyes),  no  man  is  a  Hero,  or  ever  was  a  Hero,  but  all  men 
are  Yalets  and  Varlets.  The  accursed  practical  quintessence  of 
all  sorts  of  Unbelief!  For  if  there  be  now  no  Hero,  and  the  His- 
trio  himself  begin  to  be  seen  into,  what  hope  is  there  for  the  seed 
of  Adam  here  below  ?  We  are  the  doomed  everlasting  prey  of 
the  Quack ;  who,  now  in  this  guise,  now  in  that,  is  to  filch  us,  to 
pluck  and  eat  us,  by  such  modes  as  are  convenient  for  him.  For 
the  modes  and  guises  1  care  little.  The  Quack  once  inevitable, 
let  him  come  swiftly,  let  him  pluok  and  cat  me ; — swiftly,  that  I 
may  at  least  have  done  with  him  ;  for  in  his  Quack-world  I  can 
have  no  wish  to  linger.  Though  he  slay  mo,  yet  will  I  not  trust 
in  him.  Though  he  conquer  nations,  and  have  all  the  Flunkeys 
of  the  Universe  shouting  at  his  heels,  yet  will  I  know  well  that  he 
is  an  Inanity ;  that  for  him  and  his  there  is  no  continuance  ap- 
pointed, save  only  in  Gehenna  and  the  Pool.  Alas,  the  Atheist 
world,  from  its  utmost  summits  of  Heaven  and  Westminster  Hall, 
downwards  through  poor  seven-feet  Hats  and  ^  Uuveracities  fallen 
hungry,'  down  to  the  lowest  cellars  and  neglected  hunger-dens  of 
it,  is  very  wretched. 

One  of  Dr.  Alison's  Scotch  facts  struck  us  much.*     A  poor 
Irish  Widow,  her  husband  having  died  in  one  of  the  Lanes  of 

*  ObservationB  on  the  Management  of  the  Poor  in  Sootlaod :  By  Wil- 
liam  Poltensy  Alison,  M.D.    (Edinburgh,  It40.) 
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Edinbargii,  went  £arth  with  her  three  ohildren,  bare  of  all 
mouree,  to  aolieit  help  from  the  Charitable  Batabliahmente  of 
tbet  City.  At  this  ChiuritaUe  Establinhment  and  then  at  that 
ike  was  refoeed :  referred  from  one  to  the  other,  helped  by  none  ; 
—till  she  had  exhausted  them  all ;  till  her  strength  and  heart 
fidled  her :  she  sank  down  in  typhuB-fever ;  died,  and  infected  her 
Lane  with  ferer,  so  that  <  seventeen  other  persons'  died  of  fever 
There  in  consequence.  The  humane  Physician  asks  thereupon,  as 
with  a  heart  too  full  for  speaking,  Would  it  not  have  been  economy 
tf*  help  this  poor  Widow?  She  took  typhus-fever,  and  killed 
^eTenteen  of  you! — Very  curious.  The  forlorn  Irish  Widow 
tpplies  to  her  fellow-creatures,  as  if  saying,  "  Behold  I  am  sink- 
Lng.  bare  of  help:  ye  must  help  me  !  I  am  your  sister,  bone  of 
TOOT  bone :  one  God  made  us ;  ye  must  help  me  I"  They  answer, 
"  No :  impossible :  thou  art  no  sister  of  ours."  But  she  proves 
her  sisterhood ;  her  typhus-fever  kills  them ;  they  actually  were 
her  brothers,  though  denying  it !  Had  human  creature  ever  to 
eo  lower  for  a  proof  ? 

For.  as  indeed  was  very  natural  in  such  case,  all  government 
>f  the  Poor  by  the  Rich  has  long  ago  been  given  over  to  Supply- 
£ud-demand,  Laissez-faire  and  such  like,  and  universally  declared 
t  be  *  impossible.^  ^*  You  are  no  sister  of  ours ;  what  shadow  of 
!  r-X'f  is  there  ?  Here  arc  our  parchments,  our  padlocks,  proving 
.ri'iisputably  our  money-safes  to  be  ours^  and  you  to  have  no  busi- 
Li'M  with  them.  Depart !  It  is  impossible !" — Nay,  what  wouldst 
*huu  thyself  have  us  do?  cry  indignant  readers.  Nothing,  my 
friends. — ^till  you  have  got  a  soul  for  yourselves  again.  Till  then 
xi\  things  are  '  impossible.'  Till  then  I  cannot  even  bid  you  buy, 
'*e  the  old  Spartans  would  have  done,  two-pence  worth  of  powder 
lod  lead,  and  compendiously  shoot  to  death  this  poor  Irish 
Widow:  even  that  is  ' impossible'  for  you.  Nothing  is  left  but 
*hat  she  prove  her  sisterhood  by  dying,  and  infecting  you  with 
tvphus.  Seventeen  of  you  lying  dead  will  not  deny  such  proof 
that  {*he  wa$  flesh  of  your  flesh ;  and  perhaps  some  of  the  living 
Uttj  lay  it  to  heart. 

'  Impossible :'  of  a  certain  two-legged  animal  with  feathers  it  is 
laid,  if  you  draw  a  distinct  chalk-circle  round  him,  he  sits  im- 


priBoned,  as  if  girt  with  the  iron  ring  of  Fate ;  and  will  die  then, 
though  within  iigbt  of  Tictaals,  or  sit  iu  sick  misery  there,  anil 
be  fattod  to  death.  The  name  of  this  poor  two-legged  aniiiud  ia — 
Goose ;  and  they  make  of  him,  when  well  fatt«ned,  .PdU  dt  faim 
grot,  muoh  priMd  by  some  I 
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BrT  liter  all,  tho  Gospel  of  Dilettantism,  producing  a  Govem- 
iiig  Class  who  do  not  govern,  nor  understand  in  the  least  that 
they  are  bound  or  expected  to  govern,  is  still  niournfuler  than  that 
'  i  Mam  monism.  Mammonism,  as  wc  said,  at  least  works ;  this 
lk:.<  idle.  Mammonism  has  seized  some  portion  of  the  message 
'A  Nature  to  man ;  and  seizing  that,  and  following  it,  will  seize 
and  appropriate  more  and  more  of  Nature's  message :  but  Dilet- 
tantism has  missed  it  wholly.  '  Make  money :'  that  will  mean 
«^::hal.  •  Do  work  in  order  to  make  money.'  But,  *  Go  gracefully 
:  lie  in  Mayfair,'  what  does  or  can  that  mean  ?  An  idle,  gamc- 
jrvM-n-ingand  even  corn-lawiug  Aristocracy,  in  such  an  England 
>  ours ;  has  tlie  world,  if  we  take  thought  of  it,  ever  seen  such  a 
jLouomenou  till  very  lately?    Can  it  long  continue  to  sec  such? 

Ac-furdiiigly  the  impotent,  insolent  Donothingism  in  Practice, 
i:.l  Sayuotliiugism  in  iSpcecli,  which  we  have  to  witness  on  that 
ritif  of  our  affairs,  is  altogether  amazing.  A  Corn-Law  demon- 
strating itself  openly,  for  ten  years  or  more,  with  *  arguments'  to 
Siake  the  angeln,  and  some  other  classes  of  creatures,  weep  !  For 
iLvii  are  nf»t  ashamed  to  rise  in  Parliament  and  elsewhere,  and 
•f*.ik  the  things  they  do  7/0^  think.  '  Expediency,' 'Necessities 
'f  Party,'  &c.  &c. !  It  is  not  known  that  the  Tongue  of  Man  is 
a  sacred  organ  :  that  Man  himself  is  definable  in  Philosophy  as 
an  -Incarnate  TCbr^/;'  the  Word  not  there,  you  have  no  Man 
there  either,  but  a  Phantasm  instead !  In  this  way  it  is  tliat 
Absurdities  may  live  long  enough, — still  walking,  and  talking  i\»r 
them>^lvo«.  years  and  decades  after  the  brain.**  are  quite  (»ut ! 
Hmw  are  'the  knaves  and  dastards'  ever  to  be  got '  arrested'  at 
that  rate  ? — 

^  No  man  in  this  &shionable  London  of  yours,"  friend  Saner- 
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tcig  would  say,  <<  speaks  a  plain  word  to  me.  Every  man  feeli 
bound  to  be  something  more  than  plain  ;  to  be  pungent  withal 
witty,  ornamental.  His  poor  fraction  of  sense  has  to  be  perked 
into  some  epigrammatic  shape,  that  it  may  prick  into  me ; — 
perhaps  (this  is  the  commonest)  to  be  topsyturried,  left  standing 
on  its  head,  that  I  may  remember  it  the  better  1  Such  grinning 
iuanity  is  very  sad  to  the  soul  of  man.  Human  faces  should  not 
grin  on  one  like  masks ;  they  should  look  on  one  like  faces !  I 
love  honest  laughter,  as  I  do  sunlight ;  but  not  dishonest :  most 
kinds  of  dancing  too;  but  the  St  Vitus  kind  not  at  aHl  A 
fashionable  wit,  ach  Himmdy  if  you  ask,  Which,  he  or  a  Death's 
head,  will  be  the  cheerier  company  for  me  ?  pray  send  noi  him !" 

Insincere  Speech,  truly,  is  the  prime  material  of  insincere 
Action.  Action  hangs,  as  it  were,  dissolved  in  Speech,  in  Thought 
whereof  Speech  is  the  shadow ;  and  precipitates  itself  therefrom. 
The  kind  of  Speech  in  a  man  betokens  the  kind  of  Action  you  will 
get  from  him.  Our  Speech,  in  these  modern  days,  has  become 
amazing.  Johnson  complained,  '•  Nobody  speaks  in  earnest.  Sir ; 
there  is  no  serious  conversation."  To  us  all  serious  speech  of 
men,  as  that  of  Seventeenth-Century  Puritans,  Twelfth-Century 
Catholics,  German  Poets  of  this  Century,  Las  become  jargon,  more 
or  less  insane.  Cromwell  was  mad  and  a  quack ;  Anselm,  Becket, 
Goethe,  ditto,  ditto. 

Perhaps  few  narratives  in  History  or  Mythology  are  more 
significant  than  that  Moslem  one,  of  Moses  and  the  Dwellers  by 
the  Dead  Sea.  A  tribe  of  men  dwelt  on  the  shores  of  that  same 
Asphaltic  Lake  ;  and  having  forgotten,  as  we  are  all  too  prone  to 
do,  the  inner  facts  of  Nature,  and  taken  up  with  the  falsities  and 
outer  semblances  of  it,  were  fallen  into  sad  conditions, — verging 
indeed  towards  a  certain  far  deeper  Lake.  Whereupon  it  pleased 
kind  Heaven  to  send  them  the  Prophet  Moses,  with  an  instruc- 
tive word  of  warning  out  of  which  might  have  sprung  *  remedial 
measures'  not  a  few.  But  no  :  the  men  of  the  Dead  Sea  discov- 
ered, as  the  valet-species  always  does  in  heroes  or  prophets,  no 
comeliness  in  Moses ;  listened  with  real  tedium  to  Moses,  with 
lii^ht  grinning,  or  with  splenetic  sniffs  and  sneers,  affecting  even 
to  yawn ;  and  signified,  in  short,  that  they  found  him  a  humbug, 
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and  eren  ft  bore.  Such  was  the  candid  theory  these  men  of  the 
Asphalt  Lake  tomed  to  themselves  of  Moses,  That  probably  he 
iras  a  humbug,  that  certainly  he  was  a  bore. 

Moees  withdrew ;  bat  Nature  and  her  rigorous  veracities  did 
not  withdraw.  The  men  of  the  Dead  Sea,  when  we  next  went 
to  visit  them,  were  all '  changed  into  Apes  ;'*  sitting  on  the  trees 
there,  grinning  now  in  the  most  unaffected  manner ;  gibbering 
ukd  chattering  very  genuine  nonsense ;  finding  the  whole  Uni- 
Terse  now  a  most  indisputable  Humbug  1  The  Universe  has 
become  a  Hombqg  to  these  Apes  who  thought  it  one.  There  they 
dt  and  chatter,  to  thb  hour :  only,  I  believe,  every  Sabbath  there 
returns  to  them  a  bewildered  half-consciousness,  half-reminis- 
oenee  j  and  they  sit,  with  their  wiiiened  smokenlried  visages,  and 
inch  an  air  of  supreme  tragicality  as  Apes  may ;  looking  out 
through  those  blinking  smoke-bleared  eyes  of  theirs,  into  the 
vonderfnlest  universal  smoky  Twilight  and  nndeciphorable  dis- 
ordered Dusk  of  Things ;  wholly  an  Uncertainty,  Unintelligibility, 
they  and  it ;  and  for  commentary  thereon,  here  and  there  an 
unmusical  chatter  or  mew : — truest,  tragicalest  Humbug  conceiv- 
able by  the  mind  of  man  or  ape !  They  made  no  use  of  their 
aouls ;  and  so  have  lost  them.  Their  worship  on  the  Sabbath 
now  is  to  roost  there,  with  unmusical  screeches,  and  half-remem- 
ber that  they  had  souls. 

Didst  thou  never,  0  Traveller,  fidl  in  with  parties  of  this  tribe  1 
Shieems  they  are  grown  somewhat  numerous  in  our  day. 

*  Sale's  Koran  {JnirodMetm). 
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CHAPTER    IV. 


HAPPY. 

All  work,  even  ootton-spinning,  is  noble  ;  work  is  alone  noble : 
be  that  here  said  and  asserted  once  more.  And  in  like  manner, 
too,  all  dignity  is  painful ;  a  life  of  ease  is  not  for  any  man,  nor 
for  any  god.  The  life  of  all  gods  figures  itself  to  us  as  a  Sublime 
Sadness, — earnestness  of  Infinite  Battle  against  Infinite  Labour. 
Our  highest  religion  is  named  the  ^Worship  of  Sorrow.'  For 
the  son  of  man  there  is  no  noble  orown,  well  worn,  or  even  ill 
worn,  but  is  a  crown  of  thorns ! — These  things,  in  spoken  words, 
or  still  better,  in  felt  instincts  alive  in  every  heart,  were  once 
well  known. 

Does  not  the  whole  wretchedness,  the  whole  Atheism  as  I  call 
it,  of  man's  ways,  in  these  generations,  shadow  itself  for  us  in 
that  unspeakable  Life-philosophy  of  his :  The  pretension  to  be 
what  he  calls  '  happy  ?'XE very  pitifulest  whipster  that  walks 
within  a  skin  has  his  head  filled  with  the  notion  that  he  is,  shall 
be,  or  by  all  human  and  divine  laws  ought  to  be, '  happy./  His 
wishes,  the  pitifulest  whipster's,  are  to  be  fulfilled  for  him  ;  his 
days,  the  pitifulest  whipster's,  are  to  flow  on  in  ever-gentle  cur- 
rent of  enjoyment,  impossible  even  for  the  gods.  The  prophets 
preach  to  us,  Thou  shalt  be  happy  ;  thou  shalt  love  pleasant 
things,  and  find  them.  The  people  clamour.  Why  have  we  not 
found  pleasant  things  ? 

We  construct  our  theory  of  Human  Duties,  not  on  any  Great- 
est-Nobleness Principle,  never  so  mistaken  ;  no,  but  on  a  Greatest- 
Happiness  Principle.  •  The  word  Soul  with  us,  as  in  some  Slavonic 
dialects,  seems  to  be  synonymous  with  StomarJi.^  We  plead  and 
speak,  in  our  Parliaments  and  elsewhere,  not  as  from  the  Soul,  but 
from  the  Stomach  ; — ^wherefore,  indeed,  our  pleadings  are  so  slow 
to  j)rofit.     We  plead  not  for  God's  Justice ;  we  are  not  ashamed 


HAPPY.  Ids 

to  stand  clamouring  and  pleading  for  our  own  'interests/  our  own 
rents  and  trade-profits ;  we  say,  They  are  the  '  interests'  of  so 
Lisuy  ;  there  is  such  an  intense  desire  in  us  for  them !  Wc 
demand  Free-Trade,  with  much  just  vociferation  and  benevolence, 
That  the  poorer  cUsses,  who  are  terribly  ill-off  at  present,  may 
have  cheaper  New-Orleans  bacon.  Men  ask  on  Free-trade  plat- 
turms.  How  can  the  indomitable  spirit  of  Englishmen  be  kept  up 
Tjibout  plenty  of  bacon  ?  We  shall  become  a  ruined  Nation  ! — 
Surely,  m}*  friends,  plenty  of  bacon  is  good  and  indispensable : 
r>'it  I  doubt  you  will  never  get  even  bacon  by  aiming  only  at 
Tiiat  You  arc  men,  not  animals  of  prey,  well-used  or  ill-used! 
Vour  Great ebt-Happiness  Principle  seems  to  me  fast  becoming 
a  rather  unhappy  one. — What  if  we  should  cease  babbling 
h^i.-iut  *  happiness,*  and  leave  it  resting  on  its  own  basis,  as  it 
u?<.'d  tu  do! 

A  gifted  Byron  rises  in  his  wrath  ;  and  feeling  too  surely  that 
he  fur  his  part  is  not  *  happy,'  declares  the  same  in  very  violent 
liTiiTuago.  as  a  piece  of  news  that  may  bo  interesting.  It  evidently 
L;i.«  surprised  him  much.  One  dislikes  to  »see  a  man  and  poet 
rvlucc'd  to  pnx^laim  on  the  streets  such  tidings :  but  on  the 
whnle.  as  matters  go.  that  is  not  the  most  dislikablc.  Byron 
fpvakji  the  truth  in  this  matter.  Byron's  largo  audience  indicates 
L'-w  true  it  is  felt  to  be. 

•  Happy."  my  brother  ?  First  of  all.  what  difference  is  it 
whether  thou  art  happy  or  not !  Today  boconies  Yesterday  po 
idsi.  all  Tomorrows  become  Yesterdays :  nntl  then  there  is  no 
■i'K-^t ion  whatever  of  the  *happiucs.v  but  ^uite  another  t]ucstion. 
Xay.  thou  hast  such  a  sacred  pity  loft  at  hast  for  thyself,  thy 
'.rry  pain.-i,  once  gone  over  into  Y'^estcnlay.  become  joys  to  theo. 
IJrsides,  tht»u  knowost  not  what  heavenly  blessedness  and  indis- 
Mn-a^tle  sanative  virtue  was  in  them  ;  thou  .^halt  unlv  know  it 
..l't*r  manv  da  vs.  when  thou  art  wiser  ! — A  benevolent  old  Snr- 
^%...Ti  !*at  onre  in  our  conij)any,  with  a  Patient  fallen  sick  by  gnnr- 
iiK'.tMli.oin^.  whom  he  luid  just,  too  briefly  in  the  l*atients  ju«1^'- 
nient.  l».*en  examininir.  The  foolish  Patient  still  at  intervals  eo!i- 
liuurd  to  break  in  on  our  di.scourso.  which  rather  ]»romise<l  t«) 
Uke  a  philosophic  turn :  " But  I  have  lost  my  apiK-titc,'  said  lie, 
©bjurgatively,  with  a  tone  of  irritated  pathos  ;  *'  I  have  no  a^^- 
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tite ;  I  can't  eat !" — '''  My  dear  fellow,"  answered  the  Doctor  in 
mildest  tone,  "  it  isn't  of  the  slightest  consequence ;" — and  con- 
tinued his  philosophical  discoursings  with  us  1 

Or  does  the  reader  not  know  the  history  of  that  Scottish  iron 
Misanthrope?  The  inmates  of  some  town-mansion,  in  those 
Northern  parts,  were  thrown  into  the  fearfulest  alarm  by  indubi- 
table symptoms  of  a  ghost  inhabiting  the  next  house,  or  perhaps 
even  the  partition-wall  1  Ever  at  a  certain  hour,  with  preternat- 
ural gnarring,  growling  and  screeching,  which  attended  as  run- 
ning bass,  there  began,  in  a  horrid,  semi-articulate,  unearthly 
Yoice,  this  song :  ^*  Once  I  was  hap-hap-happy,  but  now  I'm  mees- 
erable !  Clack-clack-clack,  gnarr-r-r,  whuz-a :  Once  I  was  hap- 
hap-happy,  but  now  I'm.  mf*e5-erablel" — Rest,  rest,  perturbed 
spirit ;— or  indeed,  as  the  good  old  Doctor  said  :  My  dear  fellow, 
it  isn't  of  the  slightest  consequence  I  But  no ;  the  perturbed 
spirit  could  not  rest ;  and  to  the  neighbours,  fretted,  affrighted, 
or  at  least  insufferably  bored  by  him,  it  was  of  such  consequence 
that  they  had  to  go  and  examine  in  his  haunted  chamber.  In 
his  haunted  chamber,  they  find  that  the  perturbed  spirit  is  an 
unfortunate — Imitator  of  Byron  ?  No.  is  an  unfortunate  rusty 
3Ieat-jack,  gnarrin^  and  creaking  with  rust  and  work  ;  and  this, 
in  Scottish  dialect,  is  Us  Byronian  musical  Life-philosophy,  sung 
according  to  ability  ! 

Truly,  I  think  the  man  who  goes  about  pothering  and  uproar- 
ing  for  his  'happiness,' — pothering,  and  were  it  ballot-boxing, 
poem-making,  or  in  what  way  soever^  fussing  and  exerting  him- 
self,— he  is  not  the  man  that  will  help  us  to  *  get  our  knaves  and 
dastards  arrested !'  No ;  he  rather  is  on  the  way  to  increase  the 
number, — by  at  least  one  unit  and  his  tail!  Observe,  too,  that 
this  is  all  a  modern  affair  ;  belongs  not  to  the  old  heroic  times, 
but  to  these  dastard  new  times.  '  Happiness  our  being's  end  and 
aim,'  all  that  very  paltry  speculation,  is  at  bottom,  if  we  will 
count  well,  not  yet  two  centuries  old  in  the  world. 

The  only  happiness  a  brave  man  ever  troubled  himself  with 
asking  much  about  was,  happiness  enough  to  get  his  work  done. 
Not  "  1  can't  eat !''  but  ••  I  can't  work  !'  that  was  the  burden  of 
all  wbe  complaining  among  men.     It  is,  after  all,  the  one  unhap- 


]»iMM  of  ft  num.  That  he  oannot  work ;  that  he  cannot  get  his 
destiny  as  a  man  fblfilled.  Behold,  the  day  is  passing  swiftly 
Offer,  our  life  is  passing  swiftly  over ;  and  the  night  cometh  when 
no  man  can  work.  The  night  once  come,  our  happiness,  our  on- 
happiness^ — it  is  all  abolished;  yanished,  clean  gone;  a  thing 
that  baa  been : '  not  of  the  slightest  consequence'  whether  we  were 
bappy  as  eupeptic  Curtis,  as  the  fiittest  pig  of  Epicurus,  or  un- 
happy as  Job  with  potsherds,  as  musical  Byron  with  Giaours  and 
lensibilities  of  the  heart ;  as  the  unmusical  Meat-jack  with  hard 
kboor  and  rust  I  But  our  work, — ^behold  that  b  not  abolished, 
tkat  has  not  vanished :  our  work,  behold,  it  remains,  or  the  want 
of  it  remains ; — ^for  endless  Times  and  Eternities,  remains ;  and 
that  is  now  the  sole  question  with  us  forcTcrmore  1  Brief  brawl- 
ing Day,  with  its  noisy  phantasms,  its  poor  paper-crowns  tinsel- 
gilt,  is  gone ;  and  divine  everlasting  Night  with  her  star^diadems, 
with  her  silences  and  her  veracities,  is  come  1  What  hast  thou 
done,  and  how  ?  Happiness,  unhappiness :  all  that  was  but  the 
v^et  thou  hadst ;  thou  hast  spent  all  that,  in  sustaining  thyself 
kitherward  ;  not  a  coin  of  it  remains  with  thee,  it  is  all  spent, 
eaten :  and  now  thy  work,  where  is  thy  work  ?  Swift,  ouLiVth 
it,  let  us  see  thy  work ! 

Of  a  truth,  if  man  were  not  a  poor  hungry  dastard,  and  even 
maeh  of  a  blockhead  withal,  he  would  cease  criticising  his  vic- 
tuals to  such  extent ;  and  criticise  himself  rather,  what  he  does 
vith  his  victuals  I 
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CHAPTER   V. 


THB   BNOLI8H. 


And  yet,  with  all  thj  tlieoretio  platitudes,  what  a  depth  of 
practical  aense  in  thee,  great  England  I  Depth  of  aenae,  of  job- 
tioe,  and  ooorage*;  in  which,  under  all  emergencies  and  world- 
bewilderments,  and  under  this  most  complex  of  emergencies  we 
now  live  in,  there  is  still  hope,  there  is  still  assurance  I 

The  English  are  a  dumb  people.  Thej  can  do  great  acts,  but 
not  describe  them.  Like  the  old  Romans  and  some  few  others, 
thdr  Epic  Poem  is  written  on  the  earth's  surface :  England  her 
Mark !  It  is  complained  that  they  have  no  artists  :  one  Shaks- 
peare  indeed  ;  but  for  Raphael  oply  a  Reynolds  ;  for  Mozart  no- 
thing but  a  Mr.  Bishop ;  not  a  picture,  not  a  song.  And  yet 
they  did  produce  one  Shakspeare  :  consider  how  the  element  of 
Shakspearean  melody  does  lie  imprisoned  in  their  nature ;  re- 
duced to  unfold  itself  in  mere  Cotton-mills,  Coustitutional  Gov- 
ernments, and  such  like  ; — all  the  more  interesting  when  it  does 
become  visible,  as  even  in  such  unexpected  shapes  it  succeeds  in 
doing !  Goethe  spoke  of  the  Horse,  how  impressive,  almost  af- 
fecting it  was  that  an  animal  of  such  qualities  should  stand  ob- 
structed so  ;  its  speech  nothing  but  an  inarticulate  neighing,  its 
handiness  mere  hoofmess,  the  fingers  all  constricted,  tied  together, 
the  finger-nails  coagulated  into  a  mere  hoof,  shod  with  iron.  The 
more  significant,  thinks  he,  are  those  eye-flashings  of  the  gene- 
rous noble  quadruped ;  those  prancings,  curvings  of  the  neck 
clothed  with  thunder. 

A  Dog  of  Knowledge  has  free  utterance ;  but  the  Warhorse  is 
almost  mute,  very  far  from  free !  It  is  even  so.  Truly,  your 
freest  utterances  are  not  by  any  means  always  the  best :  they  are 
the  worst  rather ;  the  feeblest,  trivialest ;  their  meaning  prompt, 
but  small,  ephemeral.     Oommend  me  to  the  silent  English,  to 
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tlie  Biknt  B011UUI&  Nay,  the  nlent  Bobbuuib  too  I  believe  to  be 
worth  Bomething :  are  they  not  eyen  now  drilling,  under  much 
obloqay,  an  immenae  Bemi-barbarooB  half-world  from  Finland  to 
Kamtflchatka,  into  Fole^  anbordination,  civiliaation, — ^really  in  an 
old  Roman  fta^on ;  .apeaking  no  word  aboat  it ;  quietly  hearing 
ill  manner  of  vituperatiye  Able  Bditora  Bpeakl  While  your 
ever-talking,  eyer-geBticulating  French,  for  example,  what  are 
they  ftt  thia  moment  drilling? — Nay,  of  all  animala,  the  freest  of 
utterance,  I  should  judge,  is  the  genua  Simia :  go  into  the  In- 
dian  woods,  say  all  TraTellers,  and  look  what  a  brisk,  adroit,  un- 
resting Ape-population  it  is ! 

The  spoken  Word,  the  written  Poem,  is  said  to  be  an  epitome 
of  the  man ;  how  much  more  the  done  Work.  WhatBoever  ci 
morality  and  of  intelligence ;  what  of  patience,  perseverance, 
^ithfulnesB.  of  n^^od,  insight,  ingenuity,  energy ;  in  a  word, 
vhatsoever  of  Strength  the  man  had  in  him  will  lie  written  in 
the  Work  he  does.  To  work :  why,  it  is  to  try  himself  against 
Xature,  and  her  everlasting  unerring  Laws ;  these  will  tell  a 
true  verdict  as  to  the  man.  So  much  of  virtue  and  of  faculty  did 
v€  find  in  him ;  so  much  and  no  more  1  He  had  such  capacity 
of  harmonbing  himself  with  me  and  my  unalterable  ever-veracious 
Laws ;  of  cooperating  and  working  as  /  bade  him ; — and  has 
prospered,  and  has  not  prospered,  as  you  see ! — ^Working  as  great 
Nature  bade  him  :  does  not  that  mean  virtue  of  a  kind  ;  nay,  of 
ill  kinds  ?  Cotton  can  be  spun  and  sold,  Lancashire  operatives 
can  be  got  to  spin  it,  and  at  length  one  has  the  woven  webs  and 
sells  them,  by  following  Nature's  regulations  in  that  matter  :  by 
not  following  Nature's  regulations,  you  have  them  not  You 
have  them  not ; — there  is  no  Cotton-web  to  soil :  Nature  finds  a 
Mil  against  you :  your  *  Strength'  is  not  Strength,  but  Futility ! 
Let  faculty  be  honoured,  so  far  as  it  is  faculty.  A  man  that  can 
•succeed  in  working  is  to  me  always  a  man. 

How  one  loves  to  see  the  burly  figure  of  him,  this  thick-skinned, 
M-t^mingly  opaque,  perhaps  sulky,  almost  stupid  Man  of  Practice, 
pitted  against  some  light  adroit  Man  of  Theory,  all  ei^uipt  with 
clear  logic,  and  able  anywhere  to  give  you  Why  for  Wherefore  I 
The  adroit  Man  of  Theory,  bo  light  of  movement,  clear  of  utter- 
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•Dice,  with  his  bow  foU-bent  and  qaiw  fall  of  mtm-^rganmi^ 
— suely  bo  wiU  strike  dowii  the  guae^  traiuAz  werji  where  the 
heart  of  the  matter;  triumph  ererywhere,  as  he  ptorfie  that  he 
shall  and  musti  do  ?  To  your  astonishnent,  it  tema  owt  oftecest 
No,  'the  ekmdy-bnnred,  thidk^soledy  ^[Mqae  PramticaKty,  with 
no  logio^teranoe^  in  sUenoe  mainly,  with,  here  and  Aere  a  low 
grant  or  growl,  has  in  him  whai  transeends  all  hyo-nttarsnen :  a 
Oongroity  with  the  Unuttered.  The  SpeakaUe,  whidi  lies  atofi, 
as  a  soporfieial  film,  or  outer  sidB,  u  his  or  is  not  his :  b«t  the 
Doable,  which  reaidies  down  to  the  Worid'a  dentrOi  yon  find  him 
there! 

The  rugged  Brindley  has  little  to  say  for  himself;  the  nigged 
Brindley,  when  diffieultiea  aeeumolate  on  him,  retires  silent| 
'  generally  to  his  bed ;'  retires  ^sometimes  for  three  days  together 
'  to  his  bed,  that  he  may  be  in  perfeot  prxvaoy  there,'  and  asoer- 
tain  in  his  rough  head  how  the  difficulties  ean  be  OYerceme.  The 
ineloquent  Brindley,  behold  he  has  chained  seas  together ;  his 
ships  do  visibly  float  over  valleys,  invisibly  through  the  hearts  of 
mountains ;  the  Mersey  and  the  Thames,  the  Humber  and  the 
Severn  have  shaken  hands  :  Nature  most  audibly  answers,  Yea  1 
The  Mao  of  Theory  twangs  his  full-bent  bow;  Nature's  Fact 
ought  to  fall  stricken,  but  does  not :  his  logic-arrow  glances  from 
it  as  from  a  scaly  dragon,  and  the  obstinate  Fact  keeps  walking 
its  way.  How  singular !  At  bottom  you  will  have  to  grapple 
closer  with  the  dragon ;  take  it  home  to  you,  by  real  fiieulty,  not 
by  seeming  faculty ;  try  whether  you  are  stronger  or  it  is  strong- 
er. Close  with  it,  wrestle  it :  sheer  obstinate  toughness  of  mus- 
cle ;  but  much  more,  what  we  call  toughness  of  heart,  which  will 
mean  persistence  hopeful  and  even  desperate,  unsubduable  pa- 
tience, composed  candid  openness,  clearness  of  mind:  all  this 
shall  be  <  strength'  in  wrestling  your  dragon ;  the  whole  man's 
real  strength  is  in  this  work,  we  shall  get  the  measure  of  him  here. 

Of  all  the  Nations  in  the  world  at  present  the  English  are  the 
stupidest  in  speech,  the  wisest  in  action.  As  good  as  a  '  dumb' 
Nation,  I  say,  who  cannot  speak,  and  have  never  yet  Bpoken,-=- 
spite  of  the  Shakspeares  and  Miltons  who  shew  us  what  poesibili- 
^es  thmre  are  I — 0  Mr.  Bull,  I  look  in  that  surly  fiuse  of  thine 
with  a  mixture  of  pity  and  lan|^ter,  yet  also  wiUi  wonder  and 
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fcnentftOiL  Thoa  oomplainest  not,  my  illustrioiui  friend;  and 
yet  I  beUere  the  heart  of  thee  is  fall  of  sorrow,  of  unspoken  sad- 
neaiy  aeriooanesB,-— profound  melancholy  (as  some  have  said)  the 
faaiii  of  thy  heing.  Unconsoiously,  for  then  speakest  of  nothing, 
this  great  Universe  is  great  to  thee.  Not  hy  levity  of  floating, 
bat  by  Btobbom  force  of  swimming,  shalt  thoa  make  thy  way. 
The  Fates  sing  of  thee  that  thou  shalt  many  times  bo  thought  an 
ass  and  a  doll  ox,  and  shalt  with  a  godlike  indifference  believe  it. 
My  friend, — and  it  is  all  untrue,  nothing  ever  fiilser  in  point  of 
fact !  Thou  art  of  those  great  ones  whose  greatness  the  small 
passer-by  docs  not  discern.  Thy  very  stupidity  is  wiser  than 
iheir  wisdom.  A  grand  vis  inertia  is  in  thee  ;  how  many  grand 
qualities  unknown  to  small  men !  Nature  alone  knows  thee,  ac- 
knowledges the  bulk  and  strength  of  thee :  thy  Epic,  unsung  in 
words,  is  written  in  huge  characters  on  the  face  of  this  Planet, — 
Eca-moles,  cotton-trades,  railways,  fleets  and  cities,  Indian  Em- 
pires, Amerieas,  New-Hollands ;  legible  throughout  the  Solar 
Sv&tem ! 

But  the  dumb  Russians  too,  as  I  said,  they,  drilling  all  wild 
Asia  and  wild  Europe  into  military  rank  and  file,  a  terrible  yet 
hitherto  a  prospering  enterprise,  are  still  dumber.  The  old  Ro- 
sians  also  could  not  spenJc,  for  many  centuries  : — not  till  the  world 
was  theirs :  and  so  many  speaking  Grcekdoms,  their  logic-arrows 
ill  spent,  had  been  absorbed  and  abolished.  The  logic-arrows, 
how  they  glanced  futile  from  obdurate  thick-skinned  Facts ; 
Facts  to  be  wrestled  down  only  by  the  real  vigour  of  Roman 
thews ! — As  for  me,  I  honour,  in  these  loud-babbling  days,  all  the 
Silent  rather.  A  grand  Silence  that  of  Romans  ; — nay  the  grand- 
est of  all.  is  it  not  that  of  the  gods !  Even  Triviality,  Imbeoili- 
tv.  that  can  sit  silent,  how  respectable  is  it  in  comparison  !  The 
ulent  of  silence'  is  our  fundamental  one.  Orcat  honour  to  him 
^ho«*  Epic  is  a  melodious  hexameter  Iliad  :  not  a  jingling  Sham- 
Ilia^l.  nothing  true  in  it  but  the  hexameters  and  forms  merely. 
But  still  greater  honour,  if  his  Epic  be  a  mighty  Empire  slowly 
built  together,  a  mighty  Series  of  Heroic  deeds, — a  mijErhty  Con- 
•joe«t  over  Chaos ;  fchirh  Epic  the  *  Eternal  !MeUHlies'  have,  and 
must  have,  informed  and  dwelt  in,  as  it  sung  itself !  There  is  no 
mistaking  that  hitter  £pio.     Deeds  are  greater  than  Worda 
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Deeds  Jii>fe  moh  » lift,  mute  bat  mklmikWiiy  and  grour  at  Ufkig 
treee  aad  fruiVtreee  do;  thej  pm^  tbte  ^aeditf  qf  TiBeiaad 
make  it  gngm  aad^  worthy.  Wlij  duraU  tbte  oak  pvofe  logioattj 
tkat  it  oagbt  to  grow,  and  will  grow?  Fhat  it^  tity  it ;  wbat 
gift8  of  diligent  jndidoiui  amrimilation  aad  aeofetioBL  it  hai,  of 
progrem  aad  renstaaoe,  tXJbm  to  grow,  will  then  dedaie  them- 
Belvee.  My  maoh*honoiiied»  fllnstrioofl,  extremelj  inartioalate 
Mr.  Boll  1— 

Ask  Bull  hia  spoken  opimon  of  any  matter^—oftentimea  the 
fbroe  of  dnlneta  ean  no  fiurther  go.  ^  Yon  itand  aflent,  inoredn- 
louB,  as  over  a  platitade  that  borders  on  the  Iidinite.  The  man's 
Chorehisms,  IMssenterisms,  Pnseyisms,  Bentiuunisms,.  OoUege 
Philosophies,  Fashionable  Literatores,  are  nnezampled  in  thia 
world.  Fate's  prophecy  is  fulfilled ;  yon  call  the  man  an  oz  aad  an 
ass.  But  set  him  onee  to  work^ — respectable  man  I  Bis  spoken 
sense  is  next  to  nothing,  nine-tenths  of  it  palpable  Mmsense :  bat 
his  unspoken  sense,  his  inner  silent  fbeling  of  what  is  true, 
what  does  agree  with  fact,  what  is  doable  and  what  is  not  do- 
able,— ^this  seeks  its  fellow  in  the  world.  A  terrible  worker ; 
irresistible  against  marshes,  mountains,  impediments,  disorder, 
incivilisation ;  everywhere  yanquishing  disorder,  leaving  it  behind 
him  as  method  and  order.  He  '  retires  to  his  bed  three  days'  and 
considers ! 

Nay  withal,  stupid  as  he  is,  our  dear  John,— ever,  after  infinite 
tumblings,  and  spoken  platitudes  innumerable  from  barrel-heads 
and  parliament-benches,  he  does  settle  down  somewhere  about  the 
just  conclusion ;  you  are  certain  that  his  jumblings  and  tum- 
blings will  end,  after  years  or  centuries,  in  the  stable  equilibrium. 
Stable  equilibrium,  I  say ;  centre-ofgravity  lowest ; — not  the  un- 
stable, with  centre-of-gravity  highest,  as  I  have  known  it  done 
by  quicker  people  1  For  indeed,  do  but  jumble  and  tumble  suf- 
ficiently, you  avoid  that  worst  fault,  of  settling  with  your  centre- 
of-gravity  highest ;  your  centre-of-gravity  is  certain  to  come  low- 
est, and  to  stay  there.  If  slowness,  what  we  in  our  impatience 
call '  stupidity,'  be  the  price  of  stable  equilibrium  over  unstable, 
shall  we  grudge  a  little  slowness  ?  Not  the  least  admirable  qual- 
ity of  Bull  is,  after  all,  that  of  remaining  insensible  to  logic ; 
hdding  out  for  considerable  periods,  ten  years  or  more,  as  in  this 
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of  the  Gorn-LawB,  after  all  arguments  and  shadow  of  argomenta 
hare  laded  away  from  him,  till  the  very  urohins  on  the  street 
titter  at  the  argomenta  he  brings.  Logic, — Aoyiir^,  the  <  Art  of 
Speech,'— does  indeed  speak  so  and  so ;  clear  enough  :  neverthe- 
less Ball  still  shakes  his  head ;  will  see  whether  nothing  else  iUog- 
ical^  not  jet  ^  spoken,'  not  yet  able  to  be  '  spoken,'  do  not  lie  in  the 
bosinesA,  as  there  so  often  does ! — My  firm  belief  is,  that,  finding 
himself  now  enchanted,  hand-shackled,  foot-shackled,  in  Poor-Law 
Bidtilles  and  elsewhere,  he  will  retire  three  days  to  his  bed,  and 
irrire  at  a  conclusion  or  two!  His  three-years  ^ total  stagnation 
of  trade/  alas,  is  not  that  a  painful  enough  ^  lying  in  bed  to  con- 
sider himself?'     Poor  Bull ! 

Bull  is  a  bom  Conservative  ;  for  this  too  I  inexpressibly  hon- 
our him.  All  great  Peoples  are  conservative ;  slow  to  believe  in 
novelties  ;  patient  of  much  error  in  actualities  *,  deeply  and  for- 
ever certain  of  the  greatness  that  is  in  Law,  in  Custom  once  so- 
Icmnlv  established,  and  now  long  recognised  as  just  and  final. — 
True.  O  Radical  Reformer,  there  is  no  Custom  that  can,  proper- 
Ir  speaking,  be  final ;  none.  And  yet  thou  scest  Customs  which, 
11  all  civilised  countries,  are  accounted  final ;  nay,  under  the  Old- 
Roman  name  of  Mores,  are  accounted  Momlitt/,  A'irtue.  Laws  of 
ijod  ilimself.  Such,  I  assure  thee,  not  a  few  of  them  arc  ;  such 
almost  all  of  them  once  were.  And  greatly  do  I  respect  the  solid 
character, — a  blockhead,  thou  wilt  say  ;  yes,  but  a  well-condition- 
ed blockhead,  and  the  best-conditioned, — who  esteems  all  *  Cus- 
toms once  solemnly  acknowledged'  to  be  ultimate,  divine,  and  the 
nle  for  a  man  to  walk  by,  nothing  doubting,  not  inquiring  farther, 
^'hat  a  time  of  it  had  we,  were  all  men's  life  and  trade  still,  in 
all  parts  of  it,  a  problem,  a  hypothetic  seeking,  to  be  settled  by 
f-ainful  Logics  and  Baconian  Inductions!  The  Clerk  in  East- 
cheap  cannot  spend  the  day  in  verifying  his  Ready-Reckoner ;  he 
:au«t  take  it  as  verified,  true  and  indisputable  ;  or  his  Book-keep- 
ing by  Double  Entry  will  stand  still.  **  Where  is  your  Posted 
Lelger  ?"  asks  the  Master  at  night. — '*  Sir,-' answers  the  other, 
"I  was  verifying  my  Ready-Reckoner,  and  find  some  errors. 
The  Ledger  is — !' — Fancy  such  a  thing! 

True,  all  turns  on  your  Ready- Reckoner  being  moderately  cor- 
rect,— being  noi  inaupportably  incorrect!     A  Ready-Reckoner 
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wbkih  bai led  to  distinei  entriM  in  yoiir  Lnigm  maA  mihmm: 

<  Crakt9r  tn  Bnglisli  People  by  KImi  hmditfi  jnn  of  good 
'  Labour ;  and  JMiar  to  lodging  in  onohmlod  Poot-Lmt  Bm- 
'  tilles :  <7feiii&r  by  oonqueri^  the  lugeet  Bmj^re  the  Bim  erer 
*  saw ;  and  l>eM»r  to  Donodih^pem  and  ^  ImponUe"  wrilteii  on 

<  all  departments  of  the  government  thereof  rCiiwiilpr  by  moan- 
'  tains  of  gold  bgots  earned ;  and  i)$k9r  to  No  Bread  pnrohae- 
'able  by  Aem:'  neh  Ready-Beokoner,  methinks, is  beginning  to 
be  suspect ;  nay  is  ceasing,  and  has  ceased,  to  be  saspeetl  Such 
Beady-Beekoner  is  a  Solecism  in  Easteheap ;  and  nmst,  ivhatever 
be  the  jMress  of  business,  and  will  and  shall  be  rectified  a  little. 
JBosiness  can  go  on  no  longer  with  t^.  The  most  Cottservathre 
English  People,  thiokest^kinned,  most  patient  of  Peoples,  is 
driven  alike  by  its  Lof^o  and  its  Unlogio,  by  things  '  qraken,' 
and  by  tlungs  not  yet  spoken  or  very  speakaUe^bnt  only  Mt  and 
very  nnendoraUe,  to  be  wholly  a  Beforming  People.  ISieir  lAh 
as  it  is  has  ceased  to  be  longer  possible  fbr  them. 

Urge  not  this  noble  silent  People ;  rouse  not  the  Berserkir- 
rage  that  lies  in  them !  Do  you  know  their  Cromwells,  Hamp- 
dens,  their  Pjms  and  Bradshaws  ?  Men  very  peaceable,  but  men 
that  can  be  made  very  terrible!  Men  who, like  their  old  Teutsch 
Fathers  in  Agrippa's  days, '  have  a  soul  that  despises  death  ;*  to 
whom  <  death,^  compared  with  falsehoods  and  injustices,  is  light ; 
— ^  in  whom  there  is  a  rage  unconquerable  by  the  immortal  gods  V 
Before  this,  the  English  People  have  taken  very  preternatural- 
looking  Spectres  by  the  beard ;  saying  virtually :  ^  And  if  thou 
tcert  *  preternatural  V  Thou  with  thy  *  divine-rights'  grown  dia- 
boAcal  wrongs  ?     Thou — ^not  even  <  natural ;'  decapitable  ;  totally 

extinguishable  !'* Yes,  just  so  godlike  as  this  People's  patience 

was,  even  so  godlike  will  and  must  its  impatience  be.  Away,  ye 
scandalous  Practical  Solecisms,  children  actually  of  the  Prince 
of  Darkness ;  ye  have  near  broken  our  hearts  ;  we  can  and  will 
endure  you  no  longer.  Begone,  we  say ;  depart  while  the  play 
is  good  I  By  the  Most  High  Gt)d,  whose  sons  and  bom  mission- 
aries true  men  are,  ye  shall  not  continue  here  t  Ton  and  we 
have  become  incompatible;  can  inhabit  one  house  no  longer. 
Either  yon  must  go,  or  we.  Are  ye  ambitious  to  try  which  it 
shall  be  9 
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O  my  Consenrative  friencLi,  who  etill  specially  name  and 
struggle  to  approve  yoarselyeB  <  Goniervative/  would  to  Heaven 
1  eoald  persuade  you  of  this  world-old  fact,  than  which  Fate  is 
oot  surer,  That  Truth  and  Justice  alone  ar^  capetbU  of  being 
'oonserved  '  and  preserved !  The  thing  which  is  unjust,  which  is 
Mtf  aeoording  to  Ood's  Law,  will  you,  in  a  God's  Universe,  try  to 
conserve  that/  It  is  so  old,  say  you?  Yes,  and  the  hotter 
haste  ooght  jmr,  of  all  others,  to  be  in  to  let  it  grow  no  older ! 
If  but  the  faintest  whisper  in  your  hearts  intimate  to  you  that  it 
is  not  fiur, — hasten,  for  the  sake  of  Conservatism  itself,  to  probe 
:t  rigorously,  to  cast  it  forth  at  once  and  forever  if  guilty.  How 
lill  or  can  you  preserve  U,  the  thing  that  is  not  fair  l  ^  Impossi- 
bility' a  thousandfold  is  marked  on  that.  And  yo  call  your- 
selves Conservatives,  Aristocracies :— ought  not  honour  and  noble- 
neas  of  mind,  if  they  had  departed  from  all  the  Earth  elsewhere, 
to  find  their  last  refuge  with  you  ?     Ye  unfortunate ! 

The  bough  that  is  dead  shall  bo  cut  awav.  for  the  sake  of  the 
:ree  itself  Old  I  Yes,  it  is  too  old.  Many  a  weary  winter  has 
;i  tiwung  and  creaked  there,  und  gnawed  and  fretted,  with  its 
•itad  wood,  the  organic  substance  and  still  living  fibre  of  this 
^jod  tree ;  many  a  long  summer  has  its  ugly  naked  brown  dc- 
lii^d  the  fair  green  umbrage :  every  day  it  has  done  mischief, 
Uid  that  only:  off  with  it.  for  the  trees  sake,  if  for  nothing 
aiore :  let  the  Conservatism  that  would  preserve  cut  it  away. 
I>id  no  wood-forester  apprise  3'ou  that  a  dead  bough  with  its  dead 
root  left  sticking  there  is  extraneous,  poisonous;  is  as  a  dead 
iron  spike,  some  horrid  rusty  ploughshare  driven  into  the  living 
.•ub!4tance ; — nay  is  far  worse ;  for  in  every  windstorm  (•  commer- 
cial crisis'  or  the  like),  it  frets  and  creaks,  jolts  itself  to  and  fro, 
and  cannot  lie  quiet  as  your  dead  iron  spike  would ! 

If  I  were  the  Conservative  Party  of  England  (which  is  another 
bi/ld  figure  of  s])eech),  I  would  not  for  a  hundred  thousand 
ptTiuuds  an  hour  allow  those  Corn-Laws  to  continue  Potosi  and 
<rijlconda  put  together  would  not  purchase  my  assent  to  them. 
I>»j  you  c<iunt  what  treasuries  of  bitter  indignation  they  are  lay- 
iuZ  up  for  you  in  every  just  English  heart  ?  Do  you  know  what 
'{oestioDS.  not  as  to  Corn-prices  and  Sliding-scales  alone,  they  are 
forcing  every  reflective  Englishman  to  ask  himself?    Questions 
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iuBolable,  or  bitherto  unBolved ;  deeper  than  aoy  of  our  Logio- 
plununeta  hitherto  irill  aoaad  ^  questions  deep  ennugh, — whicit 
it  were  better  that  we  did  not  name  even  in  thought  1  You  ars 
forcing  us  to  think  of  them,  to  begin  altering  them.  The  ult«r- 
aoce  of  them  13  begun;  and  where  will  it  be  ended,  think  yoaf 
When  two  millioDs  of  one's  brother-men  eit  in  Warkliouaes,  and 
five  iuillioD9,  at)  is  insolently  eaid, '  rejoioo  in  potatoes,'  there  ara 
various  things  that  must  be  begun,  let  them  end  where  thej  oul 
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TWO   CENTURIES. 


The  Settlement  effected  by  our  <  Healing  Parliament'  in  the 
Tear  of  Grace  1660,  though  aocomplished  under  universal  accla- 
mations from  the  four  comers. of  the  British  Dominions,  turns 
out  to  have  been  one  of  the  moumfulest  that  ever  took  place  in 
this  land  of  ours.  It  called  and  thought  itself  a  Settlement 
of  the  brightest  hope  and  fulfilment,  bright  as  the  blase  of  uni- 
versal tar-barrels  and  bonfires  could  make  it :  and  we  find  it  now, 
"D  looking  back  on  it  with  the  insight  which  trial  has  yielded,  a 
Settlement  as  of  despair.  Considered  well,  it  was  a  settlement 
to  govern  henceforth  without  God,  with  only  some  decent  Pre- 
teDce  of  God. 

Governing  by  the  Christian  Law  of  God  had  been  found  a  thing 
of  battle,  convulsion,  confusion,  an  infinitely  diflicult  thing: 
vherefore  let  us  now  abandon  it,  and  govern  only  by  so  much  of 
(.rod's  Christian  Law  as — as  may  prove  quiet  and  convenient  for 
Q«  What  is  the  end  of  Government?  To  guide  men  in  the 
Taj  wherein  they  should  go ;  towards  their  true  good  in  this  life, 
the  portal  of  infinite  good  in  a  life  to  come  ?  To  guide  men  in 
$acb  way.  and  ourselves  in  such  way,  as  the  Maker  of  men,  whose 
«^yo  is  upon  us,  will  sanction  at  the  Great  Day  ? — Or  alas,  per- 
bip9  at  bottom  is  there  no  Great  Day,  no  sure  outlook  of  any  life 
t'^  e^jme  ;  but  only  this  poor  life,  and  what  of  taxes,  felicities, 
Xrll-Gwyns  and  entertainments,  we  can  manage  to  muster  here  % 
In  that  case,  the  end  of  Government  will  be.  To  suppress  all  noise 
ihd  dii*turbance,  whether  of  Puritan  preaching,  Cameronian 
p«alm -singing,  thievcs'-riot,  murder,  arson,  or  what  noise  soever, 
•iud — be  careful  that  supplies  do  not  fail  1  A  very  notable  con- 
<:lasion,  if  we  will  think  of  it ;  and  not  without  an  abundance  of 
fruits  for  m.     Oliyer  Gromweirs  body  hung  on  the  Tybuxu-fid* 
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lows,  as  the  type  of  Puritanism  found  futile,  inezecutable,  execra- 
ble,— ^3re8,  that  gallows-tree  has  been  a  fingerpost  into  very  strange 
country  indeed.  Let  earnest  Puritanism  die ;  let  decent  For- 
malism, whatsoever  cant  it  be  or  grow  to,  live !  We  have  had  a 
pleasant  journey  in  that  direction ;  and  are — ^arriving  at  our  inn  ? 

To  support  the  Four  Pleas  of  the  Crown,  and  keep  Taxes  com- 
ing in :  in  very  sad  seriousness,  has  not  this  been,  ever  since,  even 
in  the  best  times,  almost  the  one  admitted  end  and  aim  of  Gov- 
crnment?  Religion,  Christian  Church,  Moral  Duty;  the  fact 
that  man  had  a  soul  at  all ;  that  in  man's  life  there  was  any  eter- 
nal truth  or  justice  at  all, — ^has  been  as  good  as  left  quietly  out 
of  sight.  Church  indeed, — alas,  the  endless  talk  and  struggle 
wc  have  had  of  High-Church,  Low-Church,  Church-Extensioii, 
Church-in-Danger :  we  invite  the  Christian  reader  to  think  whe- 
ther it  has  not  been  a  too  miserable  screech-owl  phantasm  of  talk 
and  struggle,  as  for  a  ^  Church,'  which  one  had  rather  not  define 
at  present ! 

But  now  in  these  godless  two  centuries,  looking  at  England 
and  her  efforts  and  doings,  if  we  ask,  What  of  England  s  doings 
the  Law  of  Nature  had  accepted,  Nature's  King  had  actually  fur- 
thered and  pronounced  to  have  truth  in  them, — ^where  is  our  an- 
swer ?  Neither  the  '  Church'  of  Hurd  and  Warburton,  nor  the 
Anti-church  of  Hume  and  l^aine  ;  not  in  any  shape  the  Spiritual- 
ism of  England :  all  this  is  already  seen,  or  beginning  to  be  seen. 
for  what  it  is ;  a  thing  that  Nature  does  not  own.  On  the  one 
side  is  dreary  Cant,  with  a  remniscnicc  of  things  noble  and 
divine ;  on  the  other  is  but  acrid  Candour,  with  a  prophefv  of 
things  brutal,  infernal.  Hurd  and  Warburton  arc  sunk  into  the 
sere  and  yellow  leaf;  no  considerable  body  of  true-seeing  inen 
looks  thitherward  for  healing:  the  Paine-and-Hume  Atheistic 
theory,  of  '  things  well  let  alone,'  with  Liberty,  Equality  and  the 
like,  is  also  in  these  days  declaring  itself  naught,  unable  to  keep 
the  world  from  taking  fire. 

The  theories  and  speculations  of  both  these  parties,  and  we 
may  say,  of  all  intermediate  parties  and  persons,  prove  to  be 
things  which  the  Eternal  Veracity  did  not  accept ;  things  super- 
ficial, ephemeral,  which  already  a  near  Posterity,  finding  them 
already  dead  and  brown-leafed,  is  about  to  suppress  and  forget. 
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The  Spiriloalism  of  England,  for  those  godless  years,  is,  as  it 
were,  ail  forgettable.  Much  has  been  written  :  but  the  perennial 
Scriptures  of  Mankind  have  bad  small  accession :  from  all  English 
Books,  in  rhjnie  or  prose,  in  leather  binding  or  in  paper  wrap- 
page, how  many  verses  have  been  added  to  those  ?  Our  most 
melodioas  Singers  have  sung  as  from  the  throat  outwards :  from 
the  inner  Heart  of  Man,  from  the  great  Heart  of  Xatiire,  through 
nu  Pope  or  Philips,  has  there  come  any  tone.  The  Oracles  have 
l>een  dumb.  In  brief,  the  iSpokcn  Word  of  England  has  not 
been  true.  The  Spoken  Word  of  England  turns  out  to  have 
been  trivial :  of  short  ouduruncc  ;  not  valuable,  not  available  as 
a  Word,  except  for  the  passing  day.  It  has  been  accordant  with 
transitory  Semblance;  discordant  with  eternal  Fact.  It  has 
been  unfortunately  not  a  Word,  but  a  Cant ;  a  helpless  involun- 
tary Cant,  nay  too  often  a  cunning  voluntary  one :  either  way,  a 
very  mournful  Cant :  the  Voice  not  of  Nature  and  Fact,  but  of 
something  other  than  these 

With  all  its  miserable  shortcomings,  with  its  wars,  controver- 
Hes.  with  its  trades-unions,  famine-insurrections, — it  is  her  Prac- 
tical Material  Work  alone  that  England  has  to  shew  for  herself! 
This,  and  hitherto  almost  nothing  more ;  yet  actually  this.  The 
irrim  inarticulate  veracity  of  the  English  People,  unable  tu  speak 
\u  meaning  in  words,  has  turned  itself  silently  on  things ;  and 
the  dark  powers  of  Material  Nature  have  answered,  '*  Yes,  this 
It  least  is  true,  this  is  not  false !"  So  answers  Nature.  *•*  Waste 
d^vert-shrubs  of  the  Tropical  swamps  have  become  Cotton-trees ; 
aod  here,  under  my  furtherance,  are  verily  woven  shirts, — hang- 
ing unsold,  undistributed,  but  capable  to  be  distributed,  capable 
to  cover  the  bare  backs  of  my  children  of  men.  Mountains,  old 
u  the  Creation,  I  have  permitted  to  be  bored  through :  bitumin- 
noB  fuel-stores,  the  wreck  of  forests  that  were  green  a  million 
u-ars  ago, — I  have  opened  them  from  my  secret  rock-ohambers, 
arid  they  are  yours,  ye  English.  Your  huge  fleets,  steamships. 
(lu  sail  the  sea  :  huge  Indias  do  olK»y  you  ;  from  huge  Xiw  Eng- 
Und!«  an4i  Antipodal  Austnilias,  comes  profit  and  truilic  to  this 
Old  England  of  mine!'  So  answers  Nature.  The  Practical 
Laboar  of  England  is  7U)t  a  chimerical  Triviality :  it  is  a  Fact, 
acknowledged  by  all  the  Worlds ;  which  no  man  and  no  demon 
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will  contradict.  It  is,  very  audibly,  though  very  inarticiilately 
as  yet,  the  one  Gbd's  Voice  we  have  heard  in  these  two  atheistic 
centuries. 

And  now  to  observe  with  what  bewildering  obscurations  and 
impediments  all  this  as  yet  stands  entangled,  and  is  yet  intelligible 
to  no  man !  How,  with  our  gross  Atheism,  we  hear  it  not  to  be 
the  Voice  of  God  to  us,  but  regard  it  merely  as  a  Voic«  of  earthly 
Profit-and-Loss.  And  have  a  Hell  in  England, — the  Hell  of  not 
making  money.  And  coldly  see  the  all-conquering  valiant  Sons 
of  Toil  sit  enelianted,  by  the  million,  in  their  Poor-Law  Bastille, 
as  if  this  were  Nature's  Law ; — ^mumbling  to  ourselves  some  vague 
janglement  of  Laissez-faire,  Supply-and-demand,  Cash-payment 
the  one  nexus  of  man  to  man :  Free-trade,  Competition,  and  Devil 
take  the  hindmost,  our  latest  Gospel  yet  preached ! 

As  if,  in  truth,  there  were  no  God  of  Labour ;  as  if  godlike 
Labour  and  brutal  Mammonism  were  convertible  terms.  A  seri- 
ous, most  earnest  Mammonism  grown  Midas-eared ;  an  unserious 
Dilettantism,  earnest  about  nothing,  grinning  with  inarticulate 
incredulous  incredible  jargon  about  all  things,  as  the  enchant^ 
Dilettanti  do  by  the  Dead  Sea !  It  is  mournful  enough,  for  the 
present  hour ;  were  there  not  an  endless  hope  in  it  withal.  Giant 
Labour,  truest  emblem  there  is  of  God  the  World -Worker,  De- 
miurgus,  and  Eternal  Maker ;  noble  Labour,  which  is  yet  to  be 
the  King  of  this  Earth,  and  sit  on  the  highest  throne, — stagger- 
ing hitherto  like  a  blind  irrational  giant,  hardly  allowed  to  have 
his  common  place  on  the  street-pavements ;  idle  Dilettantism, 
Dead-Sea  Apism.  crying  out,  ^^  Down  with  him,  he  is  dangerous!' 

Labour  must  become  a  seeing  rational  giant,  with  a  soul  in  the 
body  of  him,  and  take  his  place  on  the  throne  of  things, — ^leaving 
his  Mammonism,  and  several  other  adjuncts,  on  the  lower  steps 
ot  said  throne. 
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CHAPTER   VII. 

OVER-PRODUCTION. 

But  what  will  refleotiTe  readers  say  of  a  Ooveming  Class,  snoh 
as  <mra,  addressing  its  Workers  with  an  indictment  of  <  Over- 
prodnetion  !'  Over-prodnotion :  mns  it  not  so  7  <*  Ye  miscella- 
neoiis.  ignoble  mann&ctnring  individuals,  ye  have  produced  too 
much !  We  accuse  you  of  making  above  two-hundred  thousand 
shirts  for  the  bare  backs  of  mankind.  Your  trousers,  too,  which 
Tou  have  made,  of  fustian,  of  cassimere,  of  Scotch-plaid,  of  jane, 
nankeen  and  woollen  broadcloth,  are  they  not  manifold  ?  Of  hats 
for  the  human  head,  of  shoes  for  the  human  foot,  of  stools  to  sit 
on.  spoons  to  eat  with — Nay,  what  say  we  hats  or  shoes  7  You 
produce  gold-watches,  jewelleries,  silver  forks  and  epergnes,  com- 
modes, chiffoniers,  stuffed  sofas — Heavens,  the  Commercial  Bazaar 
tnd  multitudinous  Howel -and- Jameses  cannot  contain  you.  You 
hare  produced,  produced : — he  that  seeks  your  indictment  let  him 
look  around.  Millions  of  shirts,  and  empty  pairs  of  breeches,  hang 
there  in  judgment  against  you.  We  accuse  you  of  over-producing : 
jou  are  criminally  guilty  of  producing  shirts,  breeches,  hats,  shoes 
ind  commodities,  in  a  frightful  over-abundance.  And  now  there 
:•  a  glut,  and  your  operatives  cannot  be  fed !" 

Ntrver.  surely,  against  an  earnest  Working  Mammonisni  was 
there  brought,  by  Game-preserving  ari.stocratic  Dilettantism,  a 
stranger  accusation,  since  this  world  began.  My  lords  and  gen- 
tlemen.— ^why,  it  was  you  that  were  appointed,  by  the  fact  and  by 
tiie  theory  of  your  position  on  the  Earth,  to '  make  and  administer 
LiW>.'  that  is  to  say,  in  a  world  such  as  ours,  to  guard  against 
'gluts.*  against  honest  operatives,  who  had  done  their  work,  re- 
uiaiuing  unfed !  T  say,  you  were  appointed  to  preside  over  the 
Distribution  and  Apportionment  of  the  Wages  of  Work  done ;  and 
to  see  well  that  there  went  no  labourer  without  his  hirO)  weiQ  \t 
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I,  were  it  of  bemp  gallowB-ropes :  that  function  wu 
a  immemorial  time  bos  been  ;  youra,  and  as  jet  uo 
e  poor  akirt-spinners  have  forgotten  much,  nhich 
unwritt«n  law  of  their  position  they  should  have 
tut  by  any  written  ret'Ognised  law  of  their  position, 
/  forgottcuV  They  wei'e  set  lo  make  shirts.  The 
all  ila  voi'  lided  them,  saying,  "  Make 

}re  the  e  Too  many  shirts'/     Well, 

iarth,with  its  nine-hundred 
mmunity  comm»adcd  you, 
iportiuned,  that  our  Uumaa 
lod  whore  is  the  apportiao- 
irted  workers  sit  enchanted 
lOre  (according  to  some)  in 
nedy,  yoa  say, — what  say 
my  time  heard  any 
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that  is  a  noM:ii.j.  in  thisinl 
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strangfr  speech,  not  fvcii  on  tin.'  Sliores  of  the  Dead  S 
continue  addreseing  these  poor  sbirt-spinoerB  and  over-prodocen, 
in  really  a  too  triumphant  a  manner  ; 

"  Will  you  bandy  koousatious,  will  you  acoose  ut  of  over-produC' 
tiftn }  We  take  the  Heavens  and  the  Earth  to  witneu  that  we 
hftve  produced  nothing  at  all  Not  from  us  proceeds  thia  frightful 
everpluB  of  diirts.  In  the  wide  domains  of  eieated  Natnre,  oircn- 
lates  no  shirt  or  thing  of  our  producing.  Cerbin  fox-bnuhea 
nuled  upon  our  lUble-dooi,  the  fruit  of  &ir  andaoity  at  Melton 
Howbmy ;  these  we  have  prodaoed,  and  they  are  openly  nuled  up 
then.  He  that  aoousei  na  of  producing,  let  him  shew  hiuMl^  let 
him  name  what  and  when.  We  are  innocent  of  prodociug ; — ye 
OBgratefol,  what  mountains  of  things  have  we  not,  on  the  contrary, 
had  to '  oonsume,'  and  niake  away  with  t  Uotmttuni  of  those  your 
kM^ied  mann&etvres,  wheresoever  edible  or  wearaUe,  have  th«y 
not  disappeawd  before  us,  u  if  we  had  the  talmt  of  ostriches,  of 
oormonntB,  aud  &  kind  of  divine  Acuity  to  eat  I  Ye  ungratefol  I 
— and  did  you  not  gro^  under  the  shadow  of  oar  iringsl  Ate  not 
your  Klthy  mills  bnilt  on  these  fields  of  ours ;  on  this  soil  of  Eng- 
-  land,  which  belongs  to — whom  think  you  t  And  we  shall  not 
offer  you  oar  own  wh«at  at  the  price  thnt  please^  na,  but  Umt 
paiUj  phuai  yovf    A  pnuow  Botie>  I    Wlut  wwld  .1 
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of  yoo,  if  w«  choBe,  at  uij  time,  to  decide  on  growing  no  wheat 
more  ?" 

Yea,  truly,  here  ia  the  ultimate  rock-basis  of  all  Corn-Laws ; 
irhereon,  at  the  bottom  of  mneh  argoing,  they  rest^  as  securely  as 
they  can :  What  would  become  of  you,  if  we  decided,  some  day,  on 
growing  no  more  wheat  at  all?  If  we  chose  to  grow  only  par- 
tridges henceforth,  and  a  modicum  of  wheat  for  our  own  uses  ? 
C'annot  we  do  what  we  like  with  our  own  ? — Yes,  indeed  I  For 
my  share,  if  I  could  melt  Gneiss  Rock,  and  create  Law  of  Gravi- 
tation ;  if  I  could  stride  out  to  the  Boggerbank,  some  morning, 
and  striking  down  my  trident  there  into  the  mud-waves,  say,  "  Be 
land,  be  fields,  meadows,  mountains,  and  fresh-rolling  streams !" 
by  Heaven,  I  should  incline  to  have  the  letting  of  that  land  in 
perpetuity,  and  sell  the  wheat  of  it,  or  bum  the  wheat  of  it, 
according  to  my  own  good  judgment !  My  Gom-Lawing  friends, 
you  affright  me.  ^ 

To  the  <  Millo-cracy'  so-called,  to  the  Working  Aristocracy, 
steeped  too  deep  in  mere  ignoble  Mammonism.  and  as  yet  all  un- 
conscious of  its  noble  destinies,  as  yet  but  an  irrational  or  semi- 
rational  giant,  struggling  to  awake  some  soul  in  itself, — the  world 
▼ill  have  much  to  say.  reproachfully,  reprovingly,  admonishingly. 
But  to  the  Idle  Aristocracy,  what  will  the  world  have  to  say  '^ 
Things  painful  and  not  pleasant ! 

To  the  man  who  works,  who  attempts,  in  never  so  ungracious 
barbarous  a  way.  to  get  forward  with  some  work,  you  will  hasten 
out  with  furtherances,  with  encouragements,  corrections ;  you  will 
say  to  him  :  "  Welcome  :  thou  art  ours ;  our  care  shall  be  of 
Thee."  To  the  Idler,  again,  never  so  gracefully  going  idle,  com- 
ing forward  with  never  so  many  parchments.  )*ou  will  not  hasten 
■"at :  you  will  sit  still,  and  be  disinclined  to  rise.  You  will  say 
to  him  :  "  Not  welcome,  O  complex  Anomaly ;  would  thou  hadst 
ftaved  out  of  doors :  for  who  of  mortals  knows  what  to  do  with 
thoe  ?  Thy  parchments  :  yes,  they  are  old.  of  venerable  yellow- 
iit*s  ;  and  we  too  honour  parchment,  old-established  settlements, 
aii'l  venerable  use  and  wont.  Old  parchments  in  verj'  truth  : — 
xvt  on  the  whole,  if  thou  wilt  remark,  they  are  young  to  the 
<rranite  Rocks,  to  the  GroundpUn  of  God's  Universe !     We  ad- 
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vise  thee  to  pot  up  thy  parohments  j  io  go  home  to  ihypliee, 
and  make  no  needleBB  noise  wh«te?er.  Onr  heart's  wiah  is  to 
save  thee :  yet  there  as  thou  art,  hapleai  Anomalyi  irith  nothing 
hat  thy  yelloir  parehmenta,  noisy  fntilitiea,  and  shotbelta  and  fox- 
brushes, who  of  goda  or  men  eao  avert  dark  Fate?  Be  oonn- 
selled,  asoertain  if  no  work  exist  fmr  thee  on  Ood's  Earth;  if  thou 
find  no  oommanded-dnty  there  bat  ihat  of  going  giaoefdlly  idle  7 
Ask,  inqoire  earnestly,  with  -a  half-lbultie  eamestness ;  for  the 
answer  means  Bxistenoe  or  Annihilation  to  thee.  We  apprise 
thee  of  the  world-old  foot,beooming  sternly  diadosed  again  in 
these  days,  That  he  who  cannot  work  in  this  UniTorse  eannot  get 
existed  in  it :  had  he  parchments  to  thatch  the  &oe  of  the  world, 
these,  oombostible  follible  sheepekin,  eannot  avail  him.  Home, 
thoa  unfortonate ;  and  let  as  have  at  least  no  noise  from  thee  I" 

Suppose  ihe  onfortonate  Idle  Aristooraoy,  as  the  unfortonate 
Working  one  has  done,  were  to  '  retire  thpe  days  to  ii$  bed,'  and 
consider  itself  there,  what  o'clock  it  had  become  ? — 

How  have  we  to  regret  not  only  that  men  have  ^  no  religion/ 
but  that  thoy  have  next  to  no  reflection ;  and  go  about  with  heads 
full  of  mere  extraneous  noises,  with  eyes  wide-open  but  visionless, 
— ^for  most  part,  in  tlie  somnambulist  state  1 
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CHAPTER   VIII. 

UNWORKING   ARISTOCRACY. 

It  is  well  said,  '  Land  is  the  right  basis  of  an  Aristooraoy  ;' 
whoever  possesses  the  Land,  he,  more  emphatically  than  any 
other,  is  the  Crovemor,  Viceking  of  the  people  on  the  Land.  It 
is  in  these  days  as  it  was  in  those  of  Henry  Plantagenet  and  Ab- 
bot Samson  ;  as  it  will  in  all  days  be.  Y^The  Land  is  Mother  of 
OS  jXL ;  nourishes,  shelters,  gladdens,  lovingly  enriches  us  all ;  in 
low  many  ways,  from  our  first  wakening  to' our  last  sleep  on  her 
blessed  mother-bosom,  does  she,  as  with  blessed  mother-arms,  en- 
fold us  all ! 

The  Hill  I  first  saw  the  Sun  rise  over,  when  the  Sun  and  I 
and  all  things  were  yet  in  their  auroral  hour,  who  can  divorce  me 
from  it  ?  Mystic,  deep  as  the  world's  centre,  arc  the  roots  I  have 
struck  into  my  Native  Soil ;  no  tree  that  grows  is  rooted  so. 
From  noblest  Patriotism  to  humblest  industrial  Mechanism  ; 
from  highest  dying  for  your  country,  to  lowest  quarrying  and 
coal-boring  for  it,  a  Nation's  Life  depends  upon  its  Land.  Again 
and  again  we  have  to  say,  there  can  be  no  true  Aristocracy  but 
must  possess  the  Land. 

Men  talk  of  *  selling'  Land.  Land,  it  is  true,  like  Epic  Poems 
tnd  even  higher  things,  in  such  a  trading  world,  has  to  be  pre- 
sented in  the  market  for  what  it  will  bring,  and  as  we  say  bo 
'  sold  :*  but  the  notion  of  •  selling,'  for  certain  bits  of  metal,  the 
Iliad  of  Homer,  how  much  more  the  Ltmd  of  the  World-Creator, 
is  a  ridiculous  impossibility !  We  buy  what  is  saleable  of  it ;  no- 
thing more  was  ever  buyable.  Who  can,  or  could,  sell  it  to  us  ? 
Properly  speaking,  the  Land  belongs  to  these  two :  To  the  Al- 
mighty God  :  and  to  all  His  Children  of  Men  that  have  ever 
worked  well  on  it.  or  that  shall  ever  work  well  on  it.  No  gener- 
ation of  men  can  or  could,  with  never  suoh  solemnity  and  efibrt. 
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sell  Land  on  an/  other  prinoiple :  it  ia  not  the  property  of  any 
gieneration,  we  aay,  but  that  of  all  the  past  generatkma  that  have 
worked.on  it,  and  of  all  the  fatore  ones  that  shall  work  on  it 
^  Again,  we  hear  it  sud,  The  soil  of  England,  or  of  any  oonntry, 
18  properly  worth  nothing,  efkoept  <  the  laboar  bestowed  <m  it' 
This,  speaking  even  in  the  language  ct  Easteheap,  is  not  oorrect  3i 
The  rudest  space  of  country  equal  in  extent  to  England,  oonld  a 
whole  English  Nation,  widi  all  their  haUtiides,  arrangements, 
sldUs,  with  whatsoever  tiiey  do  cany  within  the  skins  of  them, 
and  cannot  be  stript  of^  suddenly  tske  wing,  and  aU^i  on  i1 
would  be  worth  a  very  oonsiderafale  thing  1  Swiftly,  within  yi 
and  day,  this  English  Nation,  with  its  multiplex  talents  of  j^oii^ 
ing,  spinning,  hammering,  mining,  road-meUng  and  traffiokipgi 
would  bring  a  handsome  value  out  of  suoh  a  spaee  of  ooontiy. 
On  the  other  hand,  &ncy  What  an  English  Nadon,  onqe  ^  on  the 
wing,'  could  have  done  with  ilsdf^  had  there  been  simply  M  soil, 
not  even  an  inaraUe  one,  to  alight  on  ?  Yain  aU  its  talents  finr 
ploughing,  hammering,  and  whatever  else ;  there  is  no  Earth- 
room  for  this  Nation  with  its  talents :  this  Nation  will  have  to 
keep  hovering  on  the  wing,  dolefully  shrieking  to  and  fro ;  and 
perish  piecemeal ;  burying  itself,  down  to  the  last  soul  of  it,  in 
the  waste  unfirmamented  seas.  Ah  yes,  soil,  with  or  without 
ploughing,  is  the  gift  of  God.  The  soil  of  all  countries  belongs 
evermore,  in  a  very  considerable  degree,  to  the  Almighty  Maker  I 
The  last  stroke  of  labour  bestowed  on  it  -is  not  the  making  of  its 
value,  but  only  the  increasing  thereof 

It  is  very  strange,  the  degree  to  which  these  truisms  are  for- 
gotten in  our  days  ;  how,  in  the  ever-whirling  chaos  of  Formu- 
las, we  have  quietly*  lost  sight  of  Fact, — ^which  it  is  so  perilous 
not  to  keep  for  ever  in  sight.  Fact,  if  we  do  not  see  it,  wili 
make  us  feel  it  by  and  by  !-^From  much  loud  controversy  and 
Corn-Law  debating  there  rise's,  loud  though  inarticulate,  once 
more  in  these  years,  this  very  question  among  others.  Who 
made  the  Land  of  England  ?  Who  made  it,  this  respectable  ^ 
English  Land,  wheat-growing,  metalliferous,  oarboniferous,  which 
will  let  readily  hand  over  head  for  seventy  millions  or  upwards, 
as  it  here  lies  :  who  did  make  it  ? — '<  We  I"  answer  the  much- 
anuuming  Aristocracy ;  ''  We !''  as  they  ride  in,  moist  with  the 
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^7rat  of  Melton  3Iowbraj :  ^It  is  we  that  made  it ;  or  are  the 
irs.  a:*!«igDS  and  representatives  of  those  who  did  I" — My  broth- 

T*.  Vot:  t  Everlasting  honour  to  yon,  then ;  and  Corn-Laws  as 
.  :AiiT  as  you  will,  till  your  own  deep  stomachs  cry  Enough,  or 
>  line  voice  of  human  pity  for  our  &mine  bids  you  Hold !     Yo 

r*'  as  gods,  that  can  create  soil.  Soil-creating  gods  there  is  no 
-.ith standing.  They  have  the  might  to  sell  wheat  at  what  price 
:.iey  list ;  and  the  right,  to  all  lengths,  and  famine-lengths, — if 
:bey  be  pitiless  infernal  gods !  Celestial  gods,  I  think,  would 
>!i>p  short  of  the  famine-price;  but  no  infernal  nor  any  kind  of 

■^'  •*]  can  be  bidden  stop ! Infatuated  mortals,  into  what  ques- 

Tiont  are  you  driving  every  thinking  man  in  England  1 

I  say,  you  did  not  make  the  Land  of  England ;  and,  by  the 
iii'>ss«ssion  of  it,  you  are  bound  to  furnish  guidance  and  govern- 
ar<c«  to  England!  That  is  the  law  of  your  position  on  this 
■irxl's-Earth  :  an  everlasting  act  of  Heaven's  Parliament,  not  ro- 
r<alable  in  St.  Stephen's  or  elsewhere !  True  government  and 
riidanee ;  not  no-govern  men  t  and  Laissez-faire  :  how  much  les^, 

I'nrovernment  and  Corn-Law !  There  is  not  an  imprisoned 
Worker  looking  out  from  these  Bastilles  but  appeals,  very  audi- 
'■ly  in  Heaven's  High  Courts,  against  you,  and  me,  and  ever}* 
■■'^e  who  is  not  imprisoned,  *•  Why  am  I  here '/"  His  appeal  is 
:iadible  in  Heaven ;  and  will  become  audible  enough  on  Earth 
!<jo.  if  it  remain  unheeded  here.  His  appeal  is  against  you,  fore- 
liiost  of  all ;  you  stand  in  the  front  rank  of  the  accused ;  you, 
Vv  the  very  place  you  hold,  have  first  of  all  to  answer  him  and 
Heaven ! 

What  looka  maddest,  miserablest  in  these  mad  and  miserable 
O'fm-LawB  is  independent  altogether  of  their  ^  effect  on  wages,' 
:aeir  eflFect  on  *  increase  of  trade,'  or  any  other  such  effect :  it  i» 
the  continual  maddening  proof  they  protrude  into  the  faces  of  nil 
men.  that  our  Governing  Class,  called  by  God  and  Nature  and 
'he  inflexible  law  of  Fact,  either  to  do  something  towards  gov- 
erning, or  to  die  and  be  abolished, — ^have  not  yet  learned  even  t;) 
•it  ftilL  and  do  no  mischief !  For  no  Anti-Corn-Law  League 
jet  aaka  more  of  them  than  this ; — Nature  and  Fact,  very  im- 
f«rmtaTely,  aiking   lo  muoh  more  of  them.      ABti-CoTii-liKW 
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Leagae  aaks  not,  Do  aometking^  bat,  Ccmo  your  dMtruotivo 
miBdoing,  Bo  ye  nothing  I 

Nature's  meaaage  will  have  itself  obeyed :  meMagoa  of  mere 
Free-Trade^  Anti-Gom-Law  League  and  LaiflaefrAwre,  will  tben 
need  small  obeying! — ^Ye  fools,  in  the  -name  of  HeaTen,  work, 
work,  at  the  Ark  of  Deliveranoe  for  yonrsdyes  and  -na,  idiile 
hours  are  still  granted  yoal  No :  instead  of  working  at  the  Ark, 
they  say,  "  We  cannot  get  our  Jiands  kept  rightly  warm ;"  and 
ntobaiitaidjfhiirnimgtheplankM,  No  madder  qpeotaide  at  present 
exhibits  itsdf  .nnder  this  Son. 

The  Working  Aristocrapy ;  Mill-owners,  Mann&otuerS)  Com- 
manders of  Working  Men :  alas,  against  them,  also  mnok  shall 
be  brought  in  aocosation ;  mnoh, — and  the  freest  Trade  in  Com, 
total  abolition  of  Tariffs,  and  uttermost  <  Inorease  of  Manufibo- 
tures'  and  '  Prosperity  of  Commerce,'  will  permanently  mend  no 
jot  of  it.  The  Working  Aristocracy  must  strike  into  a  new 
path  ;  .must  undcrstanpl  that  money  alone  is  not  the  representa- 
tive either  of  man's  success  in  the  world,  or  of  man's  duties  to 
man  ;  and  reform  their  own  seiyes  from  top  to  bottom,  if  they 
wish  England  reformed.  England  will  not  be  habitable  long, 
unreformed. 

The  Working  Aristocracy — ^Yes,  but  on  the  threshold  of  all 
this,  it  is  again  and  again  to  be  asked,  What  of  the  Idle  Aris- 
tocracy ?  Again  and  again,  What  shall  we  say  of  the  Idle  Aris- 
tocracy, the  Owners  of  the  Soil  of  England ;  whose  recognised 
function  is  that  of  handsomely  consuming  the  rents  of  England, 
shooting  the  partridges  of  England,  and  as  an  agreeable  amuse- 
ment (if  the  purchase-money  and  other  conveniences  serve),  di- 
lettante-ing  in  Parliament  and  Quarter-Sessions  for  England  ? 
We  will  say  mournfully,  in  the  presence  of  Heaven  and  Earth, 
— that  we  stand  speechless,  stupent,  and  know  not  what  to  say ! 
That  a  class  of  men  entitled-  to  live  sumptuously  on  the  marrow 
of  the  earth ;  permitted  simply,  nay  entreated,  and  as  yet  en- 
treated in  vain,  to  do  nothing  at  all  in  return,  was  never  hereto- 
fore seen  on  the  face  of  this  Planet.  That  such  a  class  is  transi- 
tory, exceptional,  and,  unless  Nature's  Laws  fidl  dead,  oannot 
ooDtinue.     Tliat  it  has  continued  now  a  moderate  while ;  has.  for 
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the  Imst  fifty  years,  been  rapidly  attaining  its  state  of  perfection. 
That  it  will  have  to  find  its  duties  and  do  them ;  or  else  that  it 
most  and  will  cease  to  be  seen  on  the  face  of  this  Planet,  which 
is  a  Working  one.  not  an  Idle  one. 

Alaa,  alas,  the  Working  Aristocracy,  admonished  by  Trades- 
unions,  Chartist  confiagrations,  above  all  by  their  own  shrewd 
cense  kept  in  perpetual  communion  with  the  fact  of  things,  will 
assuredly  reform  themselves,  and  a  working  world  will  still  be 
possible  : — ^but  the  fate  of  the  Idle  Aristocracy,  as  one  reads  its 
horoscope  hitherto  in  Corn-Laws  and  such  like,  is  an  abyss  that 
fills  one  with  despair.  Yes,  my  rosy  fox-hunting  brothers,  a  ter- 
rible Hippocratic  look  reveals  itself  (God  knows,  not  to  my  joy) 
through  those  fresh  buxom  countenances  of  yours.  Through 
TOUT  Corn-Law  Majorities,  Sliding-Scalcs,  Protecting-Duties, 
Bribery-Elections  and  triumphant  Kentish-fire,  a  thinking  eye 
discerns  ghastly  images  of  ruii^  too  ghastly  for  words ;  a  hand- 
writing as  of  Mexe,  Mene.  Men  and  brothers,  on  your  Sliding- 
scale  you  seem  sliding,  and  to  have  slid, — ^you  little  know 
thither !  Oood  God !  did  not  a  French  Donothing  Aristocracy, 
hardly  above  half  a  century  ago,  declare  in  like  manner,  and  in 
its  fcatherhead  believe  in  like  manner,  *•  We  cannot  exist,  and 
continue  to  dress  and  parade  ourselves,  on  the  just  rent  of  the 
soil  of  France ;  but  we  must  have  farther  payment  than  rent  of 
the  soil,  we  must  be  exempted  from  taxes  too.'' — wc  must  have  a 
Corn-Law  to  extend  our  rent  ?  This  was  in  1 789  :  in  four  years 
more — Did  you  look  into  the  Tanneries  of  Meudon,  and  the  long- 
naked  making  for  themselves  breeches  of  human  skins !  May 
the  merciful  Heavens  avert  the  omen  ;  may  wc  be  wiser,  that  so 
we  be  less  wretched. 

A  High  Class  without  duties  to  do  is  like  a  tree  planted  on 
precipices  :  from  the  roots  of  which  all  the  earth  has  been  crum- 
bling. Nature  owns  no  man  who  is  not  a  Martyr  withal.  Is 
there  a  man  who  pretends  to  live  luxuriously  housed  up  :  scrocnod 
from  all  work,  from  want,  danger,  hardships,  tho  victory  over 
which  is  what  we  name  work ; — he  himself  tu  sit  serene,  amid 
down-bolsters  and  appliances,  and  have  all  his  work  and  battling 
done  by  other  men?     And  rach  man  call  himselt  i^  nobU-mmxv'X 
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Hi0  £ftiher8  worked  for  him,  h»  anjfl ;  or  au^PaMuIj.gunUed 
for  him :  here  he  aito  ]  profeases,  not  in  aorrasr  liaii^ jpeMe,  that 
he  and  hia  have  don^  no  work,  time  out  of  mind.,  Ik  la  the  kw 
of  the  land,  and  is  thought  to  he  the  law  of  the  Uniyerae,  that  he, 
Alone  of  rec<ffded  men,  shall  have  no  taak  laid  om  }um,  except 
ftat  of  eating  hia  oooked  viotnala,  and  not  flinging  himself  ont  of 
window.  Once  inpre  I  will  say,  there  waa  no  stranger  apeetaole 
eyer  shewn  nnder  this  Sun.  A  veritable  ftot  in  our  England  of 
the  Nineteenth  Centorj.  His  victuals  he  doea  eat:  but  aa  for 
keeping  in  the  inside  of  the  window, — ^have  not  hia  frienda,  like 
me,  enough  to  do?  Truly,  looking  at  his  Oom-Laws,  Ghone- 
LawB,  Ghandos-Clauses,  Bribexy-Eleotiona  and  much  else,  you  do 
•shudder  over  the  tumbling  and  plunging  he  makes,  held  hack  by 
the  lappelles  and  coatskirts ;  only  a  thin  fence  of  window-glaas 
before  him, — and  in  the  street  mere  horrid  iron  apikea  I  My 
sick  brother,  as  in  hospital-maladies  men  do,  thou  dreamest 
of  Paradises  and  Eldorados,  which  are  far  from  thee.  ^  Cannot 
I  do  what  I  like  with  my  own  V  Gracious  Ueaven,  my  brother, 
this  that  thou  seest  with  those  sick  eyes  is  no  firm  Eldorado,  and 
Corn-Law  Paradise  of  Donothings,  but  a  dream  of  thy  own 
fevered  brain.  It  is  a  glass-window,  I  teU  thee,  so  many  stories 
from  the  street ;  where  are  iron  spikes  and  the  law  of  gravita- 
tion i 

What  is  the  meaning  of  nobleness,  if  this  be  '  noble  V  In  a 
valiant  suffering  for  others,  not  in  a  slothful  making  others  suffer 
for  us,  did  nobleness  ever  lie.  The  chief  of  men  is  he  who  stands 
in  the  van  of  men  ;  fronting  the  peril  which  frightens  back  all 
others ;  which,  if  it  be  not  vanquished,  will  devour  the  others. 
Every  noble  crown  is,  and  on  Earth  will  forever  be,  a  crown  of 
thorns.  The  Pagan  Ilercules,  why  was  he  accounted  a  hero  1 
Because  ho  had  slain  Nemean  Lions  cleansed  Augean  Stables, 
undergone  Twelve  Labours  only  not  too  heavy  for  a  god.  In 
■  modem,  as  in  ancient  and  all  societies,  the  Aristocracy,  they  that 
assume  the  functions  of  an  Aristocracy,  doing  them  or  not,  have 
taken  the  post  of  honour ;  which  is  the  post  of  difficulty,  the 
post  of  danger,--of  death,  if  the  difficulty  be  not  overcome. 
//  faui  payer  de  sa  me.  Why  waa  our  life  given  us,  if  not  that 
we  ahoidd  manfully  give  it?    Deaoend,  0  Donodiing  Pomp; 
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quit  thy  dowik'^BiiBhions ;  expose  thyself  to  learn  what  wretches 
feel,  and  how  to  cure  it !  The  Czar  of  Kussia  became  a  dusty 
toiling  shipwright ;  worked  with  his  axo  in  the  Docks  of  Saar- 
dam  :  and  his  aim  was  small  to  thine.  Descend  thou :  undertake 
tfab  horrid  ^  living  chaos  of  Ignorance  and  Hunger'  weltering 
round  thy  feet ;  say,  <*  I  will  heal  it,  or  behold  I  will  die  foro- 
most  in  it.*'  Such  is  verily  the  law.  Everywhere  and  every  when 
a  inao  has  to  *  paif  with  his  life  ;'  to  do  his  work,  as  a  soldier 
•ii»e3.  at  the  expense  of  life.  In  no  Piepowder  earthly  Court  can 
you  sue  an  Aristocracy  to  do  its  work,  at  this  moment :  but  in 
I  he  Higher  Court,  which  even  //  calls  -  Court  of  Honour,'  and 
which  is  the  Court  of  Necessity  withal,  and  the  eternal  Court  of 
the  Universe,  in  which  all  Facts  comes  to  plead,  and  every 
Human  Soul  is  an  apparitor, — the  Aristocracy  is  answerable,  and 
even  now  answering,  tlurt'. 

Parchments  ?  Parchments  are  venerable :  but  they  ought  at 
ill  times  to  represent,  as  near  as  the}'  by  possibility  can,  the  wri- 
ting of  the  Adamant  Tablets  ;  otherwise  they  are  not  so  venera- 
Wm  '  Benedict  the  Jew  in  vain  pleaded  parchments ;  his  usu- 
rie?  were  too  many.  The  King  said,  "  Go  to,  for  all  thy  parch- 
ment ^>.  thou  shalt  pay  just  debt ;  down  with  thy  dust,  or  ob.serve 
ihLs  tooth-forceps  !'  Nature,  a  far  juster  Sovereign,  has  far  ter- 
ribler  forceps  I"'  Aristocracies,  actual  and  imaginary,  reach  a 
time  when  parchment  pleading  does  not  avail  them.  '•  Go  to,  for 
•ill  thy  parchments,  thou  shalt  pay  due  debt  !*'  shouts  the  Uni- 
■^f-r?-e  to  them,  in  an  emphatic  manner.  Tlioy  refuse  to  pay, 
'••ntidently  pleading  parchment:  their  best  grinder-tooth,  with 
JKirrible  agony.  g«K»s  out  of  their  jaw.  Wilt  thou  pay  now?  A 
--♦-■rind  prinder.  again  in  horrible  agony,  goes .  a  seccmd.  and  a 
rl.ird.  and  if  need  be.  all  the  teeth  and  grinders,  and  the  life  itself 
^ith  them  : — and  then  there  is  free  payment,  and  an  anatomist 
•  :l'ir<-t  into  the  bargain  ! 

Ref»nn  Bills.  Corn-Law  Abrogation  Bills,  and  then  Land-Tax 
bill,  Property-Tax  Bill,  and  still  dimmer  list  of  drrieras :  grinder 
after  grinder  : — my  lords  and  gentlemen,  it  were  better  for  you 
to  arise,  and  begin  doing  your  work,  than  sit  there  and  plead 
pAfchmenta ! 


18S 


THE  MODERN  WORKER. 


We  write  no  Chapter  on  the  Corn- Laws,  in  this  place ;  the 
Corn-Lawa  are  too  mad  to  Lave  a  Chapter,  There  ie  a  cer- 
tain immoralitj,  vheD  there  is  not  a.  necessity,  in  speaking  abont 
things  finished  ;  in  chopping  into  small  pieces  the  already  slashed 
and  slain.  When  the  brains  are  out,  y(hy  does  not  a  Solecism 
die !  It  ia  at  its  own  peril  if  it  refuse  to  die  ;  it  opght  to  maka 
all  conceivable  halite  to  die,  and  get  itself  buried  I  The  trade  of 
Anti-Corn-Law  Lecturer  in  these  dajs,  still  an  indispensable,  ifl 
a.  highly  tragic  one. 

The  Corn-Laws  will  go,  and  even  Boon  go ;  would  we  were  all 
as  sure  of  the  AltUennium  as  tliey  are  of  going  I  They  go  swifllj 
in  these  present  months  ;  with  an  increase  of  velocity,  an  ever- 
deepening,  ever-widening  sweep  of  momentum,  truly  notable.  It 
is  at  the  Aristocracy's  own  damage  and  peril,  still  more  than  at 
any  other's  whatsoever,  that  the  Aristocracy  maintains  them  ; — 
at  a  damage,  say  only,  as  above  computed,  of  a  '  hundred  thon- 
■and  pounds  an  hour  V  The  Corn-Laws  keep  all  the  air  hot : 
fostered  by  their  fevei^warmth,  much  that  is  evil,  but  muoh  also, 
how  mnoh  that  is  good  and  indispensable,  is  rapidly  oonung  to 
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CHAPTER   IX. 


WORKING   ARISTOCRACY. 


A  POOR  Working  MammoniBm  getting  itself  '  strangled  in  the 
partridge-nets  of  an  Unworking  Dilettantism/  and  bellowing 
dreadfdllj,  and  already  black  in  the  face,  is  surely  a  disastrous 
spectacle  !  But  of  a  Midas-eared  Mammonism,  which  indeed  at 
bottom  all  pure  Mammonisms  are,  what  better  can  you  expect  ? 
No  better ; — if  not  this,  then  something  other  equally  disastrous, 
if  not  still  more  disastrous.  Mammonisms,  grown  asinine,  have 
to  become  human  again,  and  rational ;  they  have,  on  the  whole, 
to  cease  to  be  Mammonisms,  were  it  even  on  compulsion,  and 
pressure  of  the  hemp  round  their  nock ! — My  friends  of  the 
Working  Aristocracy,  there  are  now  a  great  many  things  which 
vou  also,  in  your  extreme  need,  will  have  to  consider. 

The  Continental  people,  it  would  seem,  are  ^  exporting  our  ma- 
-chinery,  beginning  to  spin  cotton  and  manufacture  for  them- 
*  selves,  to  out  us  out  of  this  market  and  then  out  of  that !'  Sad 
Lew?  indeed  ;  but  irremediable  ; — by  no  means  the  saddest  news. 
The  saddest  news  is,  that  wc  should  find  our  National  Existence, 
a>  I  sometimes  hear  it  said,  depend  on  selling  manufactured  cot- 
ton at  a  farthing  an  ell  cheaper  than  any  other  People.  A  most 
narrow  stand  for  a  great  Nation  to  base  itself  on !  A  stand 
which,  with  all  the  Corn-Law  Abrogations  conceivable,  I  do  not 
think  will  be  capable  of  enduring. 

My  friends,  suppose  we  quitted  that  stand  ;  suppose  we  came 
honestly  down  from  it,  and  said :  ^*  This  is  our  minimum  of  cot- 
ton-prices. We  care  not,  for  the  present,  to  make  cotton  any , 
cheaper.  Do  you,  if  it  seem  so  blessed  to  you,  make  cotton 
cheaper.  Fill  your  lungs  with  cotton-fui,  your  hearts  with  co^ 
pena-fnmes,  with  ra^  Mud  mutinj;   become  ye  1)ie  g^ii«i«\ 
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gnomes  of  Eiiv^pe,  slayes  of  the  lampi" — ^I.adinize  »  Nflfidft 
whioh  fieuicies  it  will  die  if  it  do  ^ot  nndennll  all  otiher  Natioiu, 
.to  the  end  of  the  world.  Brothen^  we  will  eeue  tofiMierMll 
them ;  we  will  be  content  to  e^ttoZ-sell  them ;  to.be  bappj  selling 
equally  with  themi  I  do  not  see  the  use  of  ondenelling  ilhem. 
Cotton-dotii  is  already  two-penoe  a  jard  or  lower ;  and  yet  bai^ 
backs  w^  ne?er  more  nnmeroos  among  ns.  Let  inventire  men 
cease  to  spend  their  ezistenoe  jneesaanily  eontriving  how  ootton 
can  be  made  cheaper ;  and  try  to  invent,  a  little,  how  ootton  at 
its  present  cheapness  could  be  somewhat  justlier  divided  among 
us.  Let  invenUve  men  eoasider,  Whether  the  Seerst  ef  this 
Uniyerse,  and  of  Man's  Lift  there,  does,  after  all,  as  we  rashly 
fancy  it,  consist  in  making  money  9  Xhere  is  One  God,  just^ 
supreme,  almigkky. :.  but  is  Mammon  the  name  of  him  f—With  a 
Hell  which  means  ^Failing  to  mske  money,'  I  do  not  tiiink  there 
is  any  Heaven  possible  that  would  suit  one  well ;  nor  so  mueh  as 
an  Earth  that  can  be  habitable  long  1  In  brief,  all  this  Mam- 
mon-Gospel, of  Supply-and-demand,  Competition,  Laisses-faire, 
and  Devil  take  the  hindmost,  begins  to  be  one  of  the  shabbiest 
Gospels  ever  preached  ;  or  altogether  the  shabbiest.  Even  with 
Dilettante  partridge-nets,  and  at  a  horrible  expenditure  of  pain, 
who  shall  regret  to  see  the  entirely  transient,  and  at  best  some- 
what despicable  life  strangled  out  of  it  ?  At  the  best,  as  we  say, 
a  somewhat  despicable,  unvenerable  thing,  this  same  'Laisses- 
faire ;'  and  now,  at  the  worstj  fast  growing  an  altogether  detesta- 
ble one  1 

^'  But  what  is  to  be  done  with  our  manufacturing  population, 
with  our  agricultural,  with  our  ever-increasing  population  ?"  ory 
many. — Aye,  what?  Many  things  can  be  done  with  them,  a 
hundred  things,  and  a  thousand  things, — ^had  we  once  got  a  soul 
and  begun  to  try.  This  one  thing,  of  doing  for  them  by  <  under- 
selling all  people,'  and  filling  our  own  bursten  pockets  and  appe- 
tites by  the  road ;  and  turning  over  all  care  for  any  <  population,' 
or  human  or  divine  consideration  except  cash  only,  to  the  winds, 
with  a  ^^  Laissez-faire"  and  the  rest  of  it :  this  is  evidently  not  the 
thing.  Farthing  cheaper  per  yard  ?  No  great  Nation  can  stand 
on  the  apex  of  such  a  pyramid ;  screwing  itself  higher  and  high* 
er;  hslanoing  itself  on  its  greai^oel    Can  England  not  subsist 
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wItbMit  bang  above  all  people  in  working  ?  Edgland  never  de- 
libtnlelj  pnrpoeed  anoh  a  thing.  If  England  work  better  than 
ill  people,  it  shall  be  well  England,  like  an  honest  worker,  will 
work  MM  well  as  she  can ;  and  hope  the  gods  may  allow  her  to 
lire  on  that  basis.  Laissei-faire  and  much  else  being  once  well 
dead,  how  many  <  impoesibW  will  become  possible !  They  are 
impossible,  as  cotton-cloth  at  two-pence  an  ell  was — till  men  set 
aboat  making  it.  The  inventive  genius  of  great  England  will 
not  forever  sit  patient  with  mere  wheels  and  pinions,  bobbins, 
etraps  and  billy-rollers  whirring  in  the  head  of  it  The  in- 
Tentive  genius  of  England  is  not  a  Beaver's,  or  a  Spinner's  or 
Spider's  genius :  it  is  a  Man^s  genius,  I  hope,  with  a  Ood  over 
him! 

Laissea-&ire,  Supply-and-demand, — one  begins  to  be  weary  of 
all  thai.  Leave  all  to  egoism,  to  ravenous  greed  of  money,  of 
pleasure,  of  applause ; — ^it  is  the  Oospel  of  Despair  I  Man  is  a 
Patent-Digester,  then  :  only  give  him  Free  Trade,  Free  digesting 
room  ;  and  each  of  us  digest  what  he  can  come  at,  leaving  the 
rest  to  Fate !  My  unhappy  brethren  of  the  Working  Mammon- 
L«ni.  my  unhappy  brethren  of  the  Idle  Dilettantism,  no  world  was 
ever  held  together  in  that  way  for  long.  A  world  of  mere  Pa- 
tent-Digesters will  soon  have  nothing  to  digest ;  such  world  ends, 
uid  by  Law  of  Nature  must  end,  in  ^  over-population ;'  in  howling 
univensal  &mine,  ^  impossibility,'  and  suicidal  madness,  as  of  end- 
\vti6  dog-kennels  run  rabid.  Supply-and-demand  shall  do  ifs  full 
part,  and  Free  Trade  shall  be  free  as  air ;  thou  of  the  shotbelts, 
M.-*  thou  forbid  it  not,  with  those  paltry,  irorse  than  Mammonish 
-^Indlcries  and  Sliding- scales  of  thine,  which  are  seen  to  be 
-▼indlerie.s  for  all  thy  canting,  which  in  times  like  ours  are  very 
<«n<]alou;i  to  see !  And  trade  never  so  well  freed,  amd  all  Tariffs 
r*-ulod  or  abolished,  and  Supply-and-demand  in  full  operation. — 

*  u.<  nil  know  that  wo  have  yet  done  nothing :  that  we  have 
-eri'ly  cleared  the  ground  for  doing. 

Yea.  were  the  Corn-Laws  ended  tomorrow,  there  is  nothing  yet 

'-.ded  :  there  is  only  room  made  for  all  manner  uf  things  begin- 

.:ii:      The  Corn-Laws  gone,  and  Trade  made  free,  it  is  as  good 

a.i>  certain  this  paralysis  of  industry  will  pass  away.     Wo  shall 

Lave  another  period  of  commercial  enterprise,  of  victory  and  proir 
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perity ;  dnring  Irhieli,  it  u  likely,  mrntt  mamj  will  agtin  1w 
iiuide,«iid  all  the  peofda  may,  liy  the  OLtut  ae^odb,  still  ftr  » 
space  of  yean,  be  kept  alivB  and  phymallyftd.  The  stnagling 
basd  of  Famine  will  be  loosened  frononr  neeks;  Ire  shall  liaTe 
room  again  to  breathe ;  time  to  bethinl^  omselTes,  to  repent  and 
consider  1  A  precious  and  thrioe-preoious  spaoe  of  years ;  where- 
in to  struggle  as  fbr  life  in  reforming  oar  fool  ways;  in  alleria- 
ting,  instmcting,  regulating  our  people ,-  seeking  as  for  life,  that 
something  like  spiritual  food  be  imparted  them,  some  real  govern- 
ance and  guidance  be  provided  them  1  It  will  be  a  priceless 
time.  For  our  new  period  or  paroxysm  of  commercial  prosperity 
will  and  can,  on  the  old  methods  of  <  Oompetition  and  Devil  take 
the  hindmost,'  prove  but  a  paroxysm,:  a  new  paroxysm, — Ukely 
enough,  if  we  do  not  use  it  better,  to  be  our  iad,.  In  this,  of  it- 
self, is  no  salvation.  If  our  Trade  in  twenty  years '  flourishing' 
as  never  Trade  flourished,  could  double  itself;  yet  then  also,  by 
the  old  Laissez-fiure  method,  our  Population  is  doubled :  we  shall 
then  be  as  we  are,  only  twice  as  many  of  us,  twice  and  ten  times 
as  unmanageable ! 

All  this  dire  misery,  therefore ;  all  this  of  our  poor  Work- 
house Workmen,  of  our  Chartisms,  Trades-strikes,  Corn-Laws,  To- 
ryisms, and  the  general  downbreak  of  Laissez-faire  in  these  days, 
— ^may  we  not  regard  it  as  a  voice  from  the  dumb  bosom  of  Na- 
ture, saying  to  us :  ^'  Behold  !  Supply-and-demand  is  not  the  one 
Law  of  Nature  ;  Cash-payment  is  not  the  sole  nexus  of  roan  with 
man, — how  far  from  it  1  Deep,  far  deeper  than  Supply-and-de- 
mand, are  Laws,  Obligations  sacred  as  Man's  Life  itself:  these 
these  also,  if  you  will  continue  to  do  work,  you  shall  now  learn 
and  obey.  He  that  will  learn  them,  behold  Nature  is  on  his  side, 
he  shall  yet  work  and  prosper  with  noble  rewards.  He  that  will 
not  learn  them,  Nature  is  against  him,  he  shall  not  be  able  to  do 
work  in  Nature's  empire, — not  in  hers.  Perpetual  mutiny,  con- 
tention, hatred,  isolation,  execration  shall  wait  on  his  footsteps, 
till  all  men  discern  that  the  thing  which  he  attains,  however 
golden  it  look  or  be,  is  not  success,  but  the  want  of  success." 

Supply-and-demand, — alas  1    For  what  noble  work  was  there 
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erar  yet  any  tndiUa  'dnnnd'  in  thai  poor  seiuw?  The  man  of 
NaoedoDia,  apwJring  in  vision  to  an  Apostle  Paul,  ^  Come  oyer 
and  help  na,"  did  not  specify  what  rate  of  wages  he  wonld  giTe ! 
Or  was  the  Christian  Reli|^  itself  accomplished  by  Priae-Es- 
BsjH,  Bridgewater  Bequests,  and  a  '  minimum  of  Four  thousand 
fire  hundred  a  year  ?'  No  demand  that  I  heard  of  was  made 
then,  audible  in  any  Labour-market,  Manohestcr  Chamber  of 
Commerce,  or  other  the  like  emporium  and  hiring  establishment ; 
eilen^were  all  these  from  any  whisper  of  such  demand ; — ^power- 
less were  all  these  to  <  supply*  it,  had  the  demand  been  in  thun* 
der  and  earthquake,  with  gold  Eldorados  and  Mahometan  Para- 
dises for  the  reward.  Ah  me,  into  what  waste  latitudes,  in  this 
Time- Voyage,  have  we  wandered  ;  like  adventurous  Sindbads ; — 
where  the  men  go  about  as  if  by  ^vanism,  with  meaningless 
glaring  eyes,  and  have  no  soul,  but  only  a  beaver-fiiculty  and 
stomach !  The  haggard  despair  of  Cotton-factory,  Coal-mine  ope- 
ratives, Chandos  Farm-laoourers,  in  these  days,  is  painful  to  be- 
hold :  but  not  so  painful,  hideous  to  the  inner  sense,  as  that 
brutish  godforgetting  Profit^nd-Loss  Philosophy,  and  Life-theo- 
ry, which  we  hear  jangled  on  all  hands  of  us,  in  senate-houses, 
^uting-clubs,  leading-articles,  pulpits  and  platforms,  every- 
where as  the  Ultimate  Gospel  and  candid  Plain-English  of  Man's 
Life,  from  the  throats  and  pens  and  thoughts  of  all  but  all 
men^ — 

Enlightened  Philosophies,  like  Moliere  Doctors,  will  tell  you : 
^  Enthusiasms,  Self-sacrifice,  Heaven,  Hell  and  such  like :  yes, 
all  that  was  true  enough  for  old  stupid  times ;  all  that  used  to 
be  true :  but  we  have  changed  all  that,  nous  arons  change  tmU 
relJi  r  Well ;  if  the  heart  be  got  round  now  into  the  right  side, 
snd  the  liver  to  the  left ;  if  man  have  no  heroism  in  him  deeper 
than  a  wish  to  eat,  and  in  his  soul  there  dwell  now  no  Infinite  of 
Hope  and  Awe,  and  no  divine  Silence  can  become  imperative  be- 
cause it  is  not  Sinai  Thunder,  and  no  tie  will  bind  if  it  be  not 
that  of  Tyburn  gallows-ropes. — then  verily  you  have  changed  all 
that ;  and  for  it,  and  for  you.  r.nd  for  me.  behold  the  Abyss  and 
nameless  Annihilation  is  ready.  So  scandalous  a  beggarly  Uni- 
vene  deserves  indeed  nothing  €lse ;  I  cannot  say  I  would  save  it 


horn  AnniliilatioD.  Vacuum,  and  the  serene  Blue,  will  be  matA 
handsomer  ;  easier  too  for  all  of  ns.  I,  for  one,  decline  living  M 
a  Patent-Digester.  Patent- Digester,  Spinning-Mule,  Mii;rfur 
Clothes-Eorse  :  many  thaoka,  but  your  Chaosehips  will  hsTe  th< 
goodnesB  to  excuse  me  I 


r  -%■- 


CHAPTER  X. 


PLUCWOir  or  OKDBatHOT. 


On^^Ung  Ido_taHnr:  Nem,  on  tliifl  Ruth  wm  tiw  rdstfon 

^ii^lt'^Emefbj  at Imimmhin, Oompetition  and  Suppty-snd- 
itmuaA,  atart  vp  u  lli*  viptment  of  honkn  nUtiou,  sxpeet  tint 
>^  it  will  aooB  sad. 

Sodi  philoaophiea  will  ariM :  fbr  maa'a  pliEoaopMea  are  naoaUy 
tha'w^lMMBtof  hiapnotiee;'  aome  omamental  hop^-nraiA, 
aone  outer  akin  of  Artioidate  InteDigenw,  nith  vhleh  lia  rtrirga 
u>  rand«r  bia  dumb  iDBtinotire  Doinga  preaentAble  when  tbej  an 
dofta  Snob  pUloaopldM  nil  ariae ;  be  preaobcd  as  ManuBOn- 
OaBpeU,tbo  nltinwte  Brai^l  of  the  World;  bb  beUeted,wHb 
what  ia  called  belief,  whb  mneh  anpecfirial  bluster,  and  a  kiod  of 
dallow  aatia&otion  real  in  ita  way : — ^bnt  they  are  omisoVu  goa- 
pds!  They  are  the  anre,  and  even  awift  foremnner  of  great 
tkaagee.  Expeot  that  the  old  Byitem  of  Society  ii  done,  is  dying 
ud  bllen  into  dotage,  when  it  b^na  to  rave  in  that  Cuhion. 
Meet  Syatems  that  I  have  watched  the  death  of;  fbr  the  last  three 
tbooaand  yeara,  have  gone  just  so.  The  Ideal,  the  Tnw  and 
XoUe  that  wai  in  them  having  £tded  out,  sad  nothing  now 
remaining'  bat  naked  Bgoiani,  vnTtnrons  Greedineaa,  they  cannot 
lire ;  they  are  boond  and  inexorably  ordabed  I7  the  oldest  Deati- 
niee,  Mothers  of  the  tinivcrae,  to  die.  Cniiona  enoogh ;  they 
tbercnpon,  as  I  hare  pretty  generally  notiood,  devise  some  light 
comfortable  kind  of '  wine^nd-walnnts  philosophy'  for  tbemsolvea, 
this  of  Snpply-and-demand  ot  another ;  and  keep  saying,  during 
hooii  of  mastieaUon  and  mmination,  whioh  they  oall  honrs  of 
^MliUtion  :  "  Sool,  take  thy  ease,  it  ia  all  imU  that  thou  art  a 
whnra  aoul;"— «iid  paop  of  diaaolntiaB  oobm  apos  than,  uAaaat 
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Cash-pajment  never  was,  or  could  except  for  a.  few  years  be,  the 
union-bond  of  roan  to  man.  Caab  never  yet  paid  one  man  fiiUy 
his  deserts  to  another;  nor  could  it,  nor  can  it,  now  or  lienoeforth 
to  the  end  of  the  world.  I  invite  his  Grace  of  Casde  Rack-rent  to 
refiect  on  tliis , — does  he  think  that  a.  Land  Aristocracy  when  it 
becomes  a  Land  Auctioneersbip  can  have  long  to  live  7  Or  that 
Sliding-ecales  will  increase  the  vital  stamina  of  it  ? — The  in- 
doniitahle  Plugson  too,  of  the  re!^pec(«d  Firm  of  Plugson,  Hunks 
and  Company,  in  St.  Dolly  Undershot,  is  invited  to  reflect  on 
this ;  for  lo  him  also  it  will  be  new,  perhaps  even  newer.  Book- 
keeping by  double  entry  is  admirable,  and  recordft  several  things 
in  an  exact  manner.  But  the  Mother- Destinies  also  keep  their 
Tablets  ;  in  Heaven's  Chancery  also  there  goes  on  a  recording; 
and  things,  as  my  Moslem  friends  say,  are  '  written  on  the  iron- 
leaf.' 

Your  Grace  and  Plugson,  it  is  like,  go  to  <"hurch  orcaaionally: 
did  you  never  in  vaeaiil  nioriioiits,  wiUi  |KTli;qis  !i  iluU  [>ar.-on 
droning  to  yon,  gl«noe  into  yonr  New  Testament,  and  the  cash- 
account  stated  four  times  over,  by  a  kind  of  quadruple  entry, — in 
the  Four  Gosp^  tJiere  1  I  consider  that  a  cash  account,  and 
lMUiice-stat«ment  of  work  done  and  wages  pud,  worth  attending 
to.  Precisely  lueh,  though  on  a  smaller  scale,  go  on  at  ftll  moments 
under  this  Sun  ;  and  the  statement  and  balance  of  them  in  the 
Plugson  Ledgers  and  on  the  Tablets  of  Heaven's  Chsnoery  are 
discrepant  exceedingly  ; — which  ought  really  to  teach,  and  to  have 
long  since  taught,  an  indomitable  oommon-eonse  Plugson  of  Un- 
derahot,  much  more  an  nnattsckable  ttnoommon-sense  Grace  of 
Book-rent,  a  thing  or  two ! — In  brief,  we  shall  have  to  dismiss  the 
Cash'Oospel  rigorously  into  its  own  place :  we  shall  have  to  know, 
on  the  threshold,  that  either  there  is  some  infititely  deeper  Gos- 
pel, subsidiary,  explanatory  and  daily  and  hourly  oorreotive,  to  the 
Cuh  one  ;  or  else  that  the  Cash  one  itoelf  and  all  others  are  fost 
travelling  I 

For  all  human  things  do  require  to  hten  an  Ideal  in  them ;  to 
have  some  Soul  in  them,  as  we  said,  were  it  only  to  keep  the  Body 
unpntre&ed.  And  wonderfiil  it  is  to  see  how  the  Ideal  or  Soul, 
plaotit  in  what  nglisst  Body  jon  may,  will  umdiata  aaid  BoAj 
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▼ith  its  own  noblenesB ;  will  gradnallj,  incessantlj,  mould,  modify, 
Dew-form  or  reform  said  ugliest  Body,  and  make  it  at  last  beauti- 
ful and  to  a  certain  degree  divine ! — 0,  if  you  could  dethrone  that 
Brute-god  Mammon,  and  put  a  Spirit-god  in  his  place  1  One  way 
cr  other,  he  must  and  will  have  to  be  dethroned. 

Fighting,  for  example,  as  I  often  say  to  myself,  Fighting  with 
«teel  murder-tools  is  surely  a  much  uglier  operation  than  Work- 
ing, take  it  how  you  will.  Yet  even  of  Fighting,  in  religious 
Abbot  Samson's  days,  see  what  a  Feudalism  there  had  grown, — a 
'  glorious  Chivalry,'  much  besung  down  to  the  present  day.  Was 
uot  that  one  of  the  ^  impossiblest'  things  ?  Under  the  sky  is  no 
:iglier  spectacle  than  two  men  with  clenched  teeth,  and  hellfire 
c  jes,  hacking  one  another's  flesh ;  converting  precious  living  bo- 
dies, and  priceless  living  souls,  into  nameless  masses  of  putres- 
rence,  useful  only  for  turnip-manure.  How  did  a  Chivalry  ever 
cr^me  out  of  that ;  how  anything  that  was  not  hideous,  scandalous, 
iofemal  ?     It  will  be  a  question  worth  considering  by  and  by. 

I  remark,  for  the  present,  only  two  things:  first,  that  the  Fight- 
ing itself  was  not,  as  we  rashly  suppose  it,  a  Fighting  without 
cause,  but  more  or  less  with  cause.  Man  is  created  to  fight ;  he 
i^  perhaps  best  of  all  definable  as  a  born-soldier ;  his  life  ^  a  battle 
and  a  march,'  under  the  right  General.  It  is  forever  indispensa- 
r-Ie  for  a  man  to  fight:  now  with  Necessity,  with  Barrenness, 
Scarcity,  with  Puddles,  Bogs,  tangled  Forests,  unkempt  Cotton  ; — 
ciow  also  with  the  hallucinations  of  his  poor  fellow  Men.  Uallu- 
:lDatory  visions  rise  in  the  head  of  my  poor  fellow  man  ;  make 
Lim  claim  over  me  rights  which  are  not  his.  All  Fighting,  as  we 
let  iced  long  ago,  is  the  dusty  conflict  of  strengths,  each  thinking 
itself  the  strongest,  or,  in  other  words,  the  justest ; — of  Mights 
'<  hich  do  in  the  long-run.  and  forever  will  iu  this  just  Universe  in 
'he*  long-run.  mean  Rights.  In  conflict  the  perishable  part  of 
'Lem.  beaten  sufficiently,  flies  off  into  dust :  this  process  ended, 
-;pears  the  impcrLshable,  the  true  and  exact. 

And  now  let  us  remark  a  second  thing :  how,  in  these  baleful 

peratioDs,  a  noble  devout-hearted  Chevalier  will  comfort  himself, 

ud  an  ignoble  godless  Bucanier  and  Chactaw  Indian.     Victory 

ie  the  aim  of  each.     But  deep  in  the  heart  of  the  noble  man  it 

hM  fortver  kgiUa,  that^  as  an  InTisible  Juft  Ood  made  him^  to 


nill  and  miut  God's  Justice  and  tliis  only,  were  it  never  so  invun- 
ble,  ultimately  prosper  io  all  cootroTumes  and  eoterprtses  and 
battles  whatsooTer.  What  an  Influence  j  ever-preaeut, — ^lika  a 
Sanl  in  the  rndest  Caliban  of  a  body ;  lilce  b.  ray  of  Heaven,  utd 
illuminHtivc  creative  Fial-Liix,  in  the  wastcst  terrestrial  Chaos  1 
Blessed  divine  Infinence,  Iraoeahle  evou  in  the  horror  of  Battle- 
tields  and  garments  rolled  in  :  how  it  ennobles  orea  tha 

Battlefield ;  and,  in  place  ictaw  Maesaorc,  makea  it  k 

Field  of  Honour  I     A  1  i  is  great      Considered  well, 

it  is  a  kind  of  Quintesi^enr  ir  :  Lnbour  distilled  into  its 

'  utmost  concentration  ;  lb  :o  of  yonrs  of  it  compressed 

into  an  hour.     Here  too  Im  le  strong,  and  not  in  lonsde 

only,  if  thou  irouldst  prevail.  too  tlion  sbalt  be  strong  of 

heart,  noble  of  soul ;  thon  sbtn  nad  no  pain  or  death,  thos 
Hbalt  not  love  ease  or  life  ;  in  rage,  tLoa  sbalt  remember  nien^, 
justice  ; — thou  ehalt  be  a.  Knight  and  not  a  Cbactaw,  if  tlwn 
wouldst  prevail  I  It  is  the  role  of  all  battles,  against  hallucina- 
ting fellow  Men,  against  iinkompt  Cotton,  or  whatfioever  battles 
they  may  be,  which  a  man  in  this  world  has  to  fight. 

Howel  DaTieB  dyes  the  West  Indian  Seas  with  blood,  piles  his 
deeks  with  plnnder ;  approves  himsetf  the  expertest  Seaman,  the 
daringest  Seafight^r :  but  he  gains  no  lasting  victory,  lasting  vic- 
tory is  not  poseiUe  for  him.  Not,  had  he  fleets  larger  than  the  com- 
Uned  British  Navy  all  nnited  with  him  in  bnoaniering.  He,  onco 
for  aU,  oasnot  prosper  in  his  duel.  He  strikea  down  bis  man  :  yes ; 
Imt  his  man,  or  his  man's  representative,  has  no  notion  t«  lie 
Btmek  down :  neither,  though  slain  ten  times,  will  he  keep  so  ly- 
ing ; — nor  has  the  Universe  any  notion  to  keep  him  so  lying !  On 
the  contrary,  the  Universe  and  be  have,  at  all  moments,  all  manner 
of  motives  to  start  up  again,  and  desperately  fight  again.  Your 
Napoleon  is  finng  out,  at  last  to  St  Helena  ;  the  latter  end  of 
him  Btemty  compensating  the  beginning.  The  Buoanier  strikes 
down  a  man,  a  hundred  or  a  million  men:  but  what  profits  it  i 
He  has  one  enemy  never  to  be  stmok  down  ;  nay  two  enemies  : 
Mankind  uid  the  Maker  of  Men.  On  the  great  scale  or  on  the 
small,  in  fighting  of  men  or  fighting  of  diffionltles,  I  will  not 
Mnbatk  mj  Tentnre  with  Howel  Baties :  it  is  not  tbe  Booanier, 
WU  Ae  HeA  only  lliat  on  gain  ftatnty,  tfckt  em  do  aKMM  than 
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to  smoeeed.  These  things  will  deserve  meditating ;  for  they 
apply  to  all  battle  and  soldiership,  all  struggle  and  effort  whatso- 
erer  in  this  Fight  of  Life.  It  is  a  poor  Gospel,  Gash-Gospel  or 
whateTer  name  it  have,  that  does  not.  with  clear  tone,  uncontra- 
dietable.  carrying  conviction  to  all  hearts,  forever  keep  men  in 
mind  of  these  things. 

Unhappily,  my  indomitable  friend  Plugson  of  I'ndcrshot  has. 
in  a  great  degree,  forgotten  them ; — as.  alas,  all  the  world  has  ; 
IS.  alas,  our  very  Dukes  and  Soul-Overscors  have,  whose  special 
trade  it  was  to  remember  them  !  Hence  these  tt^ars. — Plugsor., 
vho  has  indomitably  spun  Cotton  merely  to  gain  thousands  of 
pounds,  I  have  to  call  as  yet  a  Bucanier  and  Chactaw :  till  there 
come  something  better,  still  more  indomitable  from  him.  His 
hundred  Thousand-pound  Notes,  if  there  be  nothing  other,  arc 
to  me  but  as  the  hundred  Scalps  in  a  Chactaw  wigwam.  The 
blind  Plugson  :  ho  was  a  Captain  of  Industry,  born  member  of 
the  Ultimate  genuine  Ari.stucracy  of  this  Universe,  could  ho  have 
kuown  it !  The.<»e  thousand  men  that  span  and  toiled  round  hiin 
ihey  were  a  regiment  whom  he  had  enli.^tod.  man  by  man  :  ti- 
aiake  war  on  a  very  genuine  enemy  :  Barcnos.-?  of  back,  and  di> 
oU^ii^rnt  Cotton-fibre,  which  will  not.  unless  forced  to  it,  consci.r 
:o  cover  bare  backs.  Here  is  a  most  genuine  enemy  :  over  whom 
lU  creatures  will  wish  him  victory.  He  enlisted  his  thousaihl 
men  :  said  to  them.  "  Come,  brothers,  let  us  have  a  dash  at  Cot. 
toll  '■'  They  follow  with  cheerful  shout :  they  ^'ain  such  a  victory 
■  ver  Cotton  as  the  Earth  has  to  admire  and  clai>  liands  at :  but. 
ala«.  it  is  vet  onlv  of  the  Bucanier  or  Cliactaw  .'sort. — as  good  a*? 
r-^«victorv!  Foolish  Plu«:son  of  St.  Dollv  rnderslmt :  does  hv 
l/pe  to  become  illu.^trious  by  hanging  u]»  the  scalps  in  his  wiir- 
wani.  the  hundred  thousands  at  his  banker's,  and  saying,  BehoM 
my  scalps  ?  Why  Plug.'*on,  even  thy  t)wn  host  is  all  in  mutiny  : 
^Mton  is  conquered  :  but  the  •  bare  backs* — arc  worse  coveretl 
than  ever?  Indomitable  Plugson,  thou  nmst  cease  to  be  a  Chac- 
taw :  thou  and  others :  thou  thvself.  if  no  other  ! 

I>id  William  the  Norman  Bastard.  (>r  any  of  his  Taillct\r.- 
frnnrjttters,  mauagc  so  ?     Ironcutter.  at  the  end  of  the  campaign. 
did  not  turn  off  his  thousand  fighters,  but  said  to  them  :  "  Noble 
If  hters.  this  is  the  land  we  have  gained  ;  be  I  Lord  in  it,— what 
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we  will  call  Ijaw-wiwd,  iDaiutalnef  and  hiqter  of  Heaven's  Laaii 
be  I  Law-icardf  or  in  brief  orthoepy  Lord  in  it,  and  be  ye 
Loyal  Men  around  me  in  it ;  and  ne  will  £ta,nd  by  one  another, 
as  soldiera  round  a  captain,  for  again  we  eiiall  bave  need  of  one 
auotbcr!"  PLugson,  bueanjerlike,  says  to  tbem:  "Noblo  spin- 
ners, tbiB  is  tlic  Hundred  Tbousand  we  bave  gained,  wherein  I 
mean  to  dwell  and  plant  viO'  s ;    the  hundred  thouaand  ia 

mine,  the  three  and  sixp''  &a  yours    adieu,  noble  spin- 

nera ;   drink  my  benltli  i  ,    oat  eatb,  which  I  gire  yon 

over  and  above  1"  The  caiiicij  unjuet  Captain  of  Industry,  say 
I ;  not  Chevalier,  but  Bncunier !  '  Commercial  Law'  does  indeed 
acquit  him  ;  aeks,  with  wide  eyes.  What  else  1  So  too  Howel 
Davies  asks,  Was  it  not  according  to  the  alrietest  Bucanier  Cub- 
tom?  Did  I  depart  in  any  jot  or  tittle  from  the  Laws  of  the 
BueanieraV 

After  all,  money,  as  they  say,  id  miraculous.  Plugson  wanted 
vit'torj- ;  as  C'licvaliers  and  BaCHnicrs.  and  nil  men  alike  do.  He 
found  money  recognised  by  the  whole  world  with  one  aaaent,  as 
the  true  symbol,  exact  equivalent  and  synonym  of  victory  ; — and 
here  we  have  him,  a  grimbrowed  indomitable  Bucanier,  coming 
home  to  ns  with  a  '  victory,'  which  the  whole  world  is  ceasing  to 
clap  hands  at  1  The  whole  world,  taught  aomewhat  impreasively, 
is  beginning  to  recognise  that  such  victory  is  hut  half  a  victory ; 
and  that  now,  if  it  please  the  Powers,  we  must — have  the  other 
half  I 

Money  is  rairaculons.  What  miraculous  facilities  has  it  yielded, 
will  it  yield  ua ;  but  also  what  never-imagined  confusions,  obscur- 
ations has  it  brought  in  ;  down  almost  to  total  extinction  of  the 
moral-sense  in  large  masses  of  mankind  I  '  Protection  of  pro- 
perty,' of  what  is  '  mine,'  means  with  most  men  protection  of 
money, — the  thing  which,  had  I  a  thousand  ]>adlocks  over  it,  is 
least  of  all  mine ;  is,  in  a  manner,  scarcely  worth  calling  mine ! 
The  symbol  shall  be  held  saered,  defended  everywhere  with  tip- 
staves, ropes  and  gibbets ;  the  thing  signified  shall  be  composedly 
cast  to  the  dogs.  A  human  being  who  has  worked  with  human 
beings  clears  all  scores  with  them,  cuts  himself  with  triumphant 
complflteneu  forever  loose  tma  them,  by  paying  down  oertun 
ataiUinga  and  ponnda.    Waa  it  not  th*  wigM  I  prmiUMd  joaf 
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There  tliej  en,  to  the  lest  sucpeiioe^ — eooording  to  the  Lews  of 
the  Bnoeiiierel — Yes,  indeed; — end,  at  saoh  times,  itbeoomes 
impermiiTely  neoessery  to  esk  ell  persons,  booaniers  and  others. 
Whether  these  same  respecteUe  Laws  of  the  Bacaniers  are  writ- 
ten on  Grod's  eternal  HeaYens  at  all,  on  the  inner  Heart  of  Man 
at  all ;  or  on  the  respeoteble  Bnoanier  Logbook  merely,  for  the 
oonvenienoe  of  boeeniering  merely  ?  What  a  question ; — ^whereat 
Westminster  Hall  shudders  to  its  driest  parchment ;  and  on  the 
deed  wigs  each  particular  horse-hair  stands  on  end ! 

The  Laws  of  Laisses-&ire,  O  Westminster,  the  laws  of  indus- 
trial Captain  and  industrial  Soldier,  how  much  more  of  idle  Cap- 
tain and  industrial  Soldier,  will  need  to  be  remodelled,  and  modi- 
fied, and  rectified  in  a  hundred  and  a  hundred  ways, — and  not  in 
the  Sliding-scale  direction,  but  in  the  totally  opposite  one !  With 
two  million  industrial  Soldiers  already  sitting  in  Bastilles,  and 
fiTe  millions  pining  on  potatoes,  methinks  Westminster  cannot 
begin  too  soon ! — A  man  has  other  obligations  laid  on  him  in 
God's  Universe,  than  the  payment  of  cash :  these  also  Westmins- 
ter, if  it  will  continue  to  exist  and  have  board-wages,  must  con- 
trive to  take  some  charge  of: — ^by  Westminster  or  by  another, 
they  must  and  will  be  taken  charge  of;  be,  with  whatever  diffi- 
culty, got  articulated,  got  enforced,  and  to  a  certain  approximate 
extent^  put  in  practice.  And,  as  I  say,  it  cannot  be  too  soon  1 
For  Mammonism,  left  to  itself^  has  become  Midas-eared;  and 
with  all  its  gold  mountains,  sits  star^'ing  for  want  of  bread :  and 
Dilettantism  with  its  partridge-nets,  in  this  extremely  earnest 
Universe  of  ours,  is  playing  somewhat  too  high  a  game.  '  A  man 
by  the  very  look  of  him  promises  so  much :'  yes ;  and  by  the  rent- 
roll  of  him  does  he  promise  nothing  ? — 

Alas,  what  a  business  will  this  be,  which  our  Continental 
friends,  groping  this  long  while  somewhat  absurdly  about  it  and 
about  it,  cidl  ^  Organisation  of  Labour ;' — which  must  be  taken 
out  of  the  hands  of  absurd  windy  persons,  and  put  into  the  hands 
of  wise,  laborious,  modest  and  valiant  men,  to  begin  with  it 
straightway:  to  proceed  with  it,  and  succeed  in  it  more  and 
more,  if  Europe,  at  any  rate  if  England,  is  to  continue  habitable 
Bttsh  longer.     Looking  at  the  kind  of  most  noUe  Gom-LMi 


DukM  0' 
-Soal-Ov 
tbtnunn 

Sranitablc 
Thou  art 
for  thee  hv 
table  hea 
other  teB-ii 


THE  MODEHIN   WORKER. 


jtioU  Duos  wc  have,  and  also  of  right  reTereod 
,  Chriatian  Spiritual  Dxua  '  on  a  niiDimum  of  [bar 
andred,'  one's  hopee  are  a  little  chilled.  Courage, 
Lhore  are  many  brave  men  in  England  1  Mj  in- 
json, — nay  is  there  not  even  in  thee  some  hope  ? 


■  Taa  written  and  prescribed 
^rim  broiT,  in  that  indomi- 
,  do  there  not  perhaps  Ue 
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Fob  there  Is  a  perennial  nobleness,  and  eren  saoredness,  in 
Work.  Were  he  never  so  benighted,  forgetful  of  his  high  call- 
ing,  there  is  always  hope  in  a  man  that  actually  and  earnestly 
works:  in  Idleness  alone  is  there  perpetual  despair.  Work, 
never  so  Mammonish,  mean,  is  in  communication  with  Nature ; 
the  real  desire  to  get  Work  done  will  itself  lead  one  more  and 
more  to  truth,  to  Nature's  appointments  and  regulations,  which 
are  truth. 

The  latest  Gospel  in  this  world  is,  Know  thy  work  and  do  it. 
'  Know  thyself :'  long  enough  has  that  poor  ^  self '  of  thine  tor- 
oiented  thee  ;  thou  wilt  never  get  to  'know'  it,  I  believe !  Think 
it  not  thy  business,  this  of  knowing  thyself;  thou  art  an  un- 
knowable individual :  know  what  thou  canst  work  at ;  and  work 
at  it,  like  a  Hercules !     That  will  be  thy  better  plan. 

It  has  been  written, '  an  endless  significance  lies  in  Work  ;*  a 
man  perfects  himself  by  working.  Foul  jungles  are  cleared 
away,  fair  seedfields  rise  instead,  and  stately  cities  ;  and  withal 
the  man  himself  first  ceases  to  be  jungle  and  foul  unwholesome 
de?ert  thereby.  Consider  how,  even  in  the  meanest  sorts  of  La- 
bour, the  whole  soul  of  a  man  is  composed  into  a  kind  of  real 
harmony,  the  instant  he  sets  himself  to  work !  /Doubt,  Desire, 
Sorrow,  Remorse,  Indignation,  Despair  itself,  all  these  like  hell- 
dogs  lie  beleaguering  the  soul  of  the  poor  dayworker,  as  of  every 
man  :  but  he  bends  himself  with  free  valour  against  his  task, 
and  all  these  are  stilled,  all  these  shrink  murmuring  far  off*  into 
their  caves.i  The  man  is  now  a  man.  The  blessed  glow  of  La- 
bour in  him,  is  it  not  as  purifying  fire,  wherein  all  poison  is  burnt 
up,  and  of  sour  smoke  itself  there  is  made  bright  blessed  flame ! 

Destiny,  on  the  whole,  has  no  other  way  of  cultivatinf^  \]A.     K 


lea  THE  MODERN  WORKER. 

fonnless  Chaos,  once  set  it  revolving,  grows  round  and  even 
rounder ;  ranges  itBeif,  by  mere  force  of  gravity,  into  strata, 
sphei'ical  courees ;  is  no  longer  a  Chaoa,  but  a  round  compacted 
World.  What  would  become  of  the  Earth,  did  she  cease  to  re- 
volve ?  Id  the  poor  old  Earth,  so  long  as  she  revolves,  all  inS' 
qualitleG,  irregularities  disperse  themselves  ;  all  irregularities 
are  incessantly  heconiing  regular.  Uast  thou  looked  on  the 
Potter's  wheel, — one  of  the  venerableat  objects ;  old  as  the 
Prophet  Ezechiel  and  far  older  1  Rude  lumps  of  clay,  how  tliey 
spin  themselves  np,  by  mere  quick  whirling,  into  beautiful  cireu- 
tnr  dishes.  And  faucy  the  most  assiduous  Potter,  but  without 
his  wheel ;  reduced  to  make  dishes,  or  rather  amorphous  botches, 
by  mere  kneading  and  baking  1  Even  such  a,  Potter  were  Des- 
tiny, with  a  human  soul  that  would  rest  and  lie  at  ease,  that 
would  not  work  and  spin  I  Of  an  idle  unrevolving  man  the 
kindest  Destiny,  like  the  moot  assiduous  Potter  without  wheel, 
can  bake  and  knead  uothii.g  otiier  than  a  tn.lHi  1ft  her  (.p.'iid 
on  him  what  expensive  colouring,  what  gilding  and  enamelling 
she  will,  he  is  but  a  botch.  Not  a  dish  ;  no,  a  bulging,  kneaded, 
crooked,  sbambling,  squint-cornered,  amorphous  botcb, — a  mere 
enamelled  vessel' of  disbotionr  I     Let  the  idle  think  of  this. 

Blessed  is  he  who  has  foond  bis  work  ;  let  him  ask  no  other 
blessedness.  Ho  has  a  work,  a  life-purpose  ;  he  has  found  it, 
and  will  follow  it  1  How,  as  a  free-flowing  ohannel,  dug  and  torn 
by  noble  force  through  the  sour  mud-swamp  of  one's  existence, 
like  an  ever- deepening  river  there,  it  runs  and  flows  ;— draining 
off  the  sour  festering  water,  gradually  from  the  root  of  the  re- 
motest grass-blade  ;  making,  instead  of  pestilential  swamp,  a 
green  fruitful  meadow  with  its  clear-flowing  stream.  How 
blessed  for  the  meadow  itself,  let  the  stream  and  tit  valne  bo 
great  or  small !  Labour  is  Life  :  from  the  inmost  heart  of  the 
Worker  rises  his  god-given  Force,  the  sacred  celestial  Life-es- 
sence breathed  into  him  by  Almighty  Qod  ;  from  his  inmost 
heart  awakens  him  to  all  nobleness,— to  all  knowledge,  'self- 
knowledge'  and  much  else,  so  soon  as  Work  fitly  begina  Enow- 
ledge  1  The  knowledge  that  will  hold  good  in  working,  cleave 
thou  to  that ;  for  Nature  herself  aooredita  that,  says  Yea  to  that. 
Properly  thon  hut  no  other  knowledge  but  what  thoa  hut  got 
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bj  working :  the  rest  is  yet  all  a  hypothesis  of  knowledge ;  a 
thing  to  be  argaed  of  in  schools,  a  thing  floating  in  the  clouds, 
in  endless  logic-vortices,  till  we  try  it  and  fix  it.  <  Doubt,  of 
whatever  kind,  can  be  ended  by  Action  alone.' 

And  again,  hast  thou  valued  Patience,  Courage,  Perseverance, 
Openness  to  light ;  readiness  to  own  thyself  mistaken,  to  do 
better  next  time  ?     All  these,  all  virtues,  in  wrestling  with  the 
dim  brute  Powers  of  Fact,  in  ordering  of  thy  fellows  in  such 
wrestle,  there  and  elsewhere  not  at  all.  thou  wilt  continually 
learn.     Set  down  a  brave  Sir  Christopher  in  the  middle  of  black 
ruined  Stoneheaps.  of  foolish  unarchitectural  Bishops,  redtape 
Officials,  idle  Nell-Gwyn   Defenders  of   the    Faith ;    and    see 
whether  he  will  ever  raise  a  Paul's  Cathedral  out  of  all  that,  yea 
or  no !     Rough,  rude,  contradictory  arc  all  things  and  persons, 
from  the  mutinous  masons  and  Irish  hodmen,  up  to  the  idle 
Nell-Gwyn  Defenders,  to  blustering  redtape  Officials,  foolish  uu- 
arehitectural  Bi.shops.     All  these  things  and  persons  are  there 
nut  for  Christopher's  sake  and   hi.s  Cathedral's  ;  they  are  there 
for  their  own  sake  mainly  !     Christopher  will  have  to  conquer 
and  constrain  all  these. — if  he  be  able.     All  the.se  are  against 
bim      P^tjuitablc  Nature  herself,  wlio  carries  her  mathematics 
and  architectonics  not  on  the  face  of  her,  but  deep  in  the  liiddou 
heart  of  her. — Nature  herself  is  Imt  partially  for  him  ;  will  he 
wholly  against  him,  if  he  constrain  her  not  I     His  very  money, 
where  is  it  to  come  from  ?     The  pious  numificeiiee  of  I'^ngland 
lies  far-scattered,  distant,  unable  to  speak,  and  .-ay.  **T  am  hero: ' 
— mu«t  be  .»ipoken  to  before  it  can   speak.     Pious  muiiitieenoo. 
and  all  help,  is  .^o  silent,  invisible  like   the  po(^s  :  impodimoiit, 
rontradietions   manifold  are  so   lou«l  and  n«ar  !     ()  brave  Sir 
Christopher,  trust  thou  in  tho.««e.  notwithstandiiiir.  and  front  all 
theso^understand  all  these  :  by  valiant  patience.  noMe  eflort.  in- 
BJght,  by  man's-strength.  vanquish  and  eonqjel  all  tliese. — and, 
on  the  whole,  strike  down  victoriously  the  last  topstone  of  that 
Paul's  Edifice  ;  thy  monument   for  certain  centuries,  the  stanip 
•  Great  Man'  impre.*»sed  very  legibly  on  Portland  stone  there  ! — 
Yes.  all  manner  of  help,  and  pious  resiM)nse  from  Men  of  Na- 
ture, is  always  what  we  call  silent :  cannot  speak  or  come  to  light, 


till  it  be  Been,  till  it  be  spokeo  to.  Every  noble  work  is  at  first 
'  impossible  '  la  very  truth,  for  erery  noble  work  the  poeeihiti' 
ties  will  lie  diffused  through  Immenaity ;  ioarticalate,  '^QKli» 
Liijveriible  except  t-o  faith  Like  Gideon  thou  shalt  spread  out 
tliy  fieeea  at  the  door  of  thy  tent ;  see  whether  under  the  wide 
arch  of  Heaveii  there  he  suj  boupteous  moisture,  or  none.  Tby 
bcart  &nd  life-purpoBe  shall  be  as  n  mlraculouB  Gideon's  fleece, 
spread  out  in  silent  appe*!  to  Heaven ;  and  ftom  the  kind  Im* 
mensities,  what  from  the  poor  unkind  Localities  .and  town  and 
cir-ntrj  Parisliee  there  never  oould,  blessed  dew-moistnre  to  sof- 
fice  thee  Biiall  have  fallen ', 

Work  la  of  a  religious  nature: — work  is  of  a  bravt  nature;  \ 
iviiich  it  ia  the  aim  of  all  religion  to  be.  All  work  of  man  is  as 
the  swimmer's ;  a  waste  oocan  threateos  to  devour  him :  if  he 
front  it  not  bravely,  it  will  keep  its  word.  By  incessant  wise  de- 
Sance  of  it,  lusty  rebuke  and  buffet  of  it,  behold  how  it  loyally 
.supports  him,  bears  him  as  its  conqueror  along.  '  It  is  ao,'  says 
Goethe, '  with  all  things  that  man  midcrlakes  in  this  world  ' 

Brave  Sea^ptain,  Norao  Sea-king, — Columbus,  ~my  Eero. 
royalest  Sea-king  of  all  I  it  ia  no  friendly  environment  this  of 
thine,  in  the  waste  deep  waters ;  around  thee  mutinous  discou- 
raged souls,  behind  thee  disgrace  and  ruin,  before  thee  the  nn- 
penetrated  veil  of  Night,  Brother,  these  wild  water-mountains, 
bounding  from  their  deep  basis  (ten  miles  deep,  I  am  told),  are 
not  entirely  there  on  thy  behalf!  Meseems  thej/  have  other  work 
than  floating  thee  forward : — and  the  huge  Winds,  that  sweep 
from  Ursa  Major  to  the  Tropics  and  Equators,  dancing  their 
giant-waltz  through  the  kingdoms  of  Chaos  and  Immensity,  they 
care  little  about  filling  rightly  or  filling  wrongly  the  amall  shoul- 
der-of-mutton  sails  in  this  coekle-skiff  of  thinel  Thou  art  not 
among  articulate-speaking  friends,  my  brother ;  thou  art  among 
immeasurable  dumb  monsters,  tumbling,  howling  wide  as  the 
world  here.  Secret,  far  off,  invisible  to  all  hearts  but  thine, 
there  lies  a  help  in  them :  see  how  thou  wilt  get  at  that.  P*- 
'.tently  thou  wilt  wait  till  the  mad  South-wester  spend  itself, 
saving  thyself  by  dexterous  scienoe  of  defence,  the  while ;  val- 
iantly, with  swift  decision,  wilt  tbon  atrike  in,  vh«i  the  bvonring 
Baat,  the  Possible,  springs  wp.    Hvtiuy  of  nun  -thM.  wilt  itarnly 
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repicM;  weakneas,  despondency,  thou  wilt  cheerily  enooora^: 
thoa  wilt  awmllow  down  oomplaint,  unreason,  weariness,  weakncM 
of  oIlMrs  and  thyself; — ^how  much  wilt  thou  swallow  down! 
There  shall  be  a  depth  of  Silenoe  in  thee,  deeper  than  this  Sea, 
whieh  is  but  ten  miles  deep :  a  Silenoe  unsonndable ;  known  to 
God  only.  Thoa  shalt  be  a  great  Man.  Yes,  my  World-Soldier, 
thoa  of  the  World  Marine-service, — ^thon  wilt  have  to  be  greater 
Uftn  this  tomaltuoas  unmeasured  World  here  round  thee  is; 
thoa,  in  thy  strong  soul,  as  with  wrestler's  arms,  shalt  embrace 
it  haniess  it  down ;  and  make  it  bear  thee  on, — ^to  new  Ameri- 
eu^  or  whither  GM  wiUsI 
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'  Religion,'  I  said ;  for,  properly  speaking,  all  tme  Work  is 
BeiigioD  :  and  irhalsoever  Religion  is  not  Work  may  go  and 
dwell  among  the  Bralimins,  AntinoiuiaDa.  Spinning  DerTiahea,  or 
where  it  will ;  with  me  it  shall  have  no  harbour.  Admirable  was 
that  of  the  old  Monks, '  Laiorart  ert  Orare,  Work  is  Worship.' 

Older  than  all  preached  Gospels  was  this  unpreached,  inftrti- 
culate  but  ineradicable,  forever-anduring  Gospel:  Work,  and 
therein  have  well  being  Man,  snn  of  Earth  and  of  Heaven,  lies 
there  not,  in  the  innermost  heart  of  thee,  a  Spirit  of  active  Me- 
thod, B  Force  for  work ; — and  burns  like  a  painfully  smouldering 
fire,  giving  thee  no  rest  till  thou  unfold  it,  till  thou  write  it  down 
in  beneficent  Facts  around  thee  I  What  is  immethodio,  waste, 
thou  shalt  make  methodic,  regulated,  arable ;  obedient  and  pro- 
ductive to  thee.  Wheresoever  thou  findest  Disorder,  there  is 
thy  eternal  enemy ;  attack  him  swiftly,  subdue  him ;  make 
Order  of  him,  the  subject  not  of  Chaos,  but  of  Intelligence,  Di- 
vinity and  Thee  I  The  thistle  that  grows  in  thy  path,  dig  it  ont, 
that  a  blade  of  haefu)  gross,  a  drop  of  nourishing  milk,  may  grow 
there  instead.  The  waste  cotton-shrub,  gather  its  waste  white 
down,  spin  it,  weave  it ;  that,  in  place  of  idle  litter,  there  may 
be  folded  webs,  and  the  naked  skin  of  man  be  covered. 

But  above  all,  where  thou  findest  Ignorance,  Stupidity,  Brute- 
mindedness, — yes,  there,  with  or  without  Church-tithes  and  Sho- 
vel-hat, with  or  without  Talfonrd-Mahon  Cojiyrights,  or  were  it 
with  mere  dungeons  and  gibbets  and  crosses,  attack  it,  I  say ; 
smite  it  wisely,  onweariedly,  and  rest  not  while  thou  livest  and  it 
Jives  ;  but  smite,  smite,  in  the  name  of  God  I  The  Highest  God, 
u  I  nndersUnd  it,  does  audibly  ao  command  the&;  still  audibly, 
if  thou  hkve  ear*  to  heu.     He,  evott  H^  with  hit  tuispoken 
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Toiea,  awfnler  than  anj  Sinai  thunders  or  syllabled  speech  of 
Whirlwinds ;  for  the  Silence  of  deep  Eternities,  of  Worlds  from 
beyond  the  morning-stars,  does  it  not  speak  to  thee  ?  The  un- 
born Ages ;  the  old  Graves,  with  their  long-mouldering  dust,  the 
Tery  t«ars  that  wetted  it  now  all  dry,— do  not  these  speak  to  thee, 
▼bat  ear  hath  not  heard  ?  The  deep  Death-kingdoms,  the  Stars 
in  their  never-resting  courses,  all  Space  and  all  Time,  proclaim  it 
to  thee  in  continual  silent  admonition.  Thou  too,  if  ever  man 
shonld,  shalt  work  while  it  is  called  Today.  For  the  Night  com- 
ecb,  wherein  no  man  can  work. 

Ail  true  Work  is  sacred  ;  in  all  true  Work,  were  it  but  true 
band-labour,  there  is  something  of  divineness.  Labour,  wide  as 
the  Earth,  has  ita  summit  in  Heaven.  Sweat  of  the  brow  ;  and 
up  from  that  to  sweat  of  the  brain,  sweat  of  the  heart ;  which  in- 
cludes all  Kepler  calculations,  Newton  meditations,  all  Sciences, 
all  spoken  Epics,  all  acted  Heroisms,  Martyrdoms, — up  to  that 
'  Agony  of  bloody  sweat,*  which  all  men  have  called  divine !  O 
brother,  if  this  is  not  ^  worship,'  then  I  say.  the  more  pity  for 
worship ;  for  this  is  the  noblest  thing  yet  discovered  under  God's 
£kv.  Who  art  thou  that  complainest  of  thy  life  of  toil  ?  Com- 
plain not.  Look  up,  ray  wearied  brother  :  see  thy  fellow  Work- 
men there,  in  God's  Eternity ;  surviving  there,  they  alone  surviv- 
ing :  sacred  Band  of  the  Immortals,  celestial  Bodyguard  of  the 
Empire  of  Mankind.  Even  in  the  weak  Human  Memory  they 
survive  so  long,  as  saints,  as  heroes,  as  gods  ;  tlicy  alone  sur\'iv- 
ing ;  peopling,  they  alone,  the  unmeasured  solitudes  of  Time ! 
To  thee  Heaven,  though  severe,  is  not  unkind  ;  Heaven  is  kind, 
— as  a  noble  Mother  ;  as  that  Spartan  Mother,  saying  while  she 
gave  her  son  his  shield,  '•  AVith  it,  my  son,  or  upon  it !"  Thou 
too,  shalt  return  home  in  honour  ;  to  thy  far-distant  Home,  in  ho- 
nour ;  doubt  it  not. — if  in  the  battle  tliou  keep  thy  shield ! 
Thoo.  in  the  Eternities  and  deepest  Death-kingdoms,  art  not  an 
ilien  :  thou  everj-where  art  a  denizen  !  Complain  not ;  the  very 
Spartans  did  not  complain. 

And  who  art  thou  that  braggest  of  thy  life  of  Idleness  ;  com- 
placently shewest  thy  bright  gilt  equipages ;  sumptuous  cushions ; 
appliances  for  folding  of  the  hands  to  mere  sleep  ?  J^ooking  up, 
down,  around,  behind  or  before,  discernest  thou,  if  it  bo 


not  ID  Mairfair  alone,  any  itlk  hero,  eaiot,  god,  or  even  devil  t 
Not  A  vestige  of  one.  In  the  Heavens,  in  the  Earth,  in  the  Wa- 
ters under  the  Earlb,  is  none  like  unto  thee  Thou  art  an  origi- 
nal figure  in  this  Creation ;  a  deniien  in  Haj&ir  alone,  ia  thia 
eitraordinsry  Centttry  or  Ualf-Century  aloao !  One  monster 
tiicre  ia  in  the  world  :  the  idle  man  What  ia  his  '  Religion  1' 
That  Nature  is  a  Phanlnsm,  where  fanning  beggary  or  tliievery 
may  E^mctlmcs  find  good  victnaL  That  God  is  a  lie  ;  and  that 
Man  and.  hia  Life  ore  a  lie. — Alas,  aliiK,  who  of  us  is  there  that 
can  say,  I  havo  worked  *  The  (aithfuiest  of  us  are  unprofilable 
,  servants  ;  the  fiuthfuleat  of  us  know  that  hest.  The  faithfuleat 
of  us  may  say,  with  sad  and  tme  old  Samuel,  '■  Much  of  my  life 
has  been  trifled  away  I"  Bat  he  that  has,  and  except  <  on  publio 
'  oeeasiona '  profeeses  to  have,  no  function  hut  that  of  going  idl« 
in  a  gracefiil  or  gratteleas  manner  ;  and  of  begetting  sons  to  go 
idle  ;  and  to  nddresa  Chief  Spinners  and  Diggers,  who  at  least 
are  spinning  nnd  digging,  "  Ye  scandalous  persons  who  produce 
too  much''^5Iy  Corn-Law  Friends,  on  what  imaginary  stilt  richer 
Eldorados,  and  trae  iron-spikes  with  law  of  gravitation,  are  ye 
nuhing ! 

As  to  the  Wages  of  Work  there  might  innumerable  things  b« 
said ;  there  will  and  most  yet  innnmerablo  things  be  stud  and 
spoken,  in  St.  Stephen's  and  out  of  St.  Stephen's  ;  and  gradually 
not  a  few  things  be  ascertained  and  written,  on  Law-pare hni en t, 
concerning  this  very  matter  : — '  Fwr  day's-wages  for  a  fair  day's- 
work'  is  the  most  unrefusable  demand  !  Money-wages  '  to  the 
extent  of  keeping  your  worker  alive  that  he  may  work  more  ;' 
these,  unless  you  mean  to  dismiss  him  straightway  out  of  this 
world,  are  indispensable  alike  to  the  noblest  Worker  and  to  th« 
least  noble  I 

One  thing  only  X  will  say  here,  in  special  reference  to  the  for- 
mer class,  the  noble  and  noblest ;  but  throwing  light  on  all  the 
other  classes  and  their  arrangements  of  this  difficult  matter :  The 
'  wages'  of  every  noble  Work  do  yet  lie  in  Heaven  or  else  No- 
where. Not  in  Sank-of-KngUnd  bills,  in  Owen's  Labour-bank, 
<ftr  any  the  most  improved  establishment  of  banking  and  money- 
changing,  &e«deit  thou,  heroic  seal,  preieiit  thy  aooount  of  aan)? 
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iBgi.  Hmaaa  buiks  and  labonr-bankB  know  thee  not ;  or  know 
thee  after  genentione  and  eentories  have  passed  away,  and  thou 
art  clean  gone  from  'rewarding/ — all  manner  of  hank-drafts, 
ihop-tills,  and  Downing-street  Exchequers  lying  very  invisihle,  so 
&r  from  thee  1  Nay,  at  bottom,  dost  thou  need  any  reward  ? 
Was  it  ihj  aim  and  life-purpose  to  be  filled  with  good  things  for 
diy  heroism ;  to  have  a  life  of  pomp  and  ease,  and  be  what  men 
call '  happy,'  in  this  world,  or  in  any  other  world  ?  I  answer  for 
thee  deliberately,  No.  The  whole  spiritual  secret  of  the  new 
epodi  lies  in  this,  that  thou  canst  answer  for  thyself,  with  thy 
vhole  clearness  of  head  and  heart,  deliberately,  No ! 

My  brother,  the  brave  man  has  to  give  his  Life  away.  Qvre  ity 
I  advise  thee ; — thou  dost  not  expect  to  sell  thy  Life  in  an  ade- 
quate manner  7  What  price,  for  example,  would  content  thee  ? 
The  just  price  of  thy  Life  to  thee, — ^why,  Gk)d's  entire  Creation 
to  thyself,  the  whole  Universe  of  Space,  the  whole  Eternity  of 
Time,  and  what  they  hold :  that  is  the  price  which  would  content 
thee  ;  that,  and  if  thou  wilt  be  candid,  nothing  short  of  that !  It 
ia  thy  all ;  and  for  it  thou  wouldst  have  all.  Thou  art  an  unrea- 
eonable  mortal ;— -or  rather  thou  art  a  poor  infinite  mortal,  who,  in 
thj  narrow  clay-prison  here,  seemest  so  unreasonable  !  Thou  wilt 
never  sell  thy  Life,  or  any  part  of  thy  Life,  in  a  satisfactory  man- 
ner. Give  it,  like  a  royal  heart ;  let  the  price  be  Nothing :  thou 
Aarf  then,  in  a  certain  sense,  got  All  for  it !  The  heroic  man, — 
and  is  not  every  man,  God  be  thanked,  a  potential  hero  ? — ^has  to 
do  so,  in  all  times  and  circumstances.  In  the  most  heroicage,  as 
io  the  most  unheroic,  he  will  have  to  say,  as  Bums  said  proudly 
and  humbly  of  his  little  Scottish  Soogs,  little  dewdrops  of  Celes- 
tial Melody  in  an  age  when  so  much  was  unmclodious :  ^'  By 
Heaven,  they  shall  either  be  invaluable  or  of  no  value  ;  I  do  not 
need  your  guineas  for  them  !*'  It  is  an  element  which  should, 
and  must,  enter  deeply  into  all  settlements  of  wages  here  below. 
They  never  will  be  '  satisfactory'  otlicrwise ;  they  cannot,  O 
Mammon  Groepel,  they  never  can  !  Money  for  my  little  piece  of 
work  *  to  the  extent  that  will  allow  me  to  keep  working ;'  yes, 
this, — unless  you  mean  that  I  shall  go  my  ways  before  the  work  ia 
all  taken  out  of  me  :  but  as  to  '  wages' — !  — 

Ob  the  whole,  we  do  entirely  agree  with  those  old  Monka, 
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boriure  ed  Orwre.  In  a  thourand  sense!,  from  one  end  of  H  tp  tlie 
other,  true  Work  is  Worship.  He  thst  workSi  whatsoever  be  his 
work,  he  bodies  forth  the  form  of  Things  Unseen;  a  small  Poet 
eyerj  Worker  is.  The  idea,  were  it  bat  of  his  poor  Delf  Pktter, 
how  much  morji  of  his  Epio  Poem,  is  as  yet  <  seen,'  half  seen, 
only  by  himsdf ;  to  all  others  it  is  a  thing  nnseen,  impossible ; 
to  Nature  herself  it  is  a  thing  nnseen,  a  thing  whidb  ne?er  hith- 
erto was ;«— very  <  impossible,'  -for  it  is  as  yet  a  No-thing  1  The 
Unseen  Powers  had  need  to  watoh  oyer  snoh  a  man ;  he  works  in 
and  for  the  Unseen.  Alas,  if  he  look  to  the  Seen  Powers  only, 
he  may  as  well  qoit  the  business ;  his  Northing  will  neyer  rightly 
issue  as  a  Thing,  but  as  a  Deeeptiyity,  a  Sham-thing, — which  it 
had  better  not  do  I 

Thy  No-thing  of  an  Intended  Poem,  0  Poet  who  haaft  looked 
merely  to  reyiewers,  copyrights,  booksellers,  popularities,  1>ehold 
it  has  not  yet  become  a  Thing ;  for  the  truth  is  not  in  it  1  Though 
printed,  hotpressed,  reyiewed,  celebrated,  sold  to  the  twentieth 
edition  :  what  is  all  that  ?  The  Thing,  in  philosophical  uncom- 
mercial language,  is  still  a  No-thing,  mostly  semblance,  and  de- 
ception of  the  sight ; — benign  Oblivion  incessantly  gnawing  at  it, 
impatient  till  Chaos  to  which  it  belongs  do  reabsorb  it ! — 

He  who  takes  not  counsel  of  the  Unseen  and  Silent,  from  him 
will  never  come  real  visibility  and  speecli.  Thou  must  descend 
to  the  Mothers,  to  the  Manes,  and  Hercules-like  long  suffer  and 
labour  there,  wouldst  thou  emerge  with  victory  into  the  sunlight. 
As  in  battle  and  the  shock  of  war, — ^for  is  not  this  a  battle  ? — 
thou  too  shalt  fear  no  pain  or  death,  shalt  love  no  case  or  life  ; 
the  voice  of  festive  Lubberlands,  the  noise  of  greedy  Acheron 
shall  alike  lie  silent  under  thy  victorious  feet.  Thy  work,  like 
Dante's,  shall  ^  make  thee  lean  for  many  years.'  The  world  and 
':ts  wages,  its  criticisms,  counsels,  helps,  impediments,  shall  be  as 
a  waste  ocean-flood  ;  the  chaos  through  which  thou  art  to  swim 
and  sail.  Not  the  waste  waves  and  their  weedy  gulf-streams, 
shalt  thou  take  for  guidance  :  thy  star  alone, — '  Se  tu-  segui  tua 
Stella  V  Thy  star  alone,  now  clear-beaming  over  Chaos,  nay  now 
by  fits  gone  out,  disastrously  eclipsed :  this  only  shalt  thou  strive 
to  follow.  O,  it  is  a  business,  as  I  fancy,  that  of  weltering  your 
way  through  Chaos  and  the  murk  of  Hell  I    Green-eyed  dragons 
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vitching  jou,  three-headed  Cerberoses, — ^not  without  sympathy 
of  their  Bort  1  "  Eccovi  P  mm  ch^  d  sUUo  aW  Inferno."  For  in 
fine,  as  Poet  Bryden  says,  yoa  do  walk  hand  in  hand  with  sheer 
Madness,  all  the  way, — ^who  is  by  no  means  pleasant  company  1 
Yoa  look  fixedly  into  Madness,  and  her  undiscovered,  boundless, 
bottomless  Night-empire  ;  that  you  may  extort  new  Wisdom  out 
of  it,  as  an  Eurydice  from  Tartarus.  The  higher  the  Wisdom, 
the  closer  was  its  neighbourhood  and  kindred  with  mere  Insanity ; 
literally  so ; — and  thou  wilt,  with  a  speechless  feeling,  observe 
bow  highest  Wisdom,  smuggling  up  into  this  world,  has  often- 
times carried  such  tinctures  and  adhesions  of  Insanity  still  cleav- 
bg  to  it  hither  ! 

All  Works,  each  in  their  degree,  are  a  making  of  Madness 
sine ; — ^truly  enough  a  religious  operation  ;  which  cannot  be  car- 
ried on  without  religion.  You  have  not  work  otherwise ;  you 
bive  eye-service,  greedy  grasping  of  wages,  swift  and  ever  swifter 
manufacture  of  semblances  to  get  hold  of  wages.  Instead  of  bet- 
ter felt-hats  to  cover  your  head,  you  have  bigger  lath-and-plast«r 
bats  sot  travelling  the  streets  on  wheels.  Instead  of  heavenly 
iDii  earthly  Guidance  for  the  souls  of  men,  you  have  ^  Black  or 
White  Surplice'  Controversies,  stuffed  hair-and-leather  Popes ; — 
terrestrial  Xair-irar^,  Lords  and  Law-bringer?,  ^organising  La- 
bour' in  these  years,  by  passing  Corn-Laws.  AVith  all  which, 
&las.  this  distracted  Earth  is  now  full,  nigh  to  bursting.  Sem- 
blances most  smooth  to  the  touch  and  eye  ;  most  accursed  never- 
theless to  body  and  soul.  Semblances,  be  they  of  Sham-woven 
Cloth  or  of  Dilettante  Legislation,  which  are  tioi  real  wool  or  sub- 
stance, but  Dcvil's-dust.  accursed  of  God  and  man !  No  man  has 
worked,  or  can  work,  except  religiou.'^ly  ;  not  even  the  poor  day- 
labourer,  the  weaver  of  your  coat,  the  sewer  of  your  shoes.  All 
men.  if  thev  work  not  as  in  a  Great  Taskmaster's  eve,  will  work 
wrijng.  work  unhappily  for  themselves  and  you. 

Industrial  work,  still  under  bondage  to  ^lanimon.  the  rational 
Roul  of  it  not  yet  awakened,  is  a  tragic  spectacle.  Men  in  the 
rapidest  motion  and  self-motion  ;  restless,  with  convulsive  energy, 
as  if  driven  by  Galvanism,  as  if  possessed  by  a  Devil ;  tearing 
asander  mountains, — to  no  purpose,  for  Mammonism  is  always 


UidoB-eared  I  This  ie  sad,  on  the  faco  of  it.  Yot  oourage  ;  tbe 
beneficent  Destmies,  kind  in  their  eternueas,  are  apprising  us  that 
this  cannot  continue.  Labour  is  not  a  devil,  even  while  encased 
in  Mammonism ;  Labour  is  ever  an  imprisoned  god,  writhing  nn- 
oonBcionsly  or  cousoioualy  to  escape  out  of  Msniuionisni  I  Plug- 
son  of  Undershot,  like  Taillefer  of  Normandy,  wants  Tietorjr ; 
_  how  much  happier  will  eyen  Plugson  be  to  have  a  Chivalrous  vic- 
tory than  a  Chactaw  one.  The  unredeemed  ugliness  is  that  of  a 
slothful  People,  Shew  me  a  People  energetically  busy :  hesT- 
ing,  struggling,  all  shoulders  at  the  wheel ;  tbeir  heart  pulsing, 
every  muscle  swelling,  with  man's  energy  and  will ; — I  shew  yott 
a  People  of  whom  great  good  is  already  predicable  ;  to  whom  all 
manner  of  good  is  jet  certain,  if  their  energy  endure.  By  very 
working,  they  will  learn ;  they  have,  Antieus-like,  their  foot  on 
Mother  Fact :  how  can  they  but  learn  ? 

TJie  Tulgarest  Plugson  of  a  Master- Worker,  who  can  command 
Workers,  and  get  work  out  of  them,  is  already  a  considerable  man. 
Sleaaed  and  thrice-blessed  s3'mptoms  I  discern  of  Master-Work- 
ers who  are  not  vulgar  men  ;  who  are  Nobles,  and  begin  to  feel 
that  they  must  act  aa  such :  all  speed  to  these,  they  are  England's 
hope  at  present  I  Bat  in  this  Plugson  himself,  conscious  of  al- 
most no  nobleness  whatever,  how  much  is  there  I  Not  without 
man's  iaculty,  insight,  courage,  hard  energy.  Is  this  ragged  figure. 
His  words  none  of  the  wisest ;  but  his  actings  cannot  be  alto- 
gether foolish.  Think,  how  were  it,  stoodst  thou  suddenly  in  his 
shoes  I  He  has  to  command  a  thousand  men.  And  not  imagi- 
nary commanding  ;  no,  it  is  real,  inoessantly  practical.  The  evil 
passion*  of  so  many  men  (with  the  Devil  in  them,  as  in  all  of  us) 
be  has  to  vanquish  ;  by  manifold  force  of  speech  and  of  silence, 
to  repress  or  evade.  What  a  force  of  silence,  to  say  nothing  of 
the  others,  is  in  Plugson  I  For  these  his  thousand  men  be  has 
to  provide  raw-material,  machinery,  arrangement,  house-room  ; 
and  ever  at  the  week's  end,  wages  by  due  sale.  No  Civil-List, 
or  Oonl  burn -Baring  Budget  has  he  to  fall  back  upon,  for  payibg 
of  his  regiment ;  he  has  to  pick  his  supplies  from  this  confused 
fitoe  of  the  whole  Earth  and  Contemporaneous  History,  by  his 
d«zt«Tity  alone.  There  will  be  dry  eyes  if  he  &il  to  do  it  I—He 
■sabima,  at  preMnt, '  blftok  in  the  ftm,'  near  itraiiglAd  with  Vv- 
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kttente  LegblAtion :  <'  Let  me  have  elbow-room,  throai-roomi,  and 
I  will  not  &il  1  No,  I  will  spin  yet,  and  conquer  like  a  giant ; 
vhat '  sinews  of  war'  lie  in  me,  untold  resources  towards  the  Con- 
quest of  this  Planet,  if  instead  of  hanging  me,  you  husband  them, 
and  help  me !" — My  indomitable  friend,  it  is  true ;  and  thou  shalt 
and  must  be  helped. 

This  is  not  a  man  I  would  kill  and  strangle  by  Corn-Laws, 
even  if  I  could !  No.  I  would  fling  my  Corn-Laws  and  Shotbelts 
to  the  Devil ;  and  try  to  help  this  man.  I  would  teach  him,  by 
noble  precept  and  law-precept,  by  noble  example  most  of  all,  that 
Mammonism  was  not  the  essence  of  his  or  of  my  station  in  Grod's 
Universe ;  but  the  adscititions  excrescence  of  it ;  the  gross,  ter- 
rene, godless  embodiment  of  it ;  which  would  have  to  become, 
more  or  less,  a  godlike  one.  By  noble  real  legislation,  by  true 
mAUs'jfOTk^  by  unwearied,  valiant,  and  were  it  wageless  effort,  in 
my  Parliament  and  in  my  Parish,  I  would  aid,  constrain,  encour- 
age him  to  effect  more  or  less  this  blessed  change.  I  should 
koow  that  it  would  have  to  be  effected ;  that  unless  it  were  in 
some  measure  effected,  he  and  I  and  all  of  us,  I  first  and  soonest 
of  all,  were  doomed  to  perdition ! — Effected  it  will  be  ;  unless  it 
were  a  Demon  that  made  this  Universe ;  which  I,  for  my  own 
ptft,  do  at  no  moment,  under  no  form,  in  the  least  believe. 

May  it  please  your  Serene  Highnesses,  3-our  Majesties,  Lord 
»hips  and  Law-wardships,  the  proper  Epic  of  this  world  is  not 
LOW  *  Arms  and  the  Man ;'  how  much  less,  ^  Shirt-frills  and  the 
Man  :'  no,  it  is  now  '  Tools  and  the  Man :'  that,  henceforth  to  all 
time  is  now  our  Epic  ;  and  you,  Erst  of  all  others,  I  think,  were 
wi^e  to  take  note  of  that ! 
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If  tlie  Serene  Highnesses  nad  Majesties  do  not  take  not«  of 
that,  then,  as  I  perceive,  that  will  take  note  of  itself!  The  timo 
for  levity,  insincerity,  aud  idle  babble  and  play-acting,  in  all  kinds, 
is  gone  by ;  it  is  a  serious,  grave  time.  Old  long-vexed  queo- 
tions.  not  yet  solved  in  logical  words  or  parliamenturj  laws,  are 
iast  solving  themselvea  in  facta,  somewhat  unblessed  to  behold ) 
Tliis  largest  of  questions,  this  question  of  Work  and  Wagea, 
which  ought,  had  we  heeded  Hcaveii'is  voice  to  have  begun  two 
generations  ago  or  more,  cannot  be  delayed  longer  without  hear- 
ing Earth's  voice.  '  Labour'  will  verily  need  to  be  somewhat '  or- 
ganised,' as  they  say, — God  knows  with  what  difficulty.  Man 
will  actually  need  to  have  his  debts  and  earnings  a  little  better 
paid  by  man  ;  which,  let  Parliaments  speak  of  them  or  be  ailent 
of  them,  are  eternally  bis  due  from  man,  and  cannot,  without  pen- 
alty and  at  length  not  without  death-penalty,  be  withheld.  How 
much  ought  to  cease  among  ua  atraightway  ;  how  much  ought  to 
begin  strughtway,  while  the  hours  yat  are  ! 

Truly  they  are  strange  results  to  which  this  of  leaving  all  to 
'  Cash  ;'  of  quietly  shutting  up  the  God'a  Temple,  and  gradually 
opening  wide-open  the  Mammon's  Temple,  with  '  Laissez-faire, 
and  Every  man  for  himself,' — have  led  us  in  these  days !  We 
have  Upper,  speaking  Classes,  who  indeed  do  '  speak'  as  never  man 
spake  before  ;  the  withered  flimsineas,  the  godless  baseness  and 
barrenness  of  whose  Speech  might  of  itself  indicate  what  kind  of 
Doing  and  practical  Governing  went  on  under  it!  For  Speech 
is  the  gaseous  element  out  of  which  most  kinds  of  Practice  and 
Performance,  especially  all  kinds  of  moral  Perfonnanoe,  condense 
'  them  selves,  and  take  shape;  as  the  one  is,  so  will  the  other  be. 
Descending,  accordingly,  into  the  Domb  Glass  in  iu  Stookport 
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Cellars  and  Poor-Law  Bastilles,  have  we  not  to  announce  that 
-  also  are  hitherto  unexampled  in  the  History  of  Adam's  Pos- 

i^ife  was  never  a  May-game  for  men :  in  all  times  the  lot  of 
the  dumb  millions  bom  to  toil  was  defaced  with  manifold  suffer- 
ings, injustices,  heavy  burdens,  avoidable  and  unavoidable  ;  not 
play  at  all,  but  hard  work  that  made  the  sinews  sore,  and  the 
heart  sore.  As  bond-slaves,  vUlani,  bordarii,  sochemanni,  nay  in- 
deed as  dukes,  earls  and  kings,  men  were  oftentimes  made  weary  of 
their  life  ;  and  had  to  say,  in  the  sweat  of  their  brow  and  of  their 
btynX.  Behold  it  is  not  sport,  it  is  grim  earnest^  and  our  back  can 
bear  no  more !  Who  knows  not  what  massacrings  and  harryings 
there  have  been ;  grinding,  long-continuing,  unbearable  injustices, 
— ^till  the  heart  had  to  rise  in  madness,  and  some  "  £u  Sacksenj 
nimUk  euer  sachses,  You  Saxons,  out  with  your  gully-knives  then  1" 
You  Saxons,  some '  arrestment,'  partial  ^  arrestment  of  the  Knaves 
and  Dastards'  has  become  indispensable ! — The  page  of  Dryasdust 
id  heavy  with  such  details. 

And  yet  I  will  venture  to  believe  that  in  no  time,  since  the  be- 
ginnings of  Society,  was  the  lot  of  those  same  dumb  millions  of 
toilers  so  entirely  unbearable  as  it  is  even  in  the  days  now  pass- 
ing over  us.  It  is  not  to  die,  or  even  to  die  of  hunger,  that 
makes  a  man  wretched ;  many  men  have  died ;  all  men  must 
die. — the  last  exit  of  us  all  is  in  a  Fire-Chariot  of  Pain.  But  it 
\i  to  live  miserable  we  know  not  why ;  to  work  sore  and  yet  gain 
nothing  :  to  be  heart-worn,  weary,  yet  isolated,  unrelated,  girt  in 
with  a  cold  universal  Laissez  faire  :  it  is  to  die  slowly  all  our  life 
ioug.  imprisoned  in  a  deaf,  dead,  Infinite  Injustice,  as  in  the  ac- 
cursed iron  bellv  of  a  Phalaris'  Bull !  This  is  and  remains  for- 
ever  intolerable  to  all  men  whom  God  has  made.  Do  we  wonder 
nt  French  Revolutions,  Charti&ms,  Revolts  of  Three  Days  I  The 
times,  if  we  will  consider  them,  are  really  unexampled. 

Never  before  did  I  hear  of  an  Irish  Widow  reduced  to  *  prove 

•  her  sisterhood  by  dying  of  typhus-fever  and  infecting  seventeen 

•  persons/ — saying  in  such  undeniable  way,  "  You  5»y'.  I  was  your 
siatcr !'  Sisterhood,  brotherhood  was  often  forgotten  :  but  not 
tUl  the  rise  of  these  ultimate  Mammon  and  Shotbelt  Gospels,  did 
I  ever  aee  it  so  expressly  denied.     If  no  pious  Lord  or  Law-toard 
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wimld  remember  it,  always  some  piona  Lady  {*  Hlaf-dig,'  Beiw>  1 
factresB, ' Loaf-friveress'  they  say  she  is, — blessings  on  her  beaalv 
ful  heart  I)  was  there,  with  mild  mother-voice  and  h&nd,  to  re- 
member it;  some  pious  thoughtful  Elditr,  what  ne  now  call 
'  Prestcr,'  Presbtjler  or  '  Priest,'  was  there  to  put  ail  men  in  mind 
of  it,  in  the  name  of  the  God  who  had  made  all. 

Not  even  in  Black  Dahomey  was  it  ever,  I  think,  forgotten  to 
the  typhus-fever  length.  Mungo  Park,  resourceless,  had  sunk 
down  to  die  under  the  Negro  Village-Tree,  a  horrible  White  ob- 
ject-in the  eyes  of  all  But  in  the  poor  Blaok  Woman,  and  her 
daoghler  who  stood  aghast  at  him,  whose  earthly  wealth  and 
funded  vapil^  consisted  of  oue  small  calabash  of  rice,  there  lived 
a  heart  richer  thau  '  Laissez-faire :'  tfaey,  with  a  royal  munifi- 
cence, boiled  their  rice  for  him ;  they  sang  all  night  to  him, 
spinning  asslduooa  on  their  «otton  distaffs,  as  he  lay  to  sleep: 
"  Let  us  pity  the  poor  white  man ;  no  mother  has  he  to  fel^ 
him  milk,  no  sister  to  grind  him  eorii  V  Thou  poor  black  Nobla 
One, — thoa  Ladi/  too  :  did  not  a  God  make  thee  too  ;  was  there 
not  in  thee  too  something  of  a  God  ! — 

Gurth  bom  thrall  of  Cedrie  the  Sazon  has  been  greatly  pitied 
by  Dryasdust  and  others.  Onrth  with  the  brass  collar  round 
his  neck,  tending  Cedric's  piga  iu  the  glades  of  the  wood,  is  not 
what  I  call  an  exemplar  of  human  felicity  ;  but  Qurth,  with  the 
eky  above  him,  with  the  free  uir  and  tinted  boscage  and  umbrage 
ronnd  him,  and  in  him  at  least  the  certainty  of  supper  and  social 
lodging  when  be  came  home  ;  Gurth  to  me  seems  happy,  in  com- 
pat^son  with  many  a  Lancashire  and  Buckinghamshire  man,  of 
these  days,  not  bom  thrall  of  anybody  !  Gurth's  brass  collar  did 
not  gall  him :  Cedrie  deserved  to  be  his  Master,  The  piga  were 
Cedric's,  but  Gurth  too  would  get  hia  parings  of  them.  Gurth 
had  the  inexpressible  satisfaction  of  feeling  himself  related  indis- 
solubly,  though  in  a  rude  brass-collar  way,  to  his  fellow-mortals 
in  this  Earth,  He  had  superiors,  inferiors,  eqi^s. — Gurth  is 
now  '  emancipated'  long  since  :  has  what  we  call '  Liberty,'  Lib- 
erty, I  am  told,  is  a  Divine  thing.  Liberty  when  it  becomes  the 
*  Liberty  to  die  by  starvation'  is  not  »  divine  I 

Libertyf    Th«  true  liberty  of  &  tnui  yon  wonM  My,  wn- 
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in  his  finding  out,  or  being  forced  to  find  out  the  right  path, 
tnd  to  wmik  thereon.  *  To  learn  or  to  be  taught,  what  work  he  ao- 
tnallj  was  able  for ;  and  then  by  permission,  persuasion,  and  even 
compulsion,  to  set  about  doing  of  the  same !  That  is  his  true 
blessedness,  honour, '  liberty'  and  maximum  of  well  being.:  if  lib- 
erty be  not  that,  I  for  one  have  small  care  about  liberty.  You 
do  not  allow  a  palpable  madman  to  leap  over  precipices ;  you  vio- . 
late  his  liberty,  you  that  are  wise  ;  and  keep  him,  were  it  in  strait- 
waistcoats,  away  from  the  precipices  I  Every  stupid,  every  cow- 
ardly and  foolish  man  is  but  a  less  palpable  madman :  his  true 
liberty  were  that  a  wiser  man,  that  any  and  every  wiser  man, 
could,  by  brass  collars,  or  in  whatever  milder  or  sharper  way,  lay 
hold  of  him  when  he  was  going  wrong,  and  order  and  compel  him 
to  go  a  little  righter.  O  if  thou  really  art  my  Senior,  Seigneur, 
my  Elder,  Presbyter  or  Priest, — if  thou  art  in  very  deed  my 
Wiser,  may  a  beneficent  instinct  lead  and  impel  thee  to  ^  conquer* 
me.  to  command  me !  If  thou  do  know  better  than  I  what  is  good 
and  right.  I  conjure  you  in  the  name  of  God.  furce  nie  to  do  it ; 
wtrre  it  by  never  such  brass  collars,  whips  and  handcuffs, 
leave  me  not  to  walk  over  precipices !  That  I  have  been  called, 
by  all  the  Newspapers,  a  '  free  man'  will  avail  me  little,  if  my  pil- 
grimage have  ended  in  death  and  wreck.  O  that  the  Newspapers 
had  called  me  slave,  coward,  fool,  or  what  it  pleased  their  sweet 
voices  to  name  me,  and  I  had  attained  not  death,  but  life  ! — Li- 
>«rty  requires  new  definitions. 

A  conscious  abhorrence  and  intolerance  of  Folly,  of  Baseness, 
Stupidity,  Poltroonery  and  all  that  brood  of  things,  dwells  deep 
in  some  men :  still  deeper  in  others  an  f//{Conscious  abhorrence 
and  intolerance,  clothed  moreover  b}-  the  beneficent  Supreme 
Powers  in  what  stout  appetites,  energies,  egoisms  so-called,  are 
suitable  to  it ; — these  latter  are  your  Conquerors,  Romans.  Nor- 
mans. Russians,  Indo-English ;  Founders  of  what  we  call  Aris- 
tocracies. Which  indeed  have  they  not  the  most  *  divine  right' 
to  found  : — being  themselves  very  trulj-  'AomTm,  Bravest,  Bkst; 
tnd  ccmquering  generally  a  confused  rabble  of  Worst,  or  at 
lowest,  clearly  enough,  of  Worse  ?  I  think  their  divine  right, 
tried  with  affirmatory  verdict,  in  the  greatest  Law-Coort  known 
to  me.  was  good !     A  class  of  men  who  are  dreadfully  exclaimed 


Hi 

Bigiiiiat  )rj'Bsdast ;  of  whom  nevertlieloss  beneficent  Nature 

fau  ofu.         ea  had  need  ;  and  maj,  alas,  again  bave.need. 

When,  across  tbe  hundredfold  poor  scepticisms,  triri&Uama, 
and  constitutional  cobwebberiea  of  Oryaaduat,  you  catch  an^ 
glimpse  of  a  William  the  Conqueror,  a  Tancred  o{  HautevIUe  or 
such  like, — do  you  not  diHuern  veritably  gome  rude  outline  of  k 
-•  true  God-made  King ;  whom  not  the  Chanipion  of  Kogland 
cased  in  tin,  but  all  Natui  i<   Universe  were  culling  to  tlia 

throne  ?     It  is  absolutely  iic^  that  he  get  thither.     Natim 

does  not  mean  her  poor  Saxon  ci  en  to  perish,  of  obesity,  stu- 
por or  other  malady.  Aa  yet ;  a  Eien,  Ruler  aad  Line  of  Rulera 
therefore  is  called  in, — a  stern  bui  most  beneficent  Perpdual 
Houte- Surgeon  is  by  Nature  herself  called  in,  and  even  the  appro- 
priate fees  are  provided  for  him  I  Dryasdust  talks  lamenublj 
about  Uereward  and  the  Fen  Counties  ;  fate  of  Earl  Woltbeof  j 
Yorkshire  and  the  North  reduced  to  aahea ;  all  which  is  un- 
doubtedly lamentable.  Bnt  even  Dryasdust  apprises  me  of  one 
fact :  '  A  child,  in  this  'William's  reign,  might  have  carried  a 
purse  of  gold  from  end  to  end  of  England.'  My  erudite  friend, 
it  is  a  fact  which  outweighs  a  thousand !  Sweep  away  thy  con- 
stitutional, sentimental  and  other  cobwebberies  ;  look  eye  to  eye, 
if  thou  Btill  have  any  eye,  in  the  face  of  this  big  burly  William 
Butard  '  thou  wilt  see  a  fellow  of  most  flashing  discernment,  of 
most  strong  lion-heart ; — in  whom,  a«  it  were,  within  a  frame  of 
oak  and  iron,  the  gods  have  planted  the  soul  of  '  a  man  of  ge- 
nius I'  Dost  thou  call  that  nothing?  I  call  it  an  immense  thing! 
— Rage  enough  was  in  this  Willelmna  Conquestor,  rage  enough 
for  his  occasions ; — and  yet  the  essential  element  of  him,  oa  of  all 
snob  men,  iB_  pot  jicorchtug  Jtre,  but  shining  illuniiiiative  light. 
Fire  and  light  are  strangely  iBtetchaiigeable'f^ay,  atboKomJ'T*" 
have  Connd  them  different  forms  of  the  same  most  godlike  '  ele- 
mentary  substance'  in  our  world  :  a  thing  worth  stating  in  these 
days.  The  essential  element  of  this  Conquestor  is,  first  of  all, 
the  most  sun-eyed  perception  of  what  u  really  what  on  this  God's- 
Earth  ; — which,  thou  wilt  find,  does  mean  at  bottom  '  Justice,' 
and  '  Virtues'  not  a  few :  Conformiti/  to  what  the  Maker  has  been 
good  to  make ;  that,  I  luppoae,  will  mean  JaaHoA  and  a  Virtue 
or  two  7 — 
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Dost  thoa  think  Wilielmus  Conqaestor  would  have  tolertted 
ten  yean'  jargon,  on  the  propriety  of  killing  Cotton-manujbc- 
tores  by  partridge  Corn-Laws  ?  I  fancy,  this  was  not  the  man 
to  knock  out  of  his  night's-rest  with  nothing  but  a  noisy  bedlam- 
ism  in  your  mouth  1  *^  Assist  us  still  better  to  bush  the  par- 
tridges ;    strangle  Plugson   who  spins  the  shirts  ?" — ^^  Far  la 

SpietuUur  de  Dim  F Dost  thou  think  Wilielmus  Conquestor, 

in  this  new  time,  with  Steamengine  Captains  of  Industry  on  one 
hand  cf  him,  and  Joe-Manton  Captains  of  Idleness  on  the  other, 
would  have  doubted  which  leas  really  the  Best  ;  which  did  de- 
fterve  strangling,  and  which  not  ? 

I  have  a  certain  indestructible  regard  for  Wilielmus  Conques- 
tor. A  resident  House-Surgeon,  provided  by  Nature  for  her  be- 
loved English  People,  and  even  furnished  with  the  requisite 
fees  as  I  said  ;  for  he  by  no  means  felt  himself  doing  Nature's 
work,  this  Wilielmus,  but  his  own  work  exclusively !  And  his 
-jwn  work  withal  it  was;  informed  ^ par  la  Splendeur  tie  Dieu.^ — 
I  say.  it  is  necessary  to  get  the  work  out  of  such  a  man,  how- 
ever harsh  that  be  !  When  a  world,  not  3^et  doomed  for  death, 
is  rushing  down  to  ever-deeper  Baseness  and  Confusion,  it  is  a 
dire  necessity  of  Nature's  to  bring  in  her  Aristocracies,  her 
Best,  even  by  forcible  methods.  When  their  descendants  or  re- 
presentatives cease  entirel}'  to  be  the  Best,  Nature's  poor  world 
will  very  soon  rush  down  again  to  Baseness  ;  and  it  becomes  a 
dire  necessity  of  Nature's  to  cast  them  out.  Hence  French  Re- 
volutions, Five-point  Charters,  Democracies,  and  a  mournful  list 
of  Etceteras,  in  these  our  afflicted  times. 

To  what  extent  Democracy  has  now  reached,  how  it  advances 
irresistible  with  ominous,  ever-increasing  speed,  he  that  will  open 
bis  eyes  on  any  province  of  human  affairs  may  discern.  Demo- 
cracy is  everywhere  the  inexorable  demand  of  these  ages,  swiftly 
fjlfilling  itself  From  the  thunder  of  Napoleon  battles,  to  the 
jabbering  of  Open-vestry  in  St.  Mary  Axe,  all  things  announce 
Democracy.  A  distinguished  man,  whom  some  of  my  readers 
vill  hear  again  with  pleasure,  thus  writes  to  me  what  in  these 
days  he  notes  from  the  Wahngusse  of  AVeissnichtwo,  where  our 
London  fashions  seem  to  be  in  full  vogue.  Let  us  hear  the  Herr 
TsnlelsdrOoUi  again,  were  it  bat  the  smallest  word ! 


'  Damocracy,  nliioh  meane  despair  of  findiag  any  Heroes  to 
'goTcm  you,  aad  coDtcntod  putting  up  with  the  iraut  of  them, — 
'  aUe,  thou  too,  tneia  LiAer^  aciitit  well  Low  close  it  b  of  kin  to 
'■  Ath^m^  and  other  sad  Isnu:  be  who  discovers  uo  God  whateTSt^ 
'  how  ehall  be  diecover  Heroes,  tta  ^-iaitle  Temples  of  <io3  ^^ 
'  Strange  enough'  'nieiuiwhtle  it  is,  to  obBerve  with  what  thought- 
'  lesanesa,  here  in  our  rigidly  Conaervative  Country,  men  rush  into 
'  I>emocnu;y  with  full  cry.  Beyond  doubt,  his  ExcellenE  the 
'  Titiilar-Herr  Bitter  Kauderw&lach  von  PferdefuBS-Quacksalber, 
'  be  our  distinguished  ConaerTative  Premier  himself,  and  all  hut 
'  tho  thicker -beaded  of  his  Party,  discern  Democracy  to  be  iaevita- 
'  hie  as  death,  and  are  even  desperate  of  delaying  it  mueh ! 

'  Yon  cannot  walk  the  streets  without  beholding  Democraey 
'announce  itself;  the  very  Tailor  luta  become,  if  not  properly 
'  Sanscutottic,  which  to  him  would  be  ruinous,  yet  a  Tailor  uncon- 
'  sciously  symbolising,  and  prophesying  with  his  scissors,  tie  reiga 
'  of  Equality,  miat  now  is  ^Jiir  faaliionnble  coat  ?  A  thing  of 
'  snperfiQest  texture,  of  deeply  meditated  cut;  with  Maliues-lace 

<  cnffB ;  quilted  with  gold  ;  so  that  a  man  can  carry  without  dif- 
'  fioulty  an  estate  of  land  on  his  backl  Keiittswfgs,  By  no  manner 
'  of  meana !  The  Sumptuary  Laws  have  fallen  into  such  a  state  of 
'  desuetude  as  was  never  before  seen.  Our  fashionable  coat  is  an 
'  amphibium  between  bam-Back  and  drayman's  doublet.  The  cloth 
'  of  it  is  studiously  coarse ;  the  colour  a  speckled  soot-black  or 
'  rost-browQ  grey  ; — the  nearest  approach  to  a  Peasant's.  And  for 
'  shape,  thou  shouldst  see  iti  The  last  consummation  of  the  year 
'  now  passing  over  us  ia  definable  as  Three  Bags ;  a  big  bag  for 
'  the  body,  two  small  bags  for  the  arms,  and  by  way  of  collar  a 
'hem!  The  first  Antique  Cheraican  who,  of  felt-cloth  or  besr's- 
'  hide,  with  bone  or  metal-needle,  set  about  making  himself  a  coat, 
'  before  Tailors  had  yet  awakened  out  of  Nothing, — did  not  he 
'  make  it  even  so  7  A  loose  wide  poke  for  body,  with  two  boles  to 
■  let  out  the  arms ;  this  was  his  original  coat :  to  which  holes  it 

was  soon  visible  that  two  small  loose  pokea,  or  sleeves,  easily 
'  appended,  would  be  an  improvement. 

'  Thus  has  the  Tailor-art,  so  to  speak,  overset  itaelf,  like  most 
'  ether  things ;  changed  iu  oentr^of-^tftTity ;  whirled  luddenly 

<  over  from  lenith  to  ludir.     Tour  Stnls,  wtlh  hagt  a 
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*  molts  from  hifl  high  ahopboard  do¥m  to  the  depths  of  primal 
^MTagery, — eanying  much  along  with  him!  For  I  will  invite 
'thee  to  reflect  that  the  Tailor,  as  topmost  ultimate  froth  of  Hu- 
'man  Society,  is  indeed  swift-passing,  evanescent,  slippery  to  de- 
'  cipher ;  yet  significant  of  much,  nay  of  all  Topmost  evanescent 
'  froth,  he  is  churned  up  from  the  very  lees,  and  from  all  interme- 
'  diale  regions  of  the  liquor.  The  general  outcome  he,  visible  to 
^  the  eye,  of  what  men  aimed  to  do,  and  were  obliged  and  enabled 
'  to  do,  in  this  one  public  department  of  symbolising  themselves 
'to  each  other  by  covering  of  their  skins.    A  smack  of  all  Human 

*  Life  lies  in  the  Tailor :  its  wild  struggles  towards  beauty,  dig- 
'  nity,  freedom,  victory ;  and  how,  hemmed  in  by  Sedan  and  Hud- 
'derafield,   by   Nescience,  Dulness,  Prurience,  and  other  sad 

*  necessities  and  laws  of  Nature,  it  has  attained  just  to  this:  Grey 

*  savagery  of  Three  Sacks  with  a  hem ) 

^  When  the  very  Tailor  verges  towards  Sansculottism,  is  it  not 

*  ominous  ?  The  last  Divinity  of  poor  mankind  dethroning  him- 
*<elf ;  sinking  his  taper  too,  flame  downmost,  like  the  Genius  of 
^ Sleep  or  of  Death;  admonitory  that  Tailor-time  shall  be  no 

*  more ! — For,  little  as  one  could  advise  Sumptuary  Laws  at  the 

*  present  epoch,  yet  nothing  is  clearer  than  that  where  ranks  do 
'  actoally  exist,  strict  division  of  costumes  will  also  be  enforced ; 

*  that  if  we  ever  have  a  new  Hicrarch}-  and  Aristocracy,  acknow- 
'  ledged  veritably  as  such,  for  which  I  dail}'  pray  Heaven,  the 

*  Tailor  will  reawaken ;  and  be,  by  volunteering  and  appointment, 
'consciously  and  unconsciously,  a  safeguard  of  that  same/ — Cer- 
tain further  observations,  from  the  same  invaluable  pen,  on  our 
Lever-ending  changes  of  mode,  our  *  perpetual  nomadic  and  even 
ape-like  appetite  for  change  and  mere  change'  in  all  the  equip- 
aents  of  our  existence,  and  the  'fatal  revolutionary  character' 
thereby  manifested,  we  suppress  for  the  present.  It  may  be  ad- 
mitted that  Democracy,  in  all  meanings  of  the  word,  is  in  full 
career ;  irresistible  by  any  Hitter  Kauderwalsch  or  other  Son  of 
Adam,  as  times  go.  *  Liberty'  is  a  thing  men  are  determined 
to  have. 

But  truly,  as  I  had  to  remark  in  the  meanwhile, '  the  liberty 
vi  not  being  oppressed  by  your  fellow  man'  is  au  indiapennXAft^ 

11 
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jet  one  of  the  most  insignificAnt  fractioBal  jmrts 
Liberty.  No  man  oppre^es  thee,  can  bid  thee  fetch  or  onrrj, 
come  or  go,nithoat  reason  sbofn.  True  ;  from  all  men  thon  art 
emancipated :  but  from  Thyself  and  from  the  Devi! — 1  No  man, 
iriser,  unwiaer,  can  make  tlice  oome  or  go :  but  thy  own  futilities, 
bewildermenle.  thy  false  appetites  for  Money,  Windsor  Georges 
and  such  like?  No  man  oppresaes  thee,  0  free  and  independent 
Franchisor:  but  does  not  this  stupid  Porter-pot  opprees  tbeet 
No  Son  of  Adam  can  bid  theo  come  or  go;  but  this  absurd  Pot 
iif  Uenvy  wet,  this  can  and  does!  Thou  art  the  tfarall  not  of 
Cedrie  the  Saxon,  but  of  thy  own  brutal  appetites,  and  thia 
scoured  dish  of  liijQor.  And  thou  pratest  of  thy  '  liberty?'  Thou 
entire  blockhead ! 

Heayy-wet  and  gin :  alas,  tlioee  are  not  the  only  ktnda  of  thr^ 
dom.  Thou  who  watkest  in  a  vain  shew,  looking  out  with  orfli- 
roeutal  dilettante  siiiff.  and  serene  sapremaey,  at  all  Life  And  all 
Death;  and  amblest  jauulily;  perking  up  thy  poor  talk  into 
orotobets,  thy  poor  c<»idnot  into  fatuous  somnambnliaMs ;— (fnd 
«rf  as  an  '  enchanted  Ape'  under  God's  sky,  vhere  thou  mighieet 
haTo  been  a  man,  had  proper  SchoolmasterB  and  Conquerors,  and 
Constables  with  oat-o'-ninc  tails,  been  Touchstkfed  thee  ;  dost  thou 
oall  that  '  liberty  V  Or  your  unreposing  Mammon-worshipper, 
again,  driven,  as  if  by  OaWanisms,  by  Devils  and  Fixed-Ideas,  who 
rises  early  and  sits  late,  ohasing  the  impossible ;  straining  every 
facnlty  to  'fill  himself  with  the  east  wind,' — boW  merciful  were  it, 
conid  you,  by  mild  persuasion  or  by  the  severest  tyranny  so«slled, 
check  him  in  his  ihad  path,  and  turn  him  into  «  wiser  onel  All 
punful  tyranny,  in  that  case  again,  were  but  mild  '  surgery  ;'  the 
pain  of  it  eheap,  as  health  and  life,  instead  of  gi^vanism  and 
Axed-id«a,  are  eheap  at  any  price. 

Sure  enough,  of  all  padis  »  man  oould  Strik«  into,  tberA  u,  at 
any  given  moment,  a  ietf  path  for  every  nan ;  *  thing  irtiieh, 
here  and  now,  it  werv  of  all  ttungs  wixst  for  him  to  do; — wbioli 
eonld  he  be  but  led  or  driven  to  do,  be  were  then  doing  '  like  a 
man,'  as  we  phrase  it;  alt  men  and  gods  agreeing  with  him,  the 
whole  Universe  virtually  exclaiming  Well-done  to  him  1  His  sue- 
OTBs,  in  sueh  case,  were  complete ;  lua  felicity  a  matimttib.  This 
pub,  10  ft&d  tUi  path  md  mlk  ta  it^ii  dMOM'ttaiiitf  B«edf6l 
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for  him.  Whmisoever  forwards  him  in  that,  let  it  oome  to  him 
trnt  m  the  ehape  of  hlows  and  spomings,  is  liherty :  whatsoever 
Uaden  him,  were  it  wardmotes,  open-vestries,  pollbooths  tre- 
iMB^diis  eheers,  rivers  of  heavy-wet,  is  slavery. 

The  notion  that  a  man's  liberty  consists  in  giving  his  vote  at 
deetMMi-hiifltings.  and  saying,  "Behold  now  I  too  have  my 
twenty-Mioiiflandth  part  of  a  Talker  in  oar  National  Palaver ; 
will  not  all  the  gods  be  good  to  me?" — is  one  of  the  pleasant- 
est  *  Natare  nevertheless  is  kind  at  present ;  and  puts  it  into 
the  heads  of  many,  almost  of  all.  The  liberty  especially  which 
has  to  parchase  itself  by  social  isolation,  and  each  man  standing 
separate  from  the  other,  having  <no  business  with  him*  but  a 
eaah-fteooant:  this  is  such  a  liberty  as  the  Earth  seldom  saw ; — 
as  the  Earth  will  not  long  put  up  with,  recommend  it  how  you 
may.  This  liberty  tarns  oat,  before  it  have  long  continued  in 
action,  with  all  men  flinging  up  their  caps  round  it.  to  be^  for  the 
Working  Millions  a  liberty  to  die  by  want  of  food ;  for  the  Idle 
Thousands  and  Units,  alas,  a  still  more  fatal  lihcrtv  to  live  in 
want  of  work  ;  to  have  no  earnest  duty  to  do  in  this  God's-World 
any  more.  What  becomes  of  a  man  in  such  predicament? 
Earth's  Laws  are  silent ;  and  Heaven's  spoak  in  a  voice  which  is 
not  heard.  Xo  work,  and  the  ineradicable  nec«l  of  work,  give  riso 
to  new  very  wondrous  life-philosopliics.  now  vory  wondrous  life- 
practices!  Dilettantism.  Pococurantism,  Bcau-Brumnielism, 
with  perhaps  an  occasional,  half-mnd,  protesting  bnr.'^t  (»f  Byron- 
igm.  establish  themselves :  at  the  end  of  a  certain  porioil.  if  you 
2*1  back  to 'the  Dead  Sea,' there  is.  .sav  our  ]Mosl(Mn  friends,  a 
very  strange  '  Sab>jath-day'  transacting  itself  there ! — Brethren, 
we  know  but  imperfectly  yet,  after  ages  of  Constitutional  Go- 
vernment, what  Libert V  and  Slavery  are. 

Democracy,  the  chase  of  Liberty  in  that  direction,  shall  go  its 
full  course:  unrestrainable  by  him  of  Pf^'rdefuss-CJuacksalber,  or 
any  of  his  household.  The  Toiling  Millions  of  Mankind,  in 
most  vital  need  and  passionate  instinctive  desire  of  Guidance, 
ihall  cast  away  False-Guidance ;  and  hope,  for  an  hour,  that 
No-Guidance  will  suffice  them  :  but  it  can  be  for  an  hour  only. 
The  smallest  item  of  human  Slavery  is  the  oppression  of  man  by 
hie  Moek-Snperiors ;   the  palpablest,  but  I  say  at  boUom  \.Vv« 


^ 


330  THE  MODERN  WORKER. 

amallest.  Let  him  shake  off  such  oppreseion,  trample  it  iodi^  A 
nantly  under  his  feet;  I  blame  him  not,  I  pity  and  commend' 
him.  But  oppression  by  your  Mock-Snperiors  well  shaken  oB, 
the  graad  problem  yet  remains  to  Bolve;.  That  of  finding  govern-  | 
ment  by  your  Roal-Superiorfi !  Alas,  "liOW  shall  we  ever  learn  ' 
the  solution  of  that,  benigii1«d,  Twwildered,  sniffing,  sneering, 
godforgottjng  -unfortunates  as  ne  are?  It  is  a  work  for  centu- 
ries :  to  be  taught  ub  by  tribulations,  coDfiiaions,  insnrreotions, 
obstructions;  who  knows  if  not  by  conflagration  and  despair! 
It  ia  a  lesson  inclusive  of  all  other  lessons ;  the  hardest  of  all 
lessons  to  learn. 

One  thing  I  do  know ;  Those  Apes,  chattering  on  the  branches 
by  the  Dead  Sea,  never  got  it  learned  ;  hut  chatter  there  to  this 
day.  To  them  no  Moses  need  come  a  second  time  ;  a  thousand 
Moseses  would  bo  but  so  ma.ny  painted  Phantasms,  interesting 
Fellow-Apes  of  new  strange  aspect, — wliom  they  would  '  invite  to 
dinner,'  be  glad  to  meet  with  iu  lion -soiree  a.  To  ihem  the  voice 
of  Prophecy,  of  heavenly  monition,  is  quite  ended.  They  chatter 
there,  all  Heaven  shut  to  them,  to  the  end  of  the  world.  The 
unfortunates  I  O,  what  is  dying  of  hunger,  with  honest  tools  in 
your  hand,  with  a  manful  purpose  in  your  heart,  and  much  real 
labour  lying  round  you  done  in  comparison?  You  honestly  quit 
your  tools  ;  quit  a  most  muddy,  confused  coil  of  sore  work,  short 
rations,  of  sorrows,  dispiritments  and  contradictions,  having  now 
honestly  done  with  it  all ; — and  await,  not  entirely  in  a  distracted 
manner,  what  the  Supreme  Powers,  and  the  Silences  and  the 
Eternities  may  have  to  say  to  you. 

A  second  thing  I  know:  This  lesson  will  have  Ui  be  learned, — 
under  penalties  I  England  will  either  learn  it,  or  England  also 
will  oeaso  to  exist  among  Nations,  England  will  either  learn  to 
reverence  its  Heroes,  and  discriminate  thcro  from  its  Sham-Heroes 
and  Talets  and  gaslighted  Histrios ;  and  to  prise  them  as  the 
audible  Ood'S'Voice,  amid  all  inane  jargons  and  temporary  mar- 
ket-ories,  and  say  to  them  with  heart-loyalty,  "  Be  yo  King  and 
Priest,  and  Gospel  and  Guidance  for  us :"  or  else  England  will 
continue  to  wcvship  new  and  ever-new  forms  of  Qoaokhood, — and 
■0,  with  what  resiliences  and  reboundings  matters  little,  go  down 
to  the  Father  of  Quacks  I    Can  I  dreul  loch  thingi  of  Shi^nd  1 


WiUkktd,  lUdt-^jvd,  groirlmrted  morUls,  wh;  will  ye  n 
TSm,  aad  *  Btdbd  01othe»«uti,  (treated  by  the  ninth-parts  of 
«M  f  U  ia  not  your  pnnea  tfaat  snffer ;  yoor  fann-rcDts,  your 
tammimem,  your  nuU-rarenneB,  loud  as  ye  Ument  over  these ;  no, 
it  m  not  these  alone,  bul  a  &r  deeper  than  theee :  it  ja  yodr  nmla 
ttat  lis  dead,  enuJted  down  under  deepiosble  NightnareB,  Athe- 
iaM,  BrainAmes ;  and  are  not  aonla  at  all,  bnt  mere  saocedanea 
far  mA  to  keep  your  bodies  and  tlieii  appetites  from  pntr^]ring  I 
Tvar  eotton^pnniig  and  thrioe-nuracoloae  meohaniBm,  what  is 
ftia  too,  by  ilwU^  boba  Iaig«r  kind  of  AnimaliBm  7  Spiders  oan 
^m,  Basren  eaa  bnild  and  shew  oontrivaiice ;  the  Ant  lays  up 
iiimasliliiia  of  oapital,  and  haa,  for  aoght  I  knov,  a  Bank  tA 
A-*i— J  jf  ^,s„  i,  B0  gooi  Iq  m^n  higher  Uian  all  Uiat,  did  it 
tMeh  to  ailing  on  the  elond-iaek  and  spinning  ws-sand ;  then  I 
■J,  Ban  is  bat  an  animal,  a  more  onnning  kind  of  brute  :  he  has 
•0  sool,  bat  only  a  saooedaoenm  for  salt.  Whereupon,  seeing 
himself  to  be  tmly  of  the  heaaU  that  perish,  he  ought  to  admit  it, 
I  think ; — and  also  straightway  aniTersally  to  kill  himaelf ;  and 
ao^  in  n  manlike  manner,  at  least,  end,  and  ware  these  bmto- 
vorids  kit  dignified  fibzewell  I — 
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Olivke  Crowwkll,  whose  body  thej  bung  oo  tkeir  Tjhnsa 
GdlowB  because  he  had  found  tbe  Christian  Religion  JDesecutk- 
lile  ia  thU  country,  remains  to  tne  by  far  the  remarkablcBt  Go*- 
eroor  we  Lave  had  here  for  the  last  five  centuries  or  so  For  tim 
laat  five  centuries,  there  has  btwn  no  Governor  among  ns  with 
SD^'thing  like  eimiiar  talent ;  and  for  the  l&at  two  centuries,  do 
Governor,  wo  maj  say,  with  the  poBsibility  of  similar  talent,'— 
with  an  idea  in  llie  heart  of  him  aapahlo  of  inspiring  similar  tal- 
ent, capable  of  Coexisting  therewith.  When  you  consider  that 
Oliver  believed  in  a  God,  the  difference  between  Oliver's  positioa 
and  that  of  any  subsequent  Governor  of  this  CoaBtpy  beaemes. 
the  more  you  reflect  on  it,  the  more  immeasurable  I 

Oliver,  no  volunteer  in  Public  Life,  but  plainly  a  ballott«d 
soldier  strictly  ordered  thither,  enters  upon  Public  Life  ;  com- 
ports himself  there  like  a  man  who  carried  hia  own  life  in  his 
hand  ;  like  a  man  whose  Great  Commander's  eye  was  always  on 
him.  Not  without  results.  Oliver,  well-advanced  in  years,  finds 
now,  by  Destiny  and  his  own  Deaervicgs,  or  as  he  himself  better 
phrased  it,  by  wondrous  successive  '  Births  of  Providence,'  the 
Government  of  England  put  into  his  hands.  In  senate-house 
and  battle-field,  in  counsel  and  in  action,  in  private  and  in  pub- 
lic, this  man  has  proved  himself  a  man  :  England  and  the  voice 
of  God,  through  waste  awful  whirlwinds  and  environments,  speak- 
ing to  his  great  heart,  summon  him  to  assert  formally,  in  the  way 
of  solemn  Public  Fact  and  aa  a  new  piece  of  English  Law,  what 
informally  and  by  Nature's  eternal  Law  needed  no  asserting. 
That  be,  Oliver,  was  the  Ablest-Man  of  England,  the  King  of 
England ;  that  he,  Oliver,  would  undertake  governing  England. 
His  waj  of  making  this  latM  '  tatntiaa^  the  ou  way  ha  hid  of 
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jBAking  it^  has  given  rise  to  immense  oritioism :  but  the  assertion 
itself  in  what  way  soever  '  made/  is  it  not  somewhat  of  a  solemn 
one,  somewhat  of  a  tremendous  one ! 

And  now  do  but  contrast  this  Oliver  with  my  right  honourable 
friend  Sir  Jabesh  Windbag,  Mr.  Facing-both-ways,  Viscount 
Mealymouth,  Earl  of  Windlestraw,  or  what  other  Cagliostro, 
Caglinstrino,  Cagliostraocio,  the  course  of  Fortune  and  Parlia- 
iiientary  Majorities  has  constitutionally  guided  io  that  dignity, 
any  time  during  these  last  sorrowful  hundred-aud-fifty  years! 
Windbag,  weak  in  the  faith  of  a  God,  which  he  believes  only  at 
Church  on  Sundays,  if  even  then  ;  strong  only  in  the  faith  that 
Paragraphs  and  Plausibilities  bring  votes  ;  that  force  of  Public 
Opinion,  as  he  calls  it,  is  the  primal  Necessity  of  Things,  and 
highest  God  we  have : — Windbag,  if  we  will  consider  him,  has  a 
problem  set  before  him  which  may  be  ranged  in  tlie  impossible 
class.  He  is  a  Columbus  minded  to  sail  to  the  indistinct  coun- 
try of  NowiiERc,  to  the  indistinct  country  of  Whitherward,  by 
xhe  friendship  of  those  same  waste-tumbliug  Water-Alps  and  howl- 
ing  waits  of  All  the  Winds  ;  not  by  conquest  of  them  and  in  spite 
of  them,  but  by  friendship  of  them,  when  once  they  have  made  up 
their  mind!  He  is  the  most  original  Columbus  I  ever  saw. 
Nay,  his  problem  is  not  an  impossible  one :  he  will  infallibly 
amw  at  that  same  country  of  Nowhere  ;  his  indistinct  Whith- 
erward will  be  a  TAi/A^r-ward  I  In  the  Ocean  Abysa^s  and 
Locker  of  Davy  Jones,  there  certainly  enough  do  he  and  his 
ihip's  company,  and  all  their  cargo  and  navigatings,  at  last  find 
lodgement. 

Oliver  knew  that  his  America  lay  There,  Westward  Ho: — 
snd  it  was  not  entirely  by  friendship  of  the  Water-Alps,  and 
veai^fy  insane  Froth-Oceans,  that  he  meant  to  get  thither  1  He 
sailed  accordingly ;  had  compass-card,  and  Rules  of  Navigation, 
— older  and  greater  than  these  Froth-Oceans,  old  as  the  £ternal 
God !  Or  again,  do  but  think  of  this.  Windbag  in  these  his 
probable  five  years  of  office  has  to  prosper  and  get  Paragraphs : 
the  Paragraphs  of  these  five  years  must  be  his  salvation,  or  he  is 
a  lost  man  ;  redemption  nowhere  in  the  Worlds  or  in  the  Times 
diMOverable  for  him.  Oliver  too  would  like  his  Paragraphs; 
popnkritaas  in  thiie  five  j^ears  an  not  undMixAbU  to 


him :  bat  mark,  I  Bay,  this  enormtins  circumstance :  ajler  then 
five  years  are  gone  ond  done,  cotneB  an  Eternity  for  Oliverl 
Oliver  has  to  appear  before  the  Most  High  Judge  ;  tbe  ntmoet 
flow  of  Paragraphs,  the  utinoet  ebb  of  them,  is  now,  in  strictest 
arithmetic,  verily  no  malter  at  all ;  its  exact  rnlac  zero ;  an  ac- 
count altogether  erased  !  Enormous  ; — which  a  man,  in  these 
days,  hardly  fa^ies  with  an  effort !  Oliver's  Paragraphs  are  all 
done,  his  battles,  division-lists,  suooeeses  all  aummod :  and  noT 
in  that  awful  unerring  Court  of  Review,  the  real  question  first 
rises.  Whether  he  has  succeeded  at  all ;  whether  he  has  not  been 
defeated  miserably  fbrevermore?  Let  him  come  with  world-wide 
lo-PAans,  these  avail  him  not.  Lot  him  eome  covered  over  witli 
the  world's  execrations,  gasbeil  with  ignominious  death-wounds, 
the  gallows- rope  about  his  neck:  wbat  avails  that?  The  word 
is,  Come  thou  brave  and  faithful :  the  word  is,  Depart  thou  quack 
and  accursed  I 

0  Windbag,  my  right  honourable  friend,  in  very  truth  I  pity 
thee.  I  sny,  these  Pariigraphs.  and  low  or  loud  votings  of  thy 
poor  fellow -blockheads  of  mankind,  will  never  guide  thee  in  any 
enterprise  at  «ll.  Govern  a  country  on  sueh  guidance?  Thou 
canst  not  make  a  pair  of  shoes,  sell  a  pennyworth  of  tape,  on  such. 
No,  thy  shoes  are  vamped  up  falsely  to  meet  the  market ;  behold, 
the  leather  only  ietnud  to  be  tanned ;  thy  shoes  melt  under  me 
to  rubbishy  pulp,  and  are  not  veritable  mud-defying  shoes,  but 
plausible  vendible  similitudes  of  shoes, — thou  unfortunate,  and 
1 1  0  my  right  honourable  frjend,  when  the  Paragraphs  flowed 
in,  who  was  like  Sir  Jabesh  1  On  the  swelling  tide  he  mounted ; 
higher,  higher,  triumphant,  heaven-high.  But  tbe  Paragraphs 
agun  ebbed  out,  as  unwise  Paragraphs  needs  must :  Sir  Jabesh 
lies  stranded,  sunk  and  forever  sinking  in  ignominious  oose  ;  the 
Mud-nymphs,  and  ever-deepening  bottomless  Oblivion,  his  por- 
tion to  eternal  time.  '  Posterity  V  Thou  appealest  to  Posterity, 
thou?  My  right  honourable  friend,  what  will  Posterity  do  for 
theel  The  voting  of  Posterity,  were  it  continued  through  cen- 
turies in  thy  &vour,  will  be  quit«  inaudible,  extra-forensic,  witbot^ 
any  effect  whatever.  Posterity  can  do  simply  nothing  for  a  man  ; 
nor  even  seam  to  do  mnoh,  if  the  man  bo  not  brainuck.  Sesides, 
to  t*U  tlwttnth,  tb«  b«U  an  ft  tkmutd  to  oiu,  Ptwtoritjr  iriU 


Mt  imr  ti  thaa^  my  right  honoonble  friend  I  Poit«ritj,  I  hxn 
faad,  hat  gaiunllj  hU  own  Windfaaga  raffioiently  trumpeted 
n  ill  aaAet-plaoaa,  ud  no  leirare  to  kttend  to  onn.  Poeterity , 
wbUk  has  aado  of  None  Odin  »  nmilitade,  aai  of  Normmn  WU- 
liiB  ft  lirvte  mooster,  wbnt  irill  or  out  it  mnke  of  EngUah  Jabeili } 
0  Hmvmu,  *  Poateritf  I'— 

■*  TkMe  poor  perMontod  Sooteh  Corenuitcn,"  nid  I  to  mj 
ia^uriog  Fnw^min,  in  nuh  atintod  Prenoh  u  stood  u  oon- 
■Md,  **  lb  ("at  appeloioU  d" — "^  ^  PettinU,"  interrupted  he, 
Wyiiis»6  0iit~-^^  Jlnuuiir,  MMi,  attOtymfMrn/  Therap- 
pMded  to  the  Xtenwl  God ;  not  to  Fotterity  at  all  I     Ci^it 
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Ngvxrthelees,  0  advanced  Liberal,  one  csanot  prcnmse  ttietf 
aoj  '  New  Beligioo,'  for  some  time  ;  to  ek}'  tratb,  I  do  not  think 
wo  have  tbu  smalleal  ehiiiice  of  any  !  Will  the  candid  reader,  hf 
way  of  closing  this  Book  Third,  listen  to  a  few  transient  remarks 
on  that  subject? 

Candid  readers  have  not  lately  met  with  anj  man  who  had 
less  notion  to  interfere  with  their  Thirty-Nine,  or  other  Church- 
Articles  ;  wherewilh,  vory  helplessly,  as  is  like,  they  mnj  hare 
struggled  to  form  for  themselves  some  not  inconceivable  hypothe- 
sis about  this  Uniyerse,  and  their  own  Existence  there.  Super- 
stition, my  friend,  ia  far  from  me ;  Fanaticism,  for  any  Fanvm 
likely  to  arise  soon  on  this  Earth,  is  far.  A  man's  Church-Arti- 
cles are  surely  articles  of  price  to  him  ;  and  in  these  times  one 
has  to  be  tolerant  of  many  strange  '  Articles,'  and  of  many  still 
stranger  '  No-articlea,'  which  go  about  placarding  themselves  in  a 
,:.  very  distracted  manner, — the  numerous  long  placard -poles,  and 
■  questionable  infirm  paste-pots,  interfering  with  one's  peaceable 
thorough&re  sometimes ! 

Fancy  a  man,  moreover,  recommending  his  fellow-men  to  be- 
lieve in  Ciod,  that  so  Chartism  might  abate,  and  the  Manchester 
Operatives  be  got  to  spin  peaceably  I  The  idea  is  more  dis- 
tracted than  any  placard-pole  seen  hitherto  in  a  public  thorough- 
fare of  men  I  My  friend,  if  tbou  ever  do  come  to  believe  in  God, 
thou  wilt  find  all  Chartism,  Manchester  riot,  Parliamentary  in- 
competence. Ministries  of  Windbag,  and  the  wildest  Social  Disso- 
lutions, and  the  burning  up  of  this  entire  Planet,  a  most  small  mat- 
ter in  coroparisoa.  Brother,  this  Planet,  I  find,  is  but  an  inconsid- 
erable sandgrain  in  the  continents  of  Being :  this  Planet's  poor 
tsmponry  interetta,  th;  intareiu  and  my  istereata  there,  when 


I  look  ftndfy  fatfr  dMt  eian^  Xa(^it-Sea  and  Flam^rSoiiritli  tfr 
ttmtd  irtemti^  imhMe  Ktenllj  into  Nothing ;  m;  speeoh  of  it 
ii-~«Iaw»  tar  tia  wliile.  1  will  ms  aoott  tiiink  of  lukiDg  Q«- 
kuM  mA  StnrSjvtenf  to  gnide  littlo  brtring-TeMsli  by,  u  of 
pmeUag  lUBgioB  tkat  tko  Oonatnlde  maj  eontinne  possible  O 
mj  AAnaesd-Iabertl  fHisad,  tins  new  seoond  pn^^reas,  of  pro- 
teodng  *  to  inrcn*  Qod,'  ia  »  ftrj  rtmnga  ono  I  Jaoobiniam  an- 
Md«d  into  SMSfr'KmonraB  bodes  insitmenble  blesaed  things; 
bat  the  tUng  itaalf  might  dntw  teen  from  a  Stoic !— As  for  me, 
■Mte  twelre  Or  thirteen  New  Religions,  heary  Packets,  most  of 
(h«K  nnfitanked,  haTing  arrived  here  from  Tarioiu  parts  of  the 
vorid,  is  a  space  of  nx  calendar  months,  I  hare  instructed  xaj 
ianloaUa  friend  the  Stamped  Postman  to  introdnoe  no  more  <tf 
then,  if  the  diaige  ezoeed  one  penn  j. 

Henry  of  Essex,  dnelling  in  that  Thames  Island,  'near  to 
Reading  Abbe;,'  bad  a  religion.  Bat  was  it  in  virtne  of  his  see- 
ing armed  Phantasms  of  St  Edmund  '  on  the  rim  of  the  horiton,' 
looking  minatOTj  on  him  ?  Had  that,  intrinsically,  anything  to 
do  with  bis  religion  at  all  1  Henry  of  Essex's  religion  was  the 
Inner  Light  or  Moral  Conscience  of  bis  own  Bonl;  snch  as  is  vonub- 
■afed  still  to  all  souls  of  men  ; — which  Inner  Light  shone  here 
'  tbnngfa  snch  intellectoal  and  otber  media'  as  there  were ;  pro- 
dncing  '  Phantasms,'  Kiroberean  Visnal-Spectra,  according  to 
ar«aiDSt*ncea !  It  is  ao  with  all  men.  The  clearer  my  Inner 
Light  may  shine,  throngh  the  lat  tnrbid  media ;  the  feirer  Phan- 
tasms it  may  produce, — the  gladder  surely  shall  I  be,  and  not  the 
sorrier !  Hast  thon  reflected,  0  serious  render.  Advanced- Liberal 
or  other,  that  the  one  end,  essence,  use  of  all  religion  past,  pre- 
sent and  to  come,  was  this  only :  To  keep  that  same  Moral  Con- 
science or  Inner  Light  of  ours  aliTc  and  ehining  ; — which  cer- 
tainly the  '  Phantasms'  and  the  '  turbid  media'  were  not  essential 
for  I  All  religion  was  here  to  remind  us,  better  or  worse,  of  what 
we  already  know  better  or  worse,  of  the  quite  infinite  difference 
(hero  is  between  a  Good  man  and  a  Bad ;  to  bid  us  Iotc  infinitely 
the  one,  abhor  and  avoid  infinitely  the  other, — strive  infinitely  to 
Irlhe  one,  and  not  to  be  the  otber.  '  All  religion  issues  in  diu 
Pnoliaal  Hero-worabip.'    He  that  has  a  Bonl  utasphjxifld  will 


neyer  want  a  religion  ;  he  that  bas«  Boul  asphyxied,  reduced  to 
a  sncc^danetim  for  salt,  will  never  find  any  religion,  though  you 
rose  from  the  dead  to  preach  him  one. 

But  indeed,  when  men  and  reformer.')  oak  far  '  a  religion,'  it  is 
HDologous  to  their  askiug,  ^  WLut  would  you  have  us  to  do  V  atid 
Buch  like.  Tiiey  fancy  that  their  religion  too  shall  bo  a  kind  of 
Morrison's  Pill,  which  they  Lave  only  to  swallow  once,  and  all  will 
Ije  well.  Reaolutdy  oace  gulp  down  your  Religion,  jour  Morri- 
Bon'a  Pill,  you  have  it  all  plain  sailing  now  :  you  can  follow  year 
affairs,  your  no-aEFairs,  go  along  money-hanting,  pleanure-hunting, 
dilcttanteing,  dangling,  and  miming  &nd  chattering  like  a  Dead- 
Sea  Ape  :  your  Blorrison  will  do  your  business  for  you.  Men's 
notions  are  very  Btmngo  ! — Brother,  I  say  there  is  not,  was  not, 
nor  wO!  ever  be,  in  the  wide  circle  of  Nature,  any  Pill  or  Religion 
of  that  character.  Man  cannot  afford  thee  such  ;  for  the  very 
gods  it  is  impossible.  I  advise  tbee  to  renounce  Moriison ;  onca 
for  all,  quit  hope  of  the  UniverBal  Pill.  For  body,  for  soul,  for 
individual  or  society,  there  has  not  any  fuch  article  been  niade, 
iVbn  extal.  In  Created  Nature  it  is  not,  was  not,  will  not  be.  In 
the  void  imbroglios  of  Chaos  only,  and  realms  of  Bedlam,  does 
some  shadow  of  it  hover,  to  bewilder  and  bemock  the  poor  inhabi- 
tants thtre. 

Rituals,  Liturgies,  Creeds,  Hierarchies  ■  all  this  is  not  religion; 
all  this,  were  it  dead  as  Odinism,  as  Fetishism,  does  not  kill  re- 
ligion at  all  [  It  is  Stupidity  alone,  with  never  so  many  rituals, 
that  kills  religion.  Is  not  this  still  a  world?  Spinning  Cotton 
under  Arknright  and  Adam  Smith  ;  founding  Cities  by  the 
Fountain  of  Juturna,  on  the  Janiculum  Mount ;  tilling  Canaan 
under  Prophet  Samuel  and  Psalmist  David,  man  is  ever  man  ; 
tho  missionary  of  Unseen  Powers ;  and  great  and  victorious, 
while  he  continues  true  to  bis  mission  ;  mean,  miserable,  foiled, 
and  at  last  annihilated  and  trodden  out  of  eight  and  memory, 
when  he  proves  untrue.  Brother,  thou  art  a  Man,  I  think  ;  thou 
art  not  a  mere  building  Beaver,  or  two-legged  Cotton-Spider ; 
thou  hast  verily  a  Soul  in  thee,  asphyiied  or  otherwise  I  Sooty 
Manchester, — it  too  is  built  on  the  infinite  Abysses ;  overspanned 
by  the  skyey  Firmaments  ;  and  there  is  birth  in  it,  and  death  in 
it ; — and  it  is  every  whit  as  wondeifiil,  as  fearful,  unimagimtble, 
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Bitw—a  doM  two  grwt  Sileaees,  the  hnm  of  all  01 
VfHwita,  Tndai-UDioaB,  Anti-Gom-Lftv  L«aguei  kod  Carltoa 
Clabs  gatM  «l  Stupidity  itielf  ought  to  pMue  « little,  uid  000- 
■d«.th«t  I  tell  thee,  through  all  thy  Ledgers,  8applf-end-de- 
■okd  PhiloeophieB,  and  duly  moet  modem  meUnoholy  BnnneM 
and  Cast,  there  does  aUne  the  [waHeiioe  of  a  Primeval  Unspeak- 
■Ua ;  aiui  thon  wert  wiae  to  recognifle,  not  with  lipa  only,  that 

The  Maker's  Laws,  whether  they  are  promulgated  in  Sinai 
Thunder,  to  the  ear  or  imaginatioD,  or  qnite  otherwiae  promnl- 
gated,  are  the  Laws  of  Ood  ;  tranacendent,  everlasting,  imperm- 
thely  dananding  obedience  &om  all  men.  This,  without  any 
thsnder,  or  with  never  m  much  thunder,  thon,  if  there  be  any  soul 
left  ia  thee,  canst  know  of  «  truth,  ^he  Universe,  I  say,  ia  made 
by  Law ;  *-\in  g™t  Soul  of  the  World  is  just  and  not  oiyDst. 
Look  thou,  if  thon  hftve  eyes  or  soul  left,  into  this  great  diore- 
leaa  iBcmnprehenaible ;  in  the  heart  of  its  tumultuous  Appear- 
sBoea,  Embroilments,  and  mad  Time-vortexes,  is  there  not,  silent, 
eternal,  an  All-jnst,  an  All-beautiful ;  sole  Reality  and  ultimate 
eontiolling  Power  of  the  whole  1  This  is  not  a  figure  of  speech ; 
this  ia  »  &et.  The  ftot  of  QravitaUon  known  to  all  animals,  ii 
not  sorer  than  this  inner  Fact,  which  may  be  known  to  all  men. 
He  who  knowa  thia,  it  will  sink,  silent,  awful,  unspeaki^4e,  into 
his  heart.  He  will  say  with  Faust :  "  Who  dan  name  Hut  1" 
Moet  ritoals  or  '  namings'  he  will  fall  in  with  at  present,  are  like 
to  be  '  naminga' — which  shall  be  nsmeless  !  In  silenee,  in  the 
Eternal  Temple,  let  him  worship,  if  there  be  no  fit  word.  Btuh 
kiunrUdge,  the  crown  of  his  whole  spiritual  being,  the  lift  of  hia 
liftt  te  Un  kaap  and  sacredly  walk  by.    H«  has  a  idigioa. 
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Hourly  and  daily,  for  himself  and  for  the  whole  world,  a  ikjtliftil, 
iinspok«D,  but  aot  inefieetna.!  prayer  rises,  "  Thy  will  be  done." 
His  whole  work  on  Earth  ia  an  emblematic  spoken  or  Bct«d 
[h-ayer,  Be  the  will  of  God  done-  on  Earth, — not  the  Devil's  will, 
or  any  of  the  Devil's  servants'  wills !  He  has  a  religion,  this 
man  :  an  everlasting  Loadstar  that  bcama  the  brighter  id  the 
Heavens,  the  darker  here  on  EaJtL  grows  the  night  aronnd  him. 
Thou,  if  thou  know  not  this,  what  are  all  rituals,  liturgies,  my- 
thologies, maas-cb  an  tings,  turnings  of  the  rotatory  calabash  ? 
They  arv  as  nothing  :  in  a  good  many  respects  they  are  aa  less. 
Divgrcod  froui  this,  getting  half-divorced  from  this,  they  are  a 
thing  to  fill  one  with  a  kind  of  liorror ;  with  a  sabred  inespressi- 
ble  pity  and  fear.  The  moRt  tragical  thing  a  human  eye  can  look 
on.  It  was  said  to  the  Prophet,  "Behold,  I  will  shew  tbee 
worse  thiugs  than  these  :  women  weeping  to  Tbammnz."  Thai 
was  the  acme  of  the  Prophet's  vision — then  as  now 

Bitnals,  Liturgies,  Credos,  Sinai  Thunder:  I  know  more  or 
less  the  history  of  these ;  the  rise,  progress,  decline  and  fell  of 
these.  Can  thunder  ^m  all  the  thirty-two  azimntha,  repeated 
dwly  for  centuries  of  years,  make  God's  Laws  more  godlike  to 
me?  Brother,  No.  Perhaps  I  am  grown  to  be  a  man  now; 
And  do  not  need  the  thunder  and  the  terror  any  longer  t  Per- 
haps I  am  above  being  frightened ;  perhaps  it  is  not  Fear,  bnt 
B«terence  alone,  that  shall  now  lead  me  ! — Kerelations,  Inspira- 
tioBB?  Yes:  and  thy  own  god-created  Soul;  dost  tbon  not  call 
that  a  '  revelation  V  Who  made  Thee  ?  Where  didst  Thon 
oome  from  ?  The  Voice  of  Eternity,  if  thou  be  oot  a  blaaphe- 
DMT  and  poor  asphyxied  mute,  speaks  with  that  tongue  of  tbiiie  I 
T/Um  art  the  latest  Birth  of  Nature ;  it  is  '  the  Inspiration  of 
the  Almighty'  that  giTeth  tket  understanding  !  My  brother,  my 
brother  I — 

Under  baleful  Atheisms,  MammonismB,  Joe-Manton  Dilet- 
tantisms, with  their  appropriate  Cants  and  Idoliams,  and  whatso- 
ever Boandalous  rubbish  obscures  and  all  but  extinguishes  the 
soul  of  man, — religion  now  is  ;  its  Laws,  written  if  net  on  atone 
tables,  yet  on  the  Ainre  of  Infinitude,  in  the  hmer  heart  of  God's 
CreatioB,  oertsin  aa  Life,  certain  aa  Death  t  I  say  the  Laws  are 
l^tn,  ud  tbM  shtlt  not  diwbey'thsB.     It  were  better  for  tb«e 
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tin  7«s.    ttnihU'fmaMmt 


■  PolitWi^  tkat  ierj  iaftml  Pbtf' 
~  [  BivoLDTioii,  nilisg  ■*• 

1  thjr  BaB«  Proloool  DominioD : — 
rtafHenanf  T«b  ontwiw will  Ml 
B  tt  IImi<««  An  hmuMi  ikina.  Aad 
HtOfWiytirrirHdl^  hid- powar  «nr  God'B  upper  Burth  tmm 
wmatm.  Tha  tn^Ht  Fortant  th&t  ba>  riasB  into  ereated  0pM» 
tbMt  Ml  — ilwiita:  lat  u  tuul  It,  with  awaatraek  tcpmtBB* 
WarM,  aa  the  vakw  onoa  mom  of  a  Ood,  thongb  of  on«  in  wiatih. 
Bkoad  ba  tka  God'a-raiea;  Ibrifia  traa,  and  Falieliooda haTt 
la  tmm  ]>aftra  H I  Bnt  for  that  mat  pretcmatwml  qaan-iirfsr- 
aal  Partrat,  aaa  eeuld  net  hnow  what  to  make  of  tbil  wrctdiad 
■add,  i>  thaat  dagn,  at  M.  Tha  d«pl«nbl«at  qoMik-riddan,  and 
nav  higw-riddan,  dawntradden  Dcapicability  and  FMle  Luii- 
himm,  of  redtape  Frotooola,  rotatory  Calabashes,  Poor-Law  Baa- 
liUia :  who  ia  than  that  oonld  tbhik  of  Us  being  &ted  to  eon- 

PeaaUiaa  onoogh,  my  brotb«r  I  This  penalty  iaclnsiTe  of  all : 
ElOTBal  Death  to  thy  own  haplass  8«lf,  if  thoa  heed  no  other. 
Stiraal  Death,  I  aay, — with  many  meanings  old  and  new,  of 
whiek  lot  this  ugle  one  aoSee  us  here :  The  eternal  impoaai- 
lilitj  fcr  thae  to  be  an^t  bnt  a  Cbimeia,  and  ewift-Tanisbing 
daoaptiva  Phantawn,  in  God'i  Creation  ; — swift-van  isbing,  never 
to  rsappaar :  why  abonld  H  reappear !  Thon  badst  one  obuioe^ 
thon  wilt  narar  have  another.  Everlasting  sgae  will  roll  on,  and 
ao  othw  bo  pven  thee.  The  foolishest  artienlate-speaking  sonl 
BOW  extant,  may  not  be  say  to  himself:  "A  whole  Eternity  I 
waited  to  be  bom  ;  and  now  I  have  a  whole  Eternity  waiting  to 
■ea  what  I  will  do  when  born!"  This  ia  not  Theology,  this 
is  ArithoMtia  And  than  bnt  balf-disoemest  this ;  thon  but  half 
bdiavaat  it}  Alaa,  on  the  ahorea  of  the  Dead  Sea  on  Sabbath 
thace  goea  on  a  Tragedy  I — 

Bat  we  will  leave  this  of  <  Religion  ;'  of  wfaiofa,  to  say  tmtk, 
It  ia  diiafly  pofitable  in  theae  nnepeakable  days  to  keep  silenee. 
Ikm,  aaadaet  M'Nmr  Religion;'  nor  art  thon  lika  to  get  ai^. 
Xfa»hHlriHidyMm<rd%ioii'th»lhoaaakaatm«r.   TU» 


^y^^Mt  tafVMl  tM  ««MM*Aid  4«lies,sce8t  in  tby  mind  ten 
^^j,|||-^^rt  ^mM  bf  itmt,  fat  «m  Uwt  tbon  doest '  Zio  ona 
.^MMKv  *Mi  «t  itaetf  wtU  ahew  (W*  l«a  others  which  c&n  and 
^flk  te  Ahm-  ~Bm  Mj  Man  ftile  7"  Yes,  %  future  fale, 
i^yhctt  1^  fctan  bte,  «U1«  ifcttn  makeat  ii  the  chief  ques- 
lillll^mnM  to  ne — <atiwM»ly  ^nectioBaMe !  I  do  oot  thtok  it 
4Mk  W  food.  Norse  Odio.  imiBHiMml  ceoturies  ago,  did  not  he, 
I^Hl^k  poor  Hatlieii.  in  ibe  dawn  o(  Time,  te&ok  us  that  for 
lA»  KMlard  there  vas,  and  could  bo.  no  good  fate  ;  do  harbour 
MiTwbero,  e^re  dotru  with  Helik,  in  th«  pool  of  Night  t  Dastards, 
l^tiaves,  are  the;  tbat  lust  for  Pleasure,  that  trenible  at  Pain. 
{W  tl>i«  world  and  for  the  next,  Dastards  are  a  class  of  creatures 
Msde  to  be  'arrested  ;'  they  arc  good  for  nothing  else,  can  look 
Ibr  nothing  elua.  A  greiit«r  than  Odin  has  been  here.  A  greater 
than  Odin  has  taught  ub — not  a  greater  Dastardism.  I  hope  I 
My  broth  Mr,  Ihim  iiiuHt  pray  for  a  sout ;  struggle,  as  with  life- 
aiii)  ili'iitli  (■iiiTjjy,  til  get  hack  Ihysoul!  Know  that  'religion' 
is  DO  Murrison'R  Pill  from  without,  but  a  reawakening  of  thy  own 
Self  from  within : — and,  above  all,  leave  me  alone  of  thy '  religions' 
and  '  Dew  religions'  here  and  elsewhere !  I  am  weary  of  this 
uok  croaking  for  a  Morrison's-Pill  religion  ;  for  any  and  for  every 
such.  I  want  none  such  ;  and  discern  ail  sncb  to  be  impossible. 
The  resuscitation  of  old  liturgies  fallen  dead ;  much  more,  the 
manufacture  of  new  liturgies  tbat  will  never  be  alive :  how  hope- 
less I  Stylitisms,  eremite  fanaticisms  and  fakeerisms ;  spasmodic 
agoaistio  posture-makings,  and  narrow,  cramped,  morbid,  if  for- 
ever noble  wrestlings :  all  this  is  not  a  thing  desirable  to  me.  It 
is  a  thing  the  world  /mi  done  once, — when  its  beard  was  not 
grown  as  DOW  1 

And  yet  there  is,  at  worst,  one  Liturgy  which  does  remain  for- 
tYVt  unexceptiouable :  that  of  Fraying  (as  the  old  Monks  did 
wltlial)  by  Working.  And  indeed  the  Prayer  which  accomplished 
itwlf  in  special  chapeU  at  stated  hours,  and  went  not  with  a  roan, 
f^ug  up  from  all  bis  Work  and  Action,  at  all  moments  sanotify- 
jft^  the  lame, — what  was  it  ever  good  for  7  '  Work  is  Worship  :' 
1^  in  a  highly  considerable  sense, — whicb,  in  the  present  state 
9(  lU  *  WMihip,'  who  ii  there  that  oan  imMd !    He  that  imdw 
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itnidB  ii  well,  undentands  the  Prophecy  of  the  whole  Fature ; 
the  last  Evangel,  which  has  included  all  others.  Its  cathedral 
the  Dome  of  Immensity, — ^hast  thoa  seen  it  ?  coped  with  the  star- 
gdazies  ;  payed  with  ^e  green  mosaic  of  land  and  ocean  ;  and 
for  altar,  verily,  the  Star-throne  of  the  Eternal  I  Its  litany  and 
psdmody  the  noble  acts,  the  heroic  work  and  suffering,  and  true 
heart-ntterance  of  all  the  Valiant  of  the  Sons  of  Men.  Its  choir- 
music  the  ancient  Winds  and  Oceans,  and  deep-toned,  inarticu- 
late, but  most  speaking  voices  of  Destiny  and  History, — supernal 
ever  as  of  old.     Between  two  great  Silences : 

'  Stars  silent  rest  o'er  us, 
Grares  under  as  silent.' 

Between  which  two  great  Silences,  do  not,  as  we  said,  all  human 
Noises,  in  the  natundest  times,  most  |ire<ematurally  march  and 
roll?— 

I  will  insert  this  also,  in  a  lower  strain,  from  Sauerteig's 
£sth€iische  Springtcurzel.     *  Worship  V  says  he  :   '  Before  that 

*  inane  tumult  of  Hearsay  filled  men's  heads,  while  the  world  lay 
'yet  silent,  and  the  heart  true  and  open,  many  things  were  Wor- 

*  ship  !     To  the  primeval  man  whatsoever  good  came,  descended 

*  on  him  (as.  in  mere  fact,  it  ever  does)  direct  from  God  ;  whatso- 
^  ever  duty  lay  visible  for  him.  this  a  Supreme  God  had  prescribed. 
^  To  the  present  hour  I  ask  thee,  Who  else  1  For  the  primeval 
*•  man.  in  whom  dwelt  Thought,  this  Universe  was  all  a  Temple  ; 

*  Life  everywhere  a  Worship. 

'  What  Worship,  for  example,  is  there  not  in  mere  Washing  1 

*  Perhaps  one  of  the  most  moral  things  a  man,  in  common  cases, 

*  has  it  in  his  power  to  do.     Strip  thyself,  go  into  the  bath,  or 

*  were  it  into  the  limpid  pool  and  running  brook,  and  there  wash 
'and  be  clean  ;  thou  wilt  step  out  again  a  purer  and  a  better  man. 
'This  consciousness  of  perfect  outer  purcness.  that  to  thy  skin 
'  there  now  adheres  no  foreign  speck  of  imperfection,  how  it  ra- 

*  diates  in  on  thee,  with  cunning  symbolic  influences,  to  thy  very 
*'  soul !    Thou  hast  an  increase  of  tendency  towards  all  good  things 

*  whatsoever.  The  oldest  Eastern  Sages,  with  joy  and  holy  grat- 
'  itude,  had  felt  it  so, — and  that  it  was  the  Maker's  gift  and  will. 

*  Whose  elae  if  it  ?    It  remains  a  religions  duty,  from  oldest  times, 


'  in  the  East  — Nor  could  Herr  Professor  Strauas,  v 
'  question,  deuy  that  for  us  at  present  it  is  elUl  such  here  in  tha 
'  West !  To  that  dingj  fuliginous  Operative,  emerging  ftom  hil 
'  soot-mill,  what  is  the  first  duty  I  will  presoribe,  and  offer  help 
'  towards  1  That  he  clean  tlie  skin  of  him.  Can  he  pray,  bj  anj 
'ascertained  method '(  One  iinowa  not  entirelj  ; — but  with  soap 
'  and  a  sufficiency  of  water,  he  can  wash.  Even  the  dull  BngU^ 
'  feel  something  of  this  ;  they  have  a  saying,  "  Cle&nliDess  is  near 
'  of  kin  to  Godliness  :" — yet  never,  in  any  country,  som  I  oper»- 
'  tivo  men  worse  washed,  and,  in  a  elimate  drenched  with  the  soft- 
'  est  cloud-wat«r,  such  a  scarcity  of  baths !' — Alas,  Sauerteig,  our 
'  operative  men'  arc  at  prcscut  short  even  of  potatoes :  what  '  dutj' 
can  you  prescribe  to  them  1 

Or  let  us  give  a  glance  at  China.  Our  new  friend,  the  Enip«- 
ror  there,  is  Pontiff  of  three  hundred  malliou  men ;  who  do  all 
live  and  work,  these  many  centuries  now ;  authentically  patroa- 
ised  by  Heaven  so  fiir  :  and  therefore  must  have  some  '  religion' 
of  B  kind.  This  Emperor-Pontiff  has,  in  facl,  a  religious  belief 
of  certain  Laws  of  Heaven  ;  observes,  with  a  religious  rigour,  his 
'  three  thousand  punctualities,'  given  out  by  men  of  insight,  some 
sixty  generations  since,  as  a  legible  transcript  of  the  same, — the 
Heavens  do  seem  to  say,  not  totally  an  incorrect  one.  He  haa 
not  much  of  a  ritual,  this  Pontiff-Emperor  ;  believes,  it  is  likest, 
with  the  old  Monks,  that  '  Labour  is  Worship '  His  moat  publio 
Act  of  Worship,  it  appears,  is  the  drawing  solemnly  at  a  certain 
day,  on  the  green  bosom  of  our  Mother  Earth,  when  the  Heaveos, 
after  dead  black  winter,  have  again  with  their  vernal  radiances 
awakened  her,  a  distinct  red  Furrow  with  the  Plough, — signal 
that  all  the  Ploughs  of  China  are  to  begin  ploughing  and  wor- 
shipping I  It  is  notable  enough.  He,  in  sight  of  the  Seen  and 
Unseen  Powers,  draws  his  distinct  red  Furrow  there ;  saying, 
and  praying,  in  mute  symbolism,  so  many  most  eloquent  things ! 

If  you  ask  this  Pontiff,  «  Who  made  him  1  What  is  to  he- 
ttune  of  him  and  us?"  he  maintains  a  dignified  reserve;  waves 
his  hand  and  pontiff-eyes  over  the  unfathomable  deep  of  Heaven, 
the  '  Taien,'  the  azure  kingdoms  of  Infinitude  ;  as  if  asking,  "  Is 
it  donhtfol  that  we  are  right  wtU  mode?    Can  aught  tbatii 

vautf  imm  tt  tw7'Vafi»  .«ad  Jus  tbsm  hmiitA  miUiiw  f^ 


ittUr  aUcf  'poMtnli^)  Tuni  yearly  tiu  Tomb*  ti  iMr  ■»>• 

Vi^hIi^w  tlwTfnIiottiiBFMltarrad  his  Uothv;  tfl<^ 

%  la  rihti,  vi^  wiiBt  of  <  wonkip'  or  -of  Viku  thought 

•  amj  H  pBBSM  solemiily  each  nun ;  the  ditim  Uiwall 

~ '  1 ;  Iha  diTba  Onvet,  and  this  dmaaM  Gnrt,  All 

■Mt  BBtfir  bin ;  -the  pulsings  of  his  own  soul,  if  ha  ham  amy 

■■I,  A»  aaJaift     Tmly  itmajbesldDd  ofironh^l    Traly, 

Jt^mamwmmot  get  Mme  glimpse  into  the  Etornitiaa,  looUng 

iiOWgh  tfan  portal, — through  what  other  need  he  try  it? 

Oar  IHmmI  tho  PoDtiff-Kmperor  permits  cheerfUIy,  thon|^ 
nth  mmtoapt,  mil  manner  of  BnddisU,  Bonzes,  TaUpoina  and 
Nch  like,  to  bsiU  fariok  Toraples,  on  tJie  voluntarj  prindple ;  to 
>«n^^  with  what  of  ohantings,  paper-la Dt«TD8  sad  tBmnltnoa 
^j'"gr.  plBMM  thflM ;  and  make  night  hideous,  rinw  iktj  AmI 
■■M  aoaalbrt  in  ao  doing.  Cheerfully,  thoi^h  with  eontompt 
Be  ia  a  wiser  Pontiff  than  many  perBons  think  1  He  ii  ■>  yet 
the  ana  Chicrf  Potnttotc  or  Friost  in  this  Earth  who  has  made  a 
dialiiMt  ■yatomatio  attempt  at  what  we  call  the  oltimate  result  of 
ill  rdigioB, '  PndUmi  HeKMrorship :'  he  does  inoesaantly,  with 
traa  anxiety,  in  audi  way  as  he  ean,  search  and  sift  (it  would  ap- 
psar)  kia  whole  onoraKiue  populatioo  for  the  Wisest  bom  among 
tkos  ;  by  whieh  Wisest,  as  by  bom  Kings,  these  three  hundred 
■iUioD  men  are  goremsd.  The  Heavens,  to  a  eartain  extent,  do 
^pear  to  eovnteaaiMe  him.  These  three  hundred  miUioas  so- 
Malljr  amke  poreolaia,  souchong  tea,  with  innamerable  other 
tksags ;  snd  f^rt,  ander  HeaTea'a  iag,  agunat  Neceenty ; — and 
ban  fewar  SarsB-Teara  Wars,  Thirty-Tears  Wars,  French  Bem- 
latkn  Wars,  sod  infenial  Igktings  with  eaoh  other,  than  eettaia 
■illioaa  elaanfhera  haT*  I 

Maj,  in  oar  poor  distraoted  Surope  itself,  in  these  aawest 
liaaa,  haae  thsao  not  raligions  Toiees  risen,— ^with  a  religion  aev 
sad  y«t  the  oldaat ;  eotinly  mdispniable  to  all  hearts  of  men  I 
Some  I  do  know,  who  did  not  eall  or  think  tbemselTea  '  Prophets,' 
&T  enoogh  from  that ;  but  who  were,  in  very  truth,  melodious 
Toieea  from  the  eternal  Heart  of  Nature  once  again  ;  souls  for- 
ever Teneiable  to  aU  that  hare  a  sonl  A  French  Rerolntion  is 
—  fktaoauBOB  ;  as  eoMplaawit  nd  spbttaal  espoosnt  tharooC 
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ft  Poet  Goethe  and  Germaii  Literature  U  to  me  another.  The 
old  Secular  or  Pructical  World,  so  to  speak,  having  gone  up  in 
fire,  is  not  here  the  prophecy  aod  dawn  of  a  new  Spiritual  World, 
parent  of  far  nobler,  wider,  new  Piaetieal  Worlds  ?  A  life  of 
Antique  devoutnees,  Antique  reraeity  and  lierQiam,  baa  again 
become  possible,  is  again  aeeii  actual  there,  for  t}ie  most  modem 
man.  A  pheDomenoo,  as  quiet  as  it  is,  comparable  for  greatness 
to  no  other !  '  The  great  event  for  the  world  i»,  now  aa  always, 
'  the  arrival  in  it  of  a  now  Wise  Man.'  Touches  there  are,  be 
the  Heavens  ever  thanked,  of  new  Sphere-melody  ;  audible  once 
more,  in  the  infinite  jargoning  discords  and  poor  scrannel -pipings 
of  the  thing  called  Literature  : — priceless  there,  as  the  voice  of 
now  Heavenly  Psalms  !  Literature,  like  the  old  Prayer-Collec- 
tiona  of  the  first  centuries,  were  it  '  well  selected  from  aad 
barnt,'  contains  precious  things.  For  Literature,  with  all  its 
printisg-presBes,  puffing-engine  a  and  eboreless  deafening  triTial- 
icy.  u  yet  '  the  Thought  of  Thinking  Souls.'  A  sacred  '  re- 
ligion,' if  yon  like  the  name,  doea  live  in  tho  heart  of  that 
strange  frothooean,  not  wholly  froth,  which  we  call  Lit«rature  ; 
uad  will  more  and  more  disclose  itself  therefrom  ; — not  now  as 
Boorcbing  Fire :  the  red  smoky  scorching  Fire  has  purified  itself 
into  white  sunny  Light.  Is  not  Light  grander  than  Fire  ?  It 
is  the  same  element  in  a  state  of  purity. 

My  ingenuous  readers,  we  will  march  out  of  this  Third  Book 
with  a  rhythmic  word  of  Goethe's  on  our  lips ;  a  word  which 
perhaps  has  already  snng  itself,  in  dark  hours  and  in  bright, 
through  maqy  a  heart.  To  me,  finding  it  devout  yet  wholly 
credible  and  veritable,  full  of  piety  yet  free  of  cant ;  to  me  joy- 
fully finding  much  in  it,  and  joyfully  missing  so  much  in  it,  this 
little  snatch  of  music,  by  the  greatest  German  Man,  sounds  like 
■  Btania  in  the  grand  Road-Song  and  Marehing-Song  of  our 
great  Teutonic  Kindred,  wending,  wendingf  Taliant  and  victo- 
rious, through  the  undiscovered  Deeps  of  Time  I  He  calls  it 
Jtbson-Lodgt, — not  Psalm  or  Hymn  : 

*  The  Muon'i  waj*  w* 
A  tjp«  of  Eiist^oc^ 
Anihisn    '  ' 


O/  meo  in  this  worii 

The  Fitnre  tudes  in  U 
GUdness  and  sorrow ; 
We  press  slill  thorow, 
Nought  tbai  Bbidei  in  it 
Daunting  us, — onirnrd. 

And  salenm  before  ua, 
Vtiled,  the  dark  Portal, 
Goal  of  all  mortal : — 
Stan  aileat  rest  o'er  us, 
Gnies  tmder  as  si  lent. 

VUle  MviHat  than  fwwl 
CcMM  bodlif  of  Umr, 


'  With  donU  and  mi^Tin^ 

Bat  hcMd  an  the  Voieei^— 
Hcaid  ai«  the  SagM, 
Tna  Worlda  and  th«  Age*-. 
*  CheoM  well,  jowr  ehdee  li 
Brief  and  ;«t  e&dkM  j 

Here  i^es  do  n^ud  7011, 
In  EtemitT'i  ttillnees ; 
Hne  i*  all  folaen, 
Ye  braTe,  to  reward  700; 
Wor^  and  de^air  not"* 
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CHAVTBR    1, 

aristocracies. 

To  pndiat  tha  Vatnra,  to  inani^  llie  FrtMnt,  would  not  it  to 
apaadbU,  had  not  the  Put  been  so  naril^ionsl;  mishutdled; 
dkeed,  ud  what  ii  -^om,  de&oed  I  The  But  nmnot  be  seen ; 
Ibe  Peat,  lookod  »t  tbiosgh  the  median  of  '  Philoaophiotl  Hia- 
IH7'  in  theae  timea,  oaanot  even  be  lut  leen :  it  is  miawen ;  »f- 
lined  b>  hne  eziated,— and  to  Iwve  been  a  godleaa  Impoanbili- 
tj.  Tout  Norman  Conquerors,  true  royal  booIs,  eromed  kinga 
u  saoh,  were  Tolturons  irrational  tyrants :  joor  Becket  was  r 
noi^  egoist  and  hypocrite ;  getting  his  brains  apilt  on  the  floor 
of  Canterbury  Gathedt*!,  to  aeonre  the  nuun  ohanoe, — aomowbat 
nwertaiii  bow  I  ''  Policy,  Fanatioiam  ;'  or  My  '  Enthtuiaam,' 
«en '  boneat  Enthusiasm,' — ah  yea,  of  coarse  : 

<TlMDog,fai 
tPdtf  Bdad,* 

For  in  truth,  the  eye  sees  in  all  things '  what  it  brought  witii 
it  the  meuu  of  aeeing.'  A  godless  oantory,  looking  back  oa 
ccDtories  that  were  godly,  produces  portraitures  more  miraou- 
lous  than  any  other.  All  was  inane  discord  in  the  Past ;  bmto 
Force  bore  rule  everywhere ;  Stnpidi^,  savage  Unreason,  fitter 
for  Bedlam  than  for  a  human  World  1  Whereby  iniJeed  it  bo- 
nne fuffioiently  natural  that  the  like  qualities,  in  new  sloeker 
hshilimenU,  should  continue  in  our  time  to  rule.  Millions  en- 
chanted in  Bastille  Workhouses ;  Irish  Widows  proving  their 
relstionabip  by.  typhus-fever',  what  would  you  have?  It  was 
fTcr  BO,  or  worse.  Man's  History,  was  tt  not  always  even  this  ■ 
The  eookery  and  eating  up  of  imbecile  Dupedom  by  soeoaaaftal 
Qnaekfaood ;  the  battle,  with  various  weapons,  of  rnltnrons  Qnaak 
13 


r  dw  Qoi'tViBga 

'»  u  i^Mtjr  at  M  olbv.    Sneh 
Mfc  It  in  Mi  fi«B^  «h^  ue 

diSe^t  to  MMgB  !■  ov  *£■>%  jHiflim  hmI  ii«Mi|lwj 
order,  To  hoUiUpwMtiDh  got  MHM^kgviHrtai^.  Wbj 
•hoald  thi  UMMd  SilniM  ba  bakn  nl»  mimm.  li  wmmiiJihIii 

only  the liki of  thhl  .If  tits  Ftat  *- —  n  tliifiBMiiw  in  jl, 
maliitiB  tnil  I>BTil'B-lJDnMOD,let  tko  Fnt  baatanlfytegoltat: 
inpnlttm  k  no  mon ; — m  whose  -«tioe«b»s  wsn  all  Ranged,  why 
riimiM  we  l«lk  nf  rope*  t 

II  in,  ill  liriof,  nut  truu  thbt  mon  ever  lived  bv  Ikliiinm.  Hy- 
pncriiijF,  liijitHtioo,  ur  any  form  of  Uoreasoo,  since  they  came  to 
inhabit  tliln  Dunot.  It  is  not  true  that  they  ever  did.  or  ever 
will,  live  oxoupt  by  the  rcvcrae  of  these.  Hen  will  again  be 
taught  tUiK.  Their  acU;d  History  will  then  again  be  a  Hi-roiiim  ; 
their  written  History,  what  it  once  was,  an  Epic.  Nay,  forever 
it  is  either  such  ;  or  else  it  virtually  is — Nothing.  Were  it 
written  in  a  thousand  volomea,  the  Uuheroia  of  such  volumes 
hastens  incessantly  to  be  forgotten  ;  the  net  content  of  au  Alt'X- 
audrian  Library  of  Unberoica  is,  and  will  ultimately  show  itself 
tu  be.  »ro.  What  man  is  interested  to  remember  U  ;  have  not 
^l  men,  at  all  times,  the  liveliest  interest  to  forget  it  1 — '  Reve- 
Ihtiuus,'  if  not  celestial,  then  infernal,  will  teach  ua  that  God  is ; 
wd  shall  then,  if  needful,  disoem  without  difficulty  that  He  has 
.u«avtf  bc<^u!  The  Dryasdust  Pbiloaophisms  and  enlightened 
SNlKiuiaua  of  the  Eighteenth  Century,  historical  and  other,  will 
Mti:  Ui  survive  for  a  while  with  the  Fbysiologiets,  as  a  memora- 
•«  \gMm^r«-I>rtam.  All  this  haggard  epoch,  with  its  ghastly 
h  aiid  dMthVhowl  Philosophies  '  teaohing  by  exan^tle' 
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or  otherwifle,  will  ono  day  haye  beeome,  what  to  our  Modom 
friends  their  godless  ages  are,  <  the  Period  of  Ignoronoe.' 

If  the  conTalsiye  straggles  of  the  last  Half-Century  have  taught 
poor  struggling  convulsed  Europe  any  truth,  it  may  perhaps  be 
this  as  the  essence  of  innumerable  others :  That  Europe  requires 
I  real  Aristocracy,  a  real  Priesthood,  or  it  cannot  continue  to  ex- 
Lit.  Huge  French  Kevolutions,  Napoleonisms,  then  Bourbon- 
i'Qis  with  their  corollary  of  Three  Days,  finishing  in  very  un final 
Uuis-Philippisuis :  all  this  ought  to  be  didactic  !  All  this  may 
1  :tve  taught  us.  That  False  Aristocracies,  are  insupportable  ;  that 
Ni>- Aristocracies,  Liberty-and-Equalities  are  impos!$ible;  that 
True  Aristocracies  are  at  once  indispensable  and  notcasily  attained. 

Ari8tocrac3'  and  Priesthood,  a  Governing  Class  and  a  Teaching 
Olasa :  ttiese  two,  sometimes  separate,  and  endeavouring  to  har- 
Liouise  themselves,  sometimes  conjoined  as  one.  and  the  King  a 
IVmtiff  King  ; — there  did  no  Society  exist  with«^ut  these  two  vital 
il'.uients.  tliere  will  none  exist.  It  lies  iu  tlie  very  nature  of 
uiau  :  yoxi  will  visit  no  remotest  village  in  the  most  re])ublicau 
cuuntry  of  the  world,  where  virtually  or  actually  you  do  not  find 
iiit>c  twrt  powers  at  work.  Man,  little  as  he  may  suppose  it,  is 
Qeeeitoitatod  to  obey  superiors.  He  is  a  social  being  in  virtue  of 
thL»  uecos.>«ity  ;  nay  ho  could  not  be  gregarious  otherwise.  He 
''l*ys  those  whom  he  esteems  better  than  himself,  wiser,  braver ; 
«nd  will  forever  obey  such  ;  and  even  be  ready  and  delighted  to 
-iu  it 

The  Wiser,  Braver:  these,  a  Virtual  Aristocracy  everywhere 
and  everywhen,  do  in  all  Srx-ieties  that  reach  any  articulate  shape, 
develop  them.selves  into  a  ruling  class,  an  Actual  Aristocracy, 
vith  settled  modes  of  operating,  what  are  called  laws  and  even 
pnrat*'h\rx  or  privileges,  and  so  forth  ;  very  notable  to  look  upon 
in  this  world. — Aristoeraev  and  Priesthood,  we  sav.  are  sometimes 
■mi ted.  For  indeed  the  Wiser  and  the  Braver  are  properly  but 
•>n»*  class  :  no  wise  man  lait  needed  first  of  all  to  be  a  brave  man, 
•r  he  never  had  been  wise.  The  noble  Priest  was  alwavs  a  nt>bio 
Ar'i^to^  to  begin  with,  and  something  more  to  end  with.  Your 
Luther,  your  Knox,  your  Anselm,  Beckct,  Abbot  Sumson,  iSam- 
a«l  JohuHOD,  if  they  had  not  been  brave  enough,  by  what  [Hissi- 


bilitj  could  they  ever  bavc  been  wise  ) — If,  from  Accideot  or  fore- 
(  thought,  this  joor  Actual  Arbtocraoj  have  got  disoriniinated 
linto  Two  Classeg,  iheri*  can  be  do  doubt  but  the  Priest  Class  ia 
y  the  more  d^nified ;  supreme  over  the  other,as  governing  head  Ja 
]  OTer  active  hand.  Aud  yet  io  practice  again,  it  is  likeliest  the 
/  reverse  will  be  found  arranged ;  a  tiign  that  the  arrangement  ia 
I  already  vitiated ;  that  a  split  is  introduced  into  it,  which  vtill 
^  widen  and  widen  till  the  whole  be  rent  asunder 

In  England,  in  Europe  generally,  we  may  say  that  these  two 
Virtualities  have  unfolded  themtelveg  into  Actualities,  in  by  &r 
the  Dobleet  and  richest  manner  any  region  of  the  world  ever  saw. 
A  spiritoal  Gnidcshiji.  a  practical  Govcri|orsiup,  fruit  of  the 
grand  cotiscious  endeavours,  say  rather  of  the  immeasurable  un- 
conscious instincts  and  necessities  of  men,  have  established  them- 
selves ;  very  strange  to  behold.  Everywhere,  while  so  much  has 
been  forgotten,  you  find  the  King's  Palace,  and  the  Viccking's 
Castle,  Mansion.  Manorhonse  ;  till  there  is  not  an  inch  of  ground 
from  sea  to  sea  but  has  both  its  King  and  Yiceking,  long  due 
series  of  Vicekings,  its  Squire,  Earl,  Duke  or  whatever  the  title 
of  him — to  whom  you  have  given  the  land  that  he  may  govern 
you  in  it. 

More  touching  still,  there  is  not  a  hamlet  where  poor  peasants 
'congregate,  but  by  one  means  and  another  a  Church -Apparatos 
has  been  got  together, — roofed  edifice,  with  revenues  and  belfries ; 
pulpit,  reading-desk,  with  Books  and  Methods :  possibility,  in 
short,  and  strict  prescription.  That  a  man  siaod  there  and  speak 
of  spiritual  things  to  men.  It  is  beautiful ; — even  in  its  great 
obscuration  and  decadence,  it  is  among  the  heautifnlcst,  most 
touching  objects  one  sees  on  the  Earth.  This  Speaking  Man  has 
indeed,  in  these  times,  wandered  terribly  from  the  point ;  has, 
alas,  as  it  were,  totally  lost  sight  of  the  point :  yet,  at  bottom, 
whom  have  we  to  oompare  with  him]  Of  all  public  function- 
aries boarded  and  lodged  on  the  Industry  of  Modem  Europe,  is 
there  one  worthier  of  the  board  he  has  1  A  man  even  profess- 
ing, and  never  so  languidly  making  stilt  some  endeavour,  to 
save  the  sonts  of  men  :  contrast  him  with  a  man  professing  to  do 
little  but  shoot  the  partridges  of  men  I  I  wish  he  ooald  find  the 
pi^t  again,  this  Speaking  One ;  ud  stiok  to  it  with  tepaoitj, 
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with  demdly  energy ;  for  there  is  need  of  him  yet !  The  Speak- 
ing Fonotion,  this  of  Truth  coming  to  ns  with  a  living  voice,  nay 
in  a  living  shape,  and  as  a  concrete  practical  exemplar :  this,  with 
til  our  Writing  and  Printing  Functions,  has  a  perennial  place. 
Could  he  but  find  the  ppint  again, — take  the  old  spectacles  off 
his  nose,  and  looking  up  discover,  almost  in  contact  with  him, 
what  the  real  Satanas,  and  soul-devouring,  world-devouring  i>eri/, 
now  is  t  Original  Sin  and  such  like  arc  bad  enough,  I  doubt 
not :  but  distilled  Gin,  dark  Ignorance,  Stupidity,  dark  Corn- 
Law,  Bastille  and  Company,  what  are  they  !  WiiX  ho  discover 
our  new  real  Satan,  whom  he  has  to  fight ;  or  go  on  droning 
through  his  old  nose-spectacles  about  old  extinct  Satans ;  and 
never  see  the  real  one,  till  he /ee^ him  at  his  own  throat  and  ours? 
That  is  a  question,  for  the  world  1  Let  us  not  intermeddle  with 
it  here. 

Sorrowful,  phantasmal  as  this  same  Double  Aristocracy  of 
Teachers  and  Governors  now  looks,  it  is  worth  all  men's  while  to 
know  that  the  purport  of  it  is  and  remains  noble  and  most  real. 
Dryasdust,  looking  merely  at  the  surface,  is  greatly  in  error  as  to 
those  ancient  Kings.  William  Conqueror,  William  Rufus  or 
Redbeard.  Stephen  Curthose  himself,  much  more  Henry  Beau- 
clerc  and  our  brave  Plantageuet  Henry :  the  life  of  these  mon 
was  not  a  vulturous  Fighting ;  it  was  a  valorous  Governing. — to 
which  occasionally  Fighting  did.  and  alas  must  yet,  though  far 
?oldonier  now,  superadd  itself  as  an  accident,  a  distressing  imped- 
imental adjunct.  The  fighting  too  was  indispensable,  for  ascer- 
taining who  had  the  might  over  whom,  the  right  over  whom.  By 
much  hard  fighting,  as  we  once  said,  ^  the  unrealities,  beaten  inl>i 
(last,  flew  gradually  off;'  and  left  the  plain  reality  and  fact, 
**  Thou  stronger  than  I ;  thou  wiser  than  I ;  thou  king,  and  sub- 
ject I/'  in  a  somewhat  clearer  condition. 

Truly  we  cannot  enough  admire,  in  those  Abbot-Samson  and 
William-Conqueror  times,  the  arrangement  they  had  made  of 
their  Governing  Classes.  Highly  interesting  to  observe  how  the 
sincere  insight,  on  their  part,  into  what  did,  of  primary  necessity, 
behove  to  be  accomplished,  had  led  them  to  the  way  of  accom- 
plishing it,  and  in  the  course  of  time  to  get  it  accomplished '  No 
imaginary  Aristocracy  would  serve  their  turn  ;  and  accordingly 


tbej  attained  a  real  one.  The  BriiTest  men,  who,  it  U  ever  to  be 
repeated  and  rumembcred,  are  also  OQ  the  wbole  the  Wisest, 
StroDgest.  cTorjwa^  Best,  had  here,  with  a  reapeotablc  degree  of 
nccuracy,  been  got  selected  ;  seated  each  on  his  pieee  of  tmritory, 
wliich  wns  lent  him,  then  gnulualt;  given  him,  that  ho  uii^jUt 
guveru  it.  These  Vicckiug^,  each  on  hift  portion  of  the  common 
soil  of  England,  with  a  He  ver  all,  were  a  '  Virtuality 

perieotod  intu  an  Actui  au  aatonlshlDg  aKtcut.         ' 

For  those  wore  ruggea  e.  i ;  full  of  earnestness,  of  a 

rudo  GoJ's-truth ; — nay,  a  ,  their  quilting  was  ao  un- 

speakably ihiniKT  than  ourH :  una  Bwiftly  on  ihem,  if  at 

any  time  they  had  yicli  U«m !     '  The  Knaves  and 

Dastards'  bad  to  be  '  arru-  lo  measure ;  or  the  world, 

almost  within  year  and  d  hat  it  could  not  live.     The 

Knuves  aud  Dastards  acooruiLjj.j  rtere  got  arrested,  DaatArds 
upon  the  very  tJiroue  had  to  be  got  arrested,  and  taken  off  the 
thrune,^>y  siieli  methods  as  there  were ;  by  the  roughest  method, 
if  there  chanced  to  bo  do  smoother  one  I  Doubtless  there  waa 
much  harshness  of  operation,  much  severity ;  as  indeed  govern- 
ment and  surgery  are  often  somewhat  severe,  Gurth  born  thrall 
of  Cedric,  it  is  like,  got  eufls  as  often  as  pork-paringa,  if  he  mb- 
demeaned  himself:  but  Gurth  did  belong  to  Cedrio:  no  human 
creature  then  went  about  connected  with  nobody,  left  to  go  his 
ways  into  Bastilles  or  worse,  under  Laittrz-foArt ;  reduced  tu 
prove  his  relationship  by  dying  of  typhus-fever  1 — Days  come 
when  there  is  no  King  in  Israel,  but  every  man  is  his  own  king, 
doing  that  which  is  right  in  hia  own  eyes ; — and  tarbarrets  are 
burnt  to  '  Liberty,' '  Tenpound  Franchise'  and  the  like,  with  con- 
siderable effect  in  various  ways  ! — 

That  Feudal  Aristocracy,  I  say,  was  no  imaginary  one.  To  a 
respectable  degree,  its  Jarts,  what  we  now  call  Earb,  were  Strong- 
Ones  in  fact  as  well  as  etymology  ;  its  Dukes  Leaders;  its  Lords 
Zawwa  -ill.  They  did  all  the  Soldiering  and  Police  of  the  coun- 
try, all  the  Judging,  Law-making,  even  the  Church-Extension; 
whatsoever  in  the  way  of  Governing,  of  Guiding  and  Protecting 
could  be  done.  It  was  a  Land  Aristooraoy;  it  managed  the 
Governing  of  thU  English  People,  and  had  the  reaping  of  the 
Soil  of  England  in  return.    It  is,  ia  louiy  aeiuea,  the  L»w  of  Na 


ARISTOCRACIES.  247 


tore,  this  sune  Law  of  Feudalism ; — ^no  right  Aristocracy  but  a 
Land  one !  The  enrions  are  invited  to  meditate  upon  it  in  these 
days.  Soldiering,  Police  and  Judging,  Church-Extension,  nay 
real  Gkyvemment  and  Guidance,  all  this  was  actually  done  by  the 
nolders  of  the  Land  in  return  for  their  Land.  How  much  of  it 
is  now  done  by  them ;  done  by  anybody  ?  Good  Heavens, 
**  Laissez-feire,  Do  ye  nothing,  cat  your  wages  and  sleep,"  is 
everywhere  the  passionate  half-wise  cry  of  this  time ;  and  they 
Till  not  80  much  as  do  nothing,  but  must  do  mere  Corn-Laws ! 
We  raise  Fifty-two  millions,  from  the  general  mass  of  us,  to  get 
our  Governing  done, — or,  alas,  to  get  ourselves  persuaded  that  it 
is  done :  and  the  '  peculiar  burden  of  the  Land'  is  to  pay,  not  all 
this,  but  to  pay,  as  I  learn,  one  twenty-fourth  part  of  all  this. 
Our  first  Chartist  Parliament,  or  Oliver  Redivirus,  you  would 
say,  will  know  where  to  lay  the  new  tax6s  of  England  I — Or, 
alas,  taxes?  If  we  made  the  Holders  of  the  Land  pay  every 
fihilling  still  of  the  expense  of  Governing  the  Land,  what  were 
all  that?  The  Land,  by  mere  hired  Governors,  cannot  be  got 
governed.  You  cannot  hire  men  to  govern  the  Land :  it  is  by  a 
mission  not  contracted  for  in  the  Stock-Exchange,  but  felt  in 
their  own  hearts  as  coming  out  of  Heaven,  that  men  can  govern 
a  Jjand.  The  mission  of  a  Land  Aristocracy  is  a  sacred  one, 
in  iHDth  the  senses  of  that  old  word.  The  footing  it  stands  on, 
at  present,  might  give  rise  to  thoughts  other  than  of  Coru- 
Laws ! — 

But  truly  a  '  Splendour  of  God,'  as  in  William  Conqueror's 
rough  oath,  did  dwell  in  those  old  rude  veracious  ages ;  did  in- 
form, more  and  more,  with  a  heavenly  nobleness,  all  dopartmi.'Ut.s 
of  their  work  and  life.  Phantasms  could  not  yet  walk  abroad  in 
more  Cloth  Tailorago ;  they  were  at  least  Phantasms  •  on  tin* 
rim  of  the  horizon,'  pencilled  there  by  an  eternal  Light-beam 
from  within.  A  most  *  practicaV  Hero-worship  wont  on.  uncon- 
R-iously  or  half-oonsciously,  everywhere.  A  Monk  Samson.  wi*!i 
a  inuxiniuni  of  two  shillings  in  Ins  pocket,  conlil.  withimt  balli..- 
Ik»x.  bo  ma  Jo  a  Vicokinc  of.  being  soon  to  bo  w»nthy.  Tlio  <iit*- 
fort'iioe  K^twoon  a  good  man  and  a  bad  man  was  as  yvi  fflt  to  l»o, 
what  it  forever  is.  an  immoasurable  one.  Who  di/rst  have  olootod 
a  Pandarus  Dog-draught,  in  those  days,  to  any  ofiice,  Carlton  Club, 
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SeDstorship,  or  place  whatsoever  1  It  was  felt  that  the  nrcli  Sa- 
tauas  and  no  other  had  a  clear  right  of  property  in  Paadarua  j 
that  it  were  better  for  jou  to  Lave  no  hand  in  PandaruB,  to  keep 
oat  of  PandiLriia  liis  neigh boarhood  I  Which  is,  to  this  hour,  ttia 
mere  fact ;  though  for  the  present,  aiaa,  the  forgotten  &cl.  I 
think  thej  were  ooniparatiTol;  bleaaed  times  thoBO,  in  their  way  1 
'  Violence,'  '  w»r,' '  disorder  ,'  well,  what  is  war,  and  death  itself 
to  such  a  perpetual  life-in-<ieath,  and  '  peace,  peace  whore  there  ia 

I  no  peace  I'  Unless  some  Hero-worahip,  in  its  new  appropriate 
form,  can  return,  this  world  does  not  promise  to  be  very  habita- 
ble long. 

Old  Anselm,  exiled  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  one  of  the  pu- 
rest-minded '  men  of  genius,'  was  travelling  to  make  hia  appeal  to 
Rome  agunst  King  Rufus — a  man  of  rough  ways,  in  «bom  the  , 
'  inner  Light-beam'  shone  verj-  fitfully.  It  ia  beautiful  to  read,  in 
Monk  Eadiner,  how  the  Continental  populations  welcomed  and 
venerated  flii;*  Auaelni.  aa  no  French  population  now  venerates 
tTean-Jaoques  or  giant-kiUing  Voltaire  ;  as  not  oven  an  American 
population  now  venerates  a  SchnQspel  the  distinguished  Novelist  I 
They  had,  by  phantasy  and  true  insight,  the  intensest  conviction 
that  a  Ood's  Slesaing  dwelt  in  thia  AnseUu, — as  is  my  conviction 

'  too.  They  crowded  round,  with  bent,  knees  and  enkindled  hearts, 
to  receive  his  blessing,  to  hear  his  voice,  to  see  the  light  of  hiji 
face.  Hy  blessings  on  them  and  on  him  ! — But  the  notablest  was 
a  certain  necessitous  or  covetous  Duke  of  Burgundy,  in  straitened 
circam stances  we  shall  hope, — who  reflected  that  in  all  likelihood 
this  English  Archbishop,  going  towards  Rome  to  appeal,  must 
have  taken  store  of  cash  with  him  to  bribe  the  Cardinals. 
Wherefore  he  of  Burgundy,  for  his  part,  decided  to  lie  in  wait 
and  rob  him.  '  lu  an  open  space  of  a  wood,'  some  '  wood  '  then 
green  and  growing,  eight  centuries  ago,  in  Burgundian  Land, — 
this  fierce  Duke,  with  fierce  steel  followers,  shaggy,  savage,  as  the 
Russian  bear,  dashes  out  on  the  weak  old  Anselm ;  who  ia  riding 
along  there,  on  his  small  quiet-going  pony ;  escorted  only  by 
Eadmer  and  another  poor  Slonk  on  ponies  ;  and,  except  small 
modicum  of  roadmoney,  not  a  gold  coin  in  his  possession.  The 
steelclad  Russian  bear  emerges,  glaring;  the  old  white-bearded  man 
starts  not, — paces  on  unmoved,  looking  into  him  with  those  clear 


ABI8TOqKl€IEa 

I  tliat  Tamnble  torn 
ofwkoBlMiUBOr  thmgnMdbeafrud,miidwlioKlMiisafrmid  ti 
wt  anatai  jaaa  or  Hang.  ^niefii»«jMofluiBu:giindiwiGnm 
■Mat  than  oloKT «j»^>noM, ooDT^  them nrifl  to  hia  heart:  ha 
betUnka  him  that  profaaU;  tUs  feeUe,  fearlaaa,  hoary  Kgon  hai 
ia  it  aomathing  ti  tba  Moat  High  God ;  that  pK^Uy  he  ahall  be 
damned  if  ha  maddla  with  it^ — that^  on  the  irtiola,  he  had  better 
wA.  Ha  ^wagea,  the  roigh  aaTige,  from  bin  war-horse,  down  to 
Ua  kneaa ;  amlnaeea  tha  <&et  of  did  *■—''"  :  h«  too  begi  hia 
Uaamug ;  ordera  men  to  aaont  him,  gnaid  him  from  being  rob- 
bed, and  nnder  droad  penaltiea  aee  Um  iafe  on  liia  way.  Per  m 
iU,  aa  hia  Majesty  waa  wont  to  ejaculate  I 

Neither  ia  thia  qnami  of  Bnfna  and  Anaelm,  of  Henry  and 
Baeket^  munatmotiTO  to  oa.  It  waa,  at  bottom,  a  great  ^pumL 
For,  admitting  that  Anaelm  was  fall  of  dirine  bleaaing,  he  by 
■a  mnana  inoladed  ia  him  all  forma  of  divine  bleaaing : — there 
were  ftx  other  fonna  wit^ial,  which  he  little  dreamed  of;  and  Wil- 
liam Bedbcard  was-nnoonHionsly  the  representative  and  spokea- 
naa  of  theae.  lo  truth,  oould  your  divine  Anselm,  yoar  divine 
Pope  Oregory  have  had  tlieir  way,  the  results  had  been  very  no- 
taUe.  Onr  Weatem  World  had  all  become  a  European  Thibet, 
with  one  Grand  Lama  aitttng  at  Rome ;  oar  one  honourable  bosi- 
neaa  that  of  nnging  maas,  all  day  and  all  ni^t  Which  would  not 
in  the  leaat  have  aoited  ns !    The  Supreme  Fowen  willed  it  not  so. 

It  waa  as  if  King  Redbaard  onoonsoionsly,  addressing  Anselm, 
Bac^t  and  the  others,  had  sud :  "  Right  Reverend,  yow  Theory 
of  the  Unrverae  ia  indisputable  by  man  or  devil.  To  the  oore  of 
onr  heart  we  feel  that  this  divine  tbiog,  which  you  call  Mother 
Church,  does  fill  the  whole  world  hitherto  known,  and  is  and  shall 
be  all  our  salvation  and  all  our  desire.  And  yet — and  yet — Re- 
hold  though  it  is  an  unspoken  seoret,  the  world  is  xnder  than  any 
of  us  tUnk,  Right  Reverend  I  Rehold,  there  are  yet  other  im- 
measurable Saorednesses  in  this  that  you  call  Heatheniim,  Seen- 
Urity  I  On  the  whole  I,  in  an  obscure  but  most  rooted  manner, 
feel  that  I  cannot  comply  with  yon.  Western  Thibet  and  per- 
petual masB-ohanting. — No.  I  am,  so  to  speak,  in  the  ftmily 
way  j  with  child,  of  I  know  not  what,— oertainly  of  something  br 
difmot  from  this  I  I  hav«— -Per  m  Da,  I  hsre  Haaeheatw  Co^ 
11* 


ton-tTMles,  Broni'nicbam  Iron-trades,  American  ConuuonwealtlM, 
Indian  Empirua,  Stea,m  MeuhaniHinB  and  Shakapeart'  DnLmae,  in 
my  bellj  ;  nod  cannot  do  it,  Bight  Bevereud  I"— So  aeeordingly 
it  iviLB  decided :  and  Saxon  Becket  spilt  tia  life  in  CaDt«rbury 
Cathedral,  as  Scottish  A^'allace  did  ou  Tower-UiU,  nod  a»  gener- 
ally a  noble  man  and  martyr  has  to  do, — not  for  notbiog ;  no,  hnt 
for  a  divine  something,  other  than  At:  bad  altogether  calculated. 
Wc  will  nov  (]nit  this  of  the  hard,  organic,  but  limited  Feudal 
Ages  ;  and  glance  timidly  into  the  immcoEe  Industiiat  Ages,  m 
yet  all  inorganic,  and  in  a  quite  pulpy  condition,  lequiring  dM- 
p«rately  to  liardeu  thcmaelves  into  some  organism  I 

Oar  Epio  having  now  become  Tools  ami  the  JUan.  it  ia  more 
tbao  uaaally  impoeaible  to  prophesy  the  Future.  Tlio  boundless 
Future  does  lie  there,  prB-destined,  nay  already  eitant  though 
uusucu  ;  hiding,  in  its  Continenta  of  Darkn^tis,  'glodnoaa  and 
Riirnnv;'  hut  the  Buprcmofit  inlellifrenee  of  man  cannot  prefigura 
much  of  it : — -the  united  intelligence  and  effort  of  All  Men  in  all 
coming  generations,  this  alone  will  gradually  prefigure  it,  and 
figure  and  form  it  into  a  Been  fact  I  Straining  our  eyes  hitherto, 
the  ntmoai  effort  of  intelligence  aheds  but  aome  most  glimmering 
dawn,  a  little  way  into  its  dark  enormous  Deepa :  only  huge  out- 
lines loom  uncertain  on  the  eight ;  and  the  ray  of  prophecy,  at  a 
short  diatance,  eipires.  But  may  we  not  say,  here  as  alwaya, 
Sufficient  for  the  day  is  the  evil  thereof!  Tn  nhiiipn  thn  whnln 
FoCare  iutot  ooF-juolilem  ;  but  only  to  shape  faithfully  a  amall 
part  of  it,  according  to  rules  already  JniowdL..  It  ia  perhaps  poa- 
sible  for  each  of  ubJ^wIio  will  with  due  earnestness  inquire,  to 
ascertain  clearly  what  he,  for  hia  own  part,  ought  to  do :  this 
let  him,  with  true  heart  do,  and  continue  doing.  The  general 
issue  will,  as  it  has  always  done,  rest  well  with  a  Higher  Intelli- 
genoo  than  oura. 

One  grand  '  outline,'  or  even  two,  many  earoest  readers  may 
perhaps,  a*  this  stage  of  the  business,  be  able  to  prefigure  for 
themselves, — and  draw  soma  ~ guidance  from.  One  prediction, 
or  even  two,  arc  already  possible.  For  tha  Lif«-tree  Igdrasit, 
in  all  its  new  developments,  is  the  selfsame  world-old  Life-tree : 
futving  found  »n  element  or  element*  there,  running  ^tna  the 
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very  roots  of  it  in  Hela's  Realms,  in  the  Well  of  Mimcr  and 
of  the  Three  Nomas  or  Times,  up  to  this  present  hour  of  it 
in  our  own  hearts,  we  conclude  that  such  will  have  to  continue. 
A  man  has  in  his  own  soul,  an  Eternal ;  can  read  something  of 
the  Eternal  there,  if  he  will  look  I  He  already  knows  what  will 
continue ;  what  cannot,  by  any  moans  or  appliance  whatsoever,  be 
made  to  continue ! 

One  wide  and  widest  '  outline'  ought  really,  in  all  ways,  to  bo 
iiecoming  clear  to  us ;  this  namely :  That  a  '  Splondour  of  God,* 
in  one  form  or  other,  will  have  to  unfold  itself  from  the  heart  of 
tiiese  our  Industrial  Ages  too ;  or  they  will  never  get  themselves 
'  organised  ;'  but  continue  chaotic,  distressed,  distracted  evermore, 
and  have  to  perish  in  frantic  suicidal  dissolution.  A  second  '  out- 
line' or  prophecy,  narrower,  but  also  wide  enough,  seems  not  less 
certain  :  That  there  will  again  be  a  King  in  Israel ;  a  system  of 
Order  and  Government ;  and  every  man  fishall,  in  some  measure, 
>w  himself  constrained  to  do  that  which  is  right  in  the  Kiu^r's 
tjes.  This  too  we  may  call  a  sure  element  of  the  Future ;  lor 
this  t*)0  is  of  the  Eternal ; — this  too  is  of  the  Present,  though 
hidden  from  most ;  and  without  it  no  fibre  of  the  Past  ever  was. 
An  actual  new  Sovereignty,  Industrial  Ari.stocracy,  real  not  inia- 
t'inary  Aristocracy,  is  indispensable  and  indubitable  for  us. 

But  what  an  Arist<.)eracy ;  on  what  new,  far  more  complex  and 
cunningly  devi.«e<l  conditions  than  that  old  Feudal  fighting  one ' 
For  we  are  to  >>ethink  us  that  the  Epic  verily  is  not  Ar/fis  nnd  thi 
M'ln^  but  TTW*  and  thr  IMnt, — an  infinitely  wider  kind  of  Epic. 
And  again  we  are  to  bethink  us  that  m^n  cannot  now  be  bound 
to  men  by  hrns.<-n4tars, — not  at  all :  that  this  brass-collar  nict]ii»d, 
in  all  figures  of  it.  h:i8  vanished  out  of  Europe  forevermore !  Huge 
l)em«xT;u'y,  walking  the  streets  everywhere  in  its  Sack  Coat,  has 
a.^sort«Ml  HO  much:  irrevocably,  brooking  no  reply!  True  enough, 
man  i^  forever  the  'lM»rn  thrall'  of  certain  m»^n.  born  master  of  cer- 
tain other  nien.lM>rniM[ual  of  certain  others,  lot  him  acknowledge  the 
fact  or  not.  It  is  unblessed  for  him  when  ho  cannot  acknowlcdire 
thi-i  fact  :  he  is  in  the  chaotic  state,  ready  to  perish,  till  he  do  pt 
the  fart  acknowh'dged.  Hut  no  man  is,  or  can  henceforth  bo.  the 
brass-cidiar  thrall  of  any  man  ;  you  will  have  to  bind  him  by 
other,  far  nobler  and  cunninger  methods.    Once  for  all,  he  is  to  b«) 


loose  o£  the  brass-coUsr,  to  h&ve  a  Boope  at  nide  as  his  focnlUea 

now  are : — will  Lo  uot  bo  all  the  uaefuler  to  jou,  Id  that  neir 
state  1  Let  him  go  ahroad  as  a  trusted  one,  na  a  free  one  ;  and 
return  hoiua  ta.  jou  with  rich,  earning  at  night!  Gurtli  could 
onlj  tend  pigs;  this  one  will  build  cities,  conquer  waste  wurlda. 
~         D  conjunettoQ  with  inevitable  Democracy,  indispeniiable 


Sovereignty  is  to  exist :  certi ' 
heretofore  propounded  U 
work  for  long  years  and  ( 
knows  not  what  cainplexi< 
tbey  shall,  with  earnest  v 
iu  elothful  uoveracity  and 
grcsa.  For  either  progr^oo 
progress  towards  diseolutiou 


Is  the  hugcst  qaestioi 
The  solution  of  which  is 
ears  and  oenturies,  of  oue 
or  unblessed,  according  as 
make  progress  therein,  or, 
„,  only  talk  of  making  pro- 
or  swift  and  ever  ewiftoi 
_  .forth  a  necessity. 


It  is  of  importance  that  this  grand  reformation  were  begun ; 
that  Corn-Law  Bebatings  and  other  jargon,  little  less  than  deli- 
rioua  in  sucli  a  time,  had  fled  far  away,  and  left  ua  room  to  begin  ! 
For  the  evil  has  grown  practical,  extremely  conspicuous  ;  if  it  be 
not  seen  and  provided  for,  the  blindest  fool  will  have  to  feel  it  ere 
long.  There  is  much  that  can  wait ;  but  there  is  something  also 
that  cannot  wtwt.  With  millions  of  eager  Working  Men  impri- 
soned in  '  Impossibility'  and  Poor- Law  Baatlllea,  it  is  time  that 
some  means  of  dealing  with  them  were  trying  to  become  '  possi- 
ble !'  Of  the  GovernmeDt  of  England,  of  all  articulate- speaking 
functionaries,  real  and  imaginary  Aristocracies,  of  me  and  of 
thee,  it  is  imperatively  demanded,  "  How  do  yon  mean  to  manage 
these  men  1  Where  are  tbey  to  find  a  suppottable  existence  i 
What  is  to  become  of  them, — and  of  youl" 


CHAPTER    II. 

BBIBXBT  coiuinrTss. 

•  (rf  the  bt«  Bribary  0<nuiiittee,  it  memsd  to  bo  Iha^ 
B  <rf th*  KnindMt  prutkal nundsthkt Bribery ooold not 
be  pot  dom ;  thftt  Pore  Slootion  wu  «  thing  we  b>d  seen  the 
]Mt  0^  wad  rnoBt  now  go  on  without,  m  we  best  ecmld.  A  ooa- 
eteMU  not  »  little  itwtling ;  to  wluoh  it  reqniiee  %  pnetioal 
miad  «f  Nbu  imnninfl  to  reeonoile  jonrMlf  ftt  onoe  t  It  leemi, 
thiB^  we  an  henoeftrth  le  get  oonelTee  cxnutitnted  Legialetora  not 
aoearding  to  wlutt  merit  we  me;  have,  or  even  wlmt  merit  we  m^ 
Mcm  to  hftTO,  bat  aooording  to  the  length  of  our  parae,  end  our 
EnmkneM,  impndenoe  and  dexterity  ia  laying  out  the  eonteata  of 
the  mate.  Oar  theory,  written  down  ia  all  boolu  and  law-bo<^ 
^rantod  fbrt&  from  all  barrel-heada,  ia  perfect  parity  of  Tenpoond 
Fraaehiae, — abaolnte  ainoerity  of  qaeetion  pnt  and  answer  given ; 
—and  oni  praetioe  ia  irremediable  bribery;  irremediable,  nn- 
poniahable,  whioh  you  will  do  more  barm  than  good  by  attempt- 
iag  to  panish  I  Onoe  more,  a  very  startling  oonelnaion  indeed ; 
whioh,  whatever  the  eoandeet  practioal  minda  in  Parliament  may 
think  of  it,  inritea  all  British  men  to  meditations  of  rarionB 
kinds. 

A  Parliament,  one  would  say,  whioh  proclaims  itaelf  elected 
and  eli^ble  by  bribery,  tells  the  Nation  that  is  governed  by  it  a 
piece  ofx>ngnIar  news.  Bribery :  have  we  reflected  what  bribei]i' . 
is  7  Bribery  means  not  only  length  of  parse,  whioh  is  neither 
qnalifieation  nor  the  contrary  for  legislating  well ;  but  it  meaaa 
dialionesty,  and  even  impudent  dishonesty  ; — braien  insensibility 
to  lying  and  to  making  others  lie ;  total  oblivicn,  and  flinging 
overboard,  for  the  nonoe,  of  any  real  thing  yon  can  call  verseity, 
morality ;  with  dexterous  putting  on  the  cait^thea  of  that 
real  thing,  and  Btnitting  about  in  then  I    What  Lagiilatiag  «an 


ynu  get  out  of  a  man  in  that  fal&l  situation  ?  None  that  will  pro- 
fit uiuch,  one  would  tliink!  A  Legislutor  who  iiaa  left  iiis  vera- 
city lying  oD  the  door-thresliold,  ho,  why  verily  he — ought  to  be 
sent  out  to  seek  it  again  I 

UtiBvens,  what  an   improvement,  wero  there  once  fairly  ta 
Downing-street,  aa  Eleclion-Offioe  opened,  with  a  Tariff  of  Boi^ 


t  of  property-tax, 
a  two  Members,  returns  ona 
pawich  BO  many  thoaBaada, 
led,  cino  by  ono,  to  fell  into 
An  incaloulablo  iiu{>r«ve- 
roa  have  it  fairly  by  length 
impudonee,  the  ucvdrneitjr 
10,  aod  desire  to  be  a  LegiB- 
unt,  not  ifilh,  bnt  if  possi- 
lence  and  the  dbhonestyl 
!,  as  iiitrin#io  qnallfioBtions^ 


oughs  I     Such  and  such  f 

ground-rental,  extent  of ' 

Member,  for  so  much  m' 

NottiDgham  so  many, — ■ 

this  Dew  Downiof^-stroi: 

meet,  in  oomparison  :  fo 

of  purse,  and  leave  the  ' 

all  liandsoniely  snide. 

later  ought  to  get  a  man  i 

bio  irithout  the  unreraoity,  the  iiu[ 

Leogtli  of  parse  and  desire,  thesa  \uv 

correctly  pfjiml  to  kito  ;   but  thoy  fire  not  yet  fes  tlinn  zuro, — as 

the  smallest  addition  of  that  latter  sort  will  make  them  I 

And  is  it  come  to  this  t     And  does  our  venerable  Parliament 

-  anDonnee  itself  elected  and  eligible  in  this  raanner  ?  i^urelysuch 
a  Parliament  promulgates  strange  horoscopes  of  itself  What  is 
to  become  of  a  Parliament  elected  or  eligible  in  this  manner  ? 
Unless  Belibl  and  Beelsebub  have  got  possession  of  the  throne 
of  this  Universe,  such  Parliament  is  preparing  itself  for  new  Re- 
form-bills. We  shall  have  to  try  it  by  Chartism,  or  any  conceiv- 
able MM,  rather  than  pat  up  with  this  1  There  is  already  io  Eng- 
land '  religion'  enough  to  get  sis  hundred  and  fifty-eight  Consult- 
ing Men  brought  together  who  do  net  begin  work  with  a  lie 
in  their  mouth.  Our  poor  eld  Parliament,  thousands  of  years 
old,  is  still  good  for  something,  for  several  things  ; — though  many 
are  beginning  to  ask,  with  ominous  anxiety,  in  these  days  :  For 
what  thing}  But  for  whatever  thing  and  things  Parliament  be 
good,  indisputably  it  must  start  with  other  than  a  lie  in  its 
mouth  I  On  the  whole,  a  Parliament  working  with  a  lie  in  its 
mouth,  will  have  to  take  itself  away.  Tono  Parliament  or  thing, 
that  one  has  heard  of,  did  this  Universe  ever  long  yield  harbour 

^  oa  tiurt  ftxrting.     At  all  hours  of  the  day  and  night,  some  Chart- 


w  !■  •diMMng;  mam  miH*d  Gmnrell  !■  adniuniift  to  Bppiin 
aekPariiuMDi:  oTeonMPiriiuient    In  (1m  lumo  of  God, 

la  Md  tentk,  obm  mon^  hoir  ia  oar  wbiAa  sziitoiMo,  in  these 
frant  dqr>,  boUt  en  Oat,  BpMiae%,  nOMhood,  Klettantimn ; 
witk  lU*  floa  nrion*  Tcnoity  in  it:  Kammo&Iani  I  Dig  down 
whan  joa  irill,  tlviragh  tha  PafHamaiit-IIoor  or  elas«4iei«,  how 
nAlUUj  A>  JOB,  at  ipada*B  deptli  baloir  the  rar&se,  oome  npon 
tkianainmliiarr'nMkavlMtiatatBl  Unriielwia  onamanlal; 
toaa  OK  iMinl-haada,  in  pnlptti,  hnatingB,  ParliameBtar]^  bendtea; 
bat  IUb  ia  Ibnrrar  Ima  ud  tmeat :  "  Monaj  does  bring  monej*! 
aorA;  Pnt  maiief  in  jonr  pnrae."  Hsra,  if  nowhen dae,  ia  tiia 
hsaan  aoal  atiU  in  tboraa^  earaeat ;  riBoera  with  a  pro^iof  r 
■■aarity :  aad '  tfaa  Hall  of  the  Bngiish,'  as  Saaerteig  lud,  *  ia 
■tba  ™<^it*  tanm  of  Not  getting  on,  espeoially  of  Not "— i^^g 
'momj.'    With  reanftal 

To  nuuij  penana  the  horowxipe  of  Parliament  ia  more  intereat- 
ing  than  to  ma :  bat  mrely  all  men  with  Bonis  moat  admit  that 
■wHirg  mamhera  to  Parliament  l^  bribery  ia  an  in&moaa  aola- 
ciam ;  ao  aot  enttrdy  immoral,  wtdoh  no  man  can  haTs-to  do  witii, 
man  or  leaa,  but  he  wiD  aoil  fan  fingers  more  or  Imb.  No  Carl- 
ton Clnba,  Bcform  dnha,  nor  any  eort  of  olnba  or  oreatnraB,  or 
of  aaeraditMl  opiniona  or  praotieea,  oan  make  a  Lie  Truth,  ean 
maka  Bribery  a  Proprie^.  Tlie  Parlialnent  shonld  raally  either 
poniah  and  put  away  Bribery,  or  l^alise  it  by  some  Offioe  in 
Downing-atreet.  Ab  I  read  the  Apocalypses,  a  Pftrliameat  that 
can  do  neither  of  tbeae  things  ia  not  in  a  good  way. — And  yet, 
■las,  what  of  Parliaments  and  their  Elections?  Parliamentary 
EleetionB  are  bnt  the  topmost  ultimate  ontoome  of  an  electioneer- 
ing whieli  goea  on  at  all  lioars,  in  all  placet,  in  every  meeting  of 
two  or  more  men.  It  is  we  that  vote  wrong,  and  teaeh  the  poor 
ngged  Freemen  of  Borenghs  to  Tote  wrong.  We  pay  respect  to 
tliose  worthy  ot  no  respect 

la  not  Pandams  Dogdranght  a  member  of  select  cluba,  and  ad- 1 
mittad  into  the  drawingrooms  of  men  ?  Visibly  to  all  peraons  ks 
is  of  the  oSal  of  Creation ;  bnt  lie  oarriea  money  in  hia  pniaai  dne 
bake*  on  kia  dog-riaage,  aad  it  ia  baliared  will  not  steal  apoon, 


The  human  species  do«s  not  with  one  voioe,  like  the  Hebrew 
FsahoUt, 'sUim  to  ait'  with  Dogdraugbt,  refuse  t«tfdtj  to  dine 
with  Dogdro  it ;  men  called  of  honour  are  milling  enough  to 
dine  wilfa  lia  talk  heing  Uvelj,  and  his  champagne  excellent. 

We  say  t  lives,  "  The  man  ia  in  good  society," — others  have 

,  already  ir  him;  why  should  not  It     V/eforga  the  inde-. 

feaaible  [<ivjiertv  ti.  '  "  '      '  as  in  Dogdraught, — we  are 

^Vnotafra..  -  I  It_i8_we_tJyyLxolB-iirriiag-;. 

^^,'  blindly.  t  is  we  that  no  longer  know 

^-     the  diff  ^v^  _  and  Human  Unworth  ;  or 

feel  thai  »»,  u-u  >b  bdm  le  admirable,  the  other  de- 

testable,  damnable  I  i  out  a  Hero  and  Tioeking 

Samson  with  a  maxiu  llings  in  hia  pocket?     We 

have  no  chance  to  do  fi...  Te  have  got  out  of  the  Ages 

of  Heroism,  deep  inh  ^i^  nkoyisui — and  must  return 

or  die.  What  a  nobiu  svl  ot  moriuLs  are  wc,  who,  because  there 
13  no  Saint  Edmund  threatening  us  at  the  rim  of  the  horizon,  are 
not  afraid  to  be  whattvor^for  the  day  ant!  hour,  is  smoothest  for  ub! 
And  now,  in  good  sooth,  why  should  an  indigent  discerning 
Freeman  give  his  vote  without  bribes  t  Let  us  rather  honour 
the  poor  man  that  he  does  discern  clearly  wherein  ties,  for  him, 
the  true  kernel  of  the  matter.  What  is  it  to  the  ragged  grimy 
Freeman  of  a  Tenpou  ad -Franchise  Borough,  whether  Ariatidea 
Bigmarole  Euq.  of  the  Destructive,  or  the  Hon.  Alcldes  Bolittle 
of  the  Conservative  Party  be  sent  to  Parliament  ;^much  more, 
whether  the  two-thonaaudth  part  of  them  be  sent,  for  that  ia  the 
amount  of  his  faculty  in  it?  Destructive  or  Conservative,  what 
will  either  of  them  destroy  or  conserve  of  vital  moment  to  this 
Freeman !  Has  he  found  cither  of  them  care,  at  bottom,  a  six- 
pence for  him  or  bja  interests,  or  those  of  his  class  or  of  his  cause, 
or  of  any  class  or  cauae  that  is  of  mnch  Taluo  to  God  or  to  man? 
Rigmarole  and  DoLittle  have  alike  cared  for  themselves  hitherto : 
and  for  their  own  clique,  and  self-conceited  crochet h, — their  greasy 
dishonest  interests  of  pudding,  or  windy  dishonest  interests  of 
praise  ;  and  not  very  perceptibly  for  any  other  interest  what- 
ever. Neither  Bigmarole  nor  Dolittle  will  accomplish  any  good 
or  any  evil  for  this  grimy  Freeman,  like  giving  him  a  five- 
povnd  note,  or  refoaiog  to  give  it  him.    It  will  be  smoothest 


to  TCto  MBOvdii^  to  Jtlaa  raoamd.  That  ii  the  TsritaU*  &et ; 
tad  hm  indigmt^  lOn  oUun  Uut  tra  not  indigent,  aata  oonfiwnift- 
Uf  th«nto. 

Wbj,  raadra,  tralj,  if  thay  uked  thee  or  ino,  Whioh  mj  wa 
MMBi  to  Total — vara  it  not  onr  Ukalieat  uuwer:  Nuthermyl 
I,a>aTaapoaiidFiMMlttaer,'iriUreaeiTe  no  bribe:  bntalao  I  will 
not  not  vote  tea  uthar  of  theaa  men.  Neither  Rigmarcde  nor 
Dotlttla  ahall,  hy  flirthannoe  of  mina,  go  and  make  Uve  for  tiiia 
euuulrji.  I  will  have  no  band  in  midk  a  misaion.  How  dare  1 1 
If  oiker  BOO  eaanot  be  got  in  Bngland,  a  totally  triiiM  Bort  of 
MM,  dtfiarant  aa  light  ia  from  dark,  as  atu-flre  ia  £rani  stieet-mnd, 
whtt  ia  the  ua  at  votinga,  oi  of  PaAiamenta  in  Sngland  1  Sng- 
had  oqght  to  raaigB  heraelf ;  tharo-  ia  no  hope  or  poaaihilifrf  far 
ffrgl'T*  If  Bi^aad  eaanot  get  ber  Knarea  and  DaaUrdi^ 
'  Miwttd,'  b  aama  degree,  but  only  get  them  ■  eleotad,'  what  ia  to 
bMOM  of  Ei^land} 

I  oonolnde,  with  all  oonfidenee,  that  England  will  Terily  have 
la  pat  an  end  to  briberies  on  her  Election  Hoatinga  and  else- 
iriiere,  at  what  ooat  soever ;— and  likewise  that  we,  Eleebws  and 
Eligiblea,  one  and  all  of  ua,  for  oar  own  behoof  and  hers,  eannot 
loo  aoon  beg^  at  what  eost  soever,  to  pnt  an  end  to  bribeaiUitiet 
ia  ooraelTei.  The  death-leprosy,  attacked  in  this  manner,  by 
potifying  lotions  from  without  and  by  rallying  of  the  Tilal.ener^ 
fpgg  and  parities  from  within,  will  probably  abate  somewhail    It 
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CHAPTER    III. 


What  onr  Gorernoi  this  grand  ProHcm  of  th« 

Working  Classes  of  E  supposing  the  insane  Com- 

LawE  totally  aboliaheii.  theui  ended,  and  '  From  teA 

to  twenty  years  of  H'-       <  rve  and  find  wages'  conceded 

ns  in  censeqneiice  ;  i  GoTemmcDt  might  be  tx^ 

pocted  to  aooompliah  o  rds  rendering  the  extstoneo 

<jf  our  Labouring  MiliioDS  BOmewnaC  leas  Anomalous,  somewhat 
Icsfl  iiupoHsible,  ill  the  years  that  are  to  follow  those  -ten  or 
twenty,'  if  either  '  ten'  or  '  twenty'  there  be  ? 

It  is  the  most  momentous  question.  For  all  this  of  the  Corn- 
Law  Abrogation,  and  what  can  follow  therefrom,  is  bat  as  the 
ihadow  on  King  Hezekiah's  Dtul :  the  shadow  has  gone  hack 
tirenty  years  ;  but  will  ^ain,  in  spite  of  Free-Trades  and  Ahro- 
gationa,  travel  forward  its  old  feted  way.  With  oar  present  sys- 
tem of  individual  Mammonism,  and  Government  by  Laissei-faire, 
this  Nation  cannot  live.  And  if,  in  the  priceless  interim,  some 
new  life  and  healing  be  not  fooi]4,  there  is  no  second  respite  to  be 
counted  on.  The  shadow  on  the  Dial  advaneea  thenceforth  with- 
out pausing.  What  Government  can  do?  This  that  they  call 
'  Organising  of  Labour'  is,  if  well  understood,  the  Problem  of  the 
whole  Future,  for  all  who  will  in  future  pretend  to  govern  men. 
But  our  first  preliminary  stage  of  it,  How  to  deal  with  the  Actual 
Labouring  Millions  of  England?  this  is  the  imperatively  pressing 
Problem  of  the  Present,  pressing  with  a  truly  fearful  intensity 
and  imminence  in  these  very  years  and  days.  No  Government 
can  longer  neglect  it :  once  more,  what  can  onr  Government  do 
in  it? 

Gorernmenta  are  of  very  variotu  degrees  of  aotivity :  some, 


■]>iythw  ItfBf  QoTanB«ntii,  in '  &m  oonntarutf  u  tlwj  wn 
'MDed,n«BintlieM'tiMi«a«lnoft  to  profaw  to  do,  if  no4  notkiaft 
ona  knovi  not  at  flnt  what  To  debate  in  Puliunant,  wid  gain 
Biajoritiai ;  and  aaeaitain  wlto  ifaall  be,  with  a  toQ  bardfy  oenond 
to  Ixion'a,  the  Prian  Bpoakv  and  8p<Ae-Iudder,  and  keep  the 
Ixioa'a-Wiaal  pimg,  it  not  fiirwaid,  jot  mwdt  Hot  alto- 
gelbaTM:-HBnoli,  to  tke  «EpefienMd  anlinotw&at  ilaoomit 
Chapeaiy  and  aartaiB  other  I«*-OoutB  aeem  aothing ;  Tet  in  &et 
tlMjan,  thewerst  of  lhem,aoiDething:  okinneTS  for  the  darilry 
ud  eoatention  of  men  to  mb^w  by ;— «  very  eonndenble  ton^ 
tiling  I  Parliament  too  haa  ita  tado,  if  Ihon  wilt  look ;  flt  to 
wcM  oni  tho  lina  of  tovghest  non.  The  eelebrated  Kilknny 
Cala,  dnoogh  tk«tr  tnaultDoaa  oongnoi,  aleaTing  the  ear  irf 
Kigbt,  aonld  tkej  be  nid  to  do  notkiugl  Hadat  thon  been  of 
tkaa^tkonhadataeenl  The  Mine  heart  laboured,  aa  with  Bteam 
■p— t*  Aa  banting  pinnt-;  and  death-doing  energj  nerred  ererj 
nnaele:  they  had  a  work  there;  and  did  it  I  On  the  morrow, 
two  tails  were  found  left,  and  peaBcahle  annihilation ;  a  neighboor- 
hood  Jdhend  from  despur. 

Again,  are  not  Bpinning-DerriBhea  an  eloquent  emUem,  ngni- 
ieant  of  mnehf  Hast  thou  notieed  him,  that  Bolemn-Tiaaged 
Talk,  the  eyee  shut ;  dingy  wool  mantle  oinalarly  hiding  hii 
figure ; — bell-shaped ;  like  a  dingy  bell  set  spinning  on  the  Umgve 
atitt  By  oentrifngal  foroe  the  dingy  wool  mantle  heavee  itself; 
speeds  more  and  more,  like  upturned  onp  widening  into  up- 
tamed  aauoer :  thus  spins  he,  to  the  praise  of  Allah  and  adTsn- 
Ugt  of  mankind,  bat  and  &ster,  till  collapse  enne,  and  some- 
times death  I — 

A  Goyeroment  anoh  as  ovrs,  ooosistiag  of  from  saren  to  eight 
hnndred  Parliamentary  Talkers,  with  their  escort  of  Able  Edi- 
tors and  Publie  Opinion ;  and  for  head,  certain  Lords  and  8er- 
TsMa  of  the  Trsssnry,  and  Chief  Secretaries  and  others,  who 
find  themselTOB  at  ones  Obieb  and  No-Chiefs,  and  ofl«n  oom- 
mandad  rather  than  oommanding, — is  doubtless  a  most  compli- 
cate entity,  and  none  at  the  alerteet  for  getting  on  with  bnsiness  I 
Clearly  enough,  if  the  Chiefs  be  not  Belf-motive  and  what  we  eall 
men,  but  mere  patient  lay-figures  without  Balf-motive  prinei^e, 
the  Qorenunent  will  not  more  anywhither ;  it  will  tumble  diaas 


tronsly,  and  jumble,  round  its  own  axis,  aa  for  many  ycara  paBt 
we  have  seen  it  do. — And  yet  a  self-motive  man  who  is  not  a  Uy- 
figiire,  place  him  in  the  heart  of  what  entity  yon  may,  will  males 
it  moye  more  or  less  1  The  abeurdcBt  in  Nature  he  will  make  m 
little  Ifss  absurd,  he.  The  unwieldiost  lie  will  make  to  more  ; — 
that  is  the  use  of  hia  existing  there.  He  will  at  least  have  ths 
manftiloess  to  depart  o"  t ;  to  say  :  "  I  cannot  move 

in  thee,  and  be  a  man  ;  d  drift-log  dressed  in  man's 

clothes  and  miuistcr's  ed  to  a  lot  baeer  than  be- 

longs to  man,  I  will  not  >  i  tbee,  tumbling  aimless  on 

the  Mother  of  Dead  I  Sen !" 

For,  on  the  whole,  i  hiefs  everywhere,  thia  same. 

No  Ciiief  in  the  most  dt  r,  but  was  a  Servant  withal; 

at  once  an  absolute  oou  meral,  and  a  poor  Orderly- 

Sergeant,  ordered  by  the  vury  i  the  ranks, — obliged  to  col- 

lect the  vote  of  the  ranks  too,  in  some  articulate  or  inarticulate 
shape,  and  weigh  well  the  same.  The  proper  name  if  nil  Kings 
is  minister.  Servant.  In  no  conceivable  Government  can  a  lay- 
figure  get  forward  I  This  Worker,  surely  lie  above  all  others 
has  to  '  spread  out  his  Gideon's  Fleece,'  and  collect  the  monitions 
of  Immensity ;  the  poor  Localities,  as  we  said,  and  Parishes  of 
Palace-yard  or  elsewhere,  having  no  due  monition  in  them.  A 
Prime  Minister,  even  here  in  England,  who  shall  dare  believe 
the  heavenly  omens,  and  address  himself  like  a  man  and  hero  to 
the  great  dumb-struggling  heart  of  England  ;  and  speak  out  for 
it,  and  act  out  for  it,  the  God's-Justice  it  is  writhing  to  get  ut- 
tered and  perishing  for  want  of, — yes,  he  too,  will  see  awaken 
round  him,  in  passionate  burning  all-defiant  loyalty,  the  heart  of 
England,  aitd  such  a  '  support'  as  no  Division-List  or  Parliamen- 
tary Majority  was  ever  yet  known  to  yield  a  man  I  Here  as, 
there,  now  as  then,  he  who  can  and  dare  trust  the  heavenly  Im- 
mensities, all  earthly  Localities  are  subject  to  him.  We  will 
pray  for  such  a  Man  and  First-Lord ; — jes,  and  fer  better,  we 
will  strive  and  incessantly  make  ready,  each  of  us,  to  be  worthy 
to  serve  and  second  such  a  First-Lord  1  We  shall  then  be  as 
good  aa  sure  of  his  arriving ;  sure  of  many  things,  let  him  ar- 
rive or  not. 


THE  om  UlwnX'UlION. 

Who  «B  daapair  of  Ommmmm  that  ] 
QncdhaoH,  or  mmta  «  ndooBtod  nma  oa'^  ttneti  I  That  • 
haij  at  mm  ooold  h»  got  togttiier  to  kill'otlier  nm  nhtn  jtni 
Wda  tb«m :  thu,  •  jmori,  doo>  it  not  seem  one  of  the  impoM- 
blMt  thiDgi?  Tot  look,  behold  it:  in  th«  itolideBt  of  Donothing 
Qontmrnmata,  that  impoMibiliif  is  »  thing  done.  Bee-  it  tiiera, 
with  bsd^belte,  rod  eoati  on  iti  badt ;  mlUng  sentiy  at  goard- 
hniM,  hnahing  white  lavedies  in  hanaoka;  an  indiepntalil* 
yr'riifr'*  &at.  Oat  of  grey  Antiqnitj,  amid  all  finaaoe-diiBeal- 
tMi,  aTiifiiri'aii  tallina,  riup-mMteja,  eoatand-oondnot  inonejB,  and 
TioMiCadea  of  Oiianoe  and  Time,  there,  down  to  the  i»eaent 
UMBd  boor,  it  ia 

Oftan,  in  theae  punftillT  decadent  and  punfiillj  nasoent 
fiaaa,  with  their  d  iiti  »■■§■,  inartienlate  gupinga  and  '  impoHt- 
biUtias }'  maating  a  tall  LilbgaardsiBan  &  his  snow-white  tran- 
■era,  or  sseing  those  two  statuesque  Lif^nardsmeD  in  their  drown- 
ing bearAins,  pipe-clayed  bnokskins,  on  their  coal-black  sleek  fiery 
qaadnipeds,  riding  sentry  at  the  Horse^nards, — it  etrikee  one 
with  a  kind  of  monmfol  interest,  how,  in  Bach  nDiversal  down- 
raahing  and  wrecked  impotenoo  of  almost  all  old  institutions, 
this  oldert  Fighting  Institution  is  still  so  yonng  I  Fresh-oom- 
plexioned,  firm-limbed,  six  feet  by  the  standard,  this  fighting- 
man  baa  verily  been  got  np,  and  can  fight.  While  so  mooh  has 
not  y«t  got  into  being ;  while  so  mnoh  has  gone  gradoalty  ont  rf 
it,  and  become  an  empty  Semblance  of  Clothea-enit ;  and  highest 
kingVcloaks,  mere  chimeras  parading  ander  them  so  long,  are 
getting  unsightly  to  the  earnest  eye,  unsightly,  almost  offsneive, 
like  a  eostlier  kind  of  scareorow's-blanket, — here  still  u  a  re- 
aUtyl 

The  man  in  horeehur  wig  advances,  promising  that  Ite  will  get 
me  '  jnstioe :'  he  takes  mo  into  Chancery  Law-Coorts,  into  do- 
cades,  half-«entnries  of  hubbub,  of  distracted  ja^on  ;  and  does 
gtt  me— disappointment,  almost  desperation  ;  and  one  reAige : 
tbtit  of  dismissing  him  and  his  '  josttee'  altogether  ont  of  mj 
bead.  For  I  have  work  to  do  ;  I  cannot  spend  my  decades  in 
mere  argning  with  other  men  abont  the  exact  wages  of  my  work : 
I  will  work  oheerfdlly  with  no  wages,  sooner  than  with  a  Urn- 
yean  pograne  or  Ghaooery  Lawsuit  in  my  heart  I    He  of  the 
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Lorsebair  e  a  sort  of  failuro  ;  no  Bubstance,  bat  a  fond  iaui- 

ginatiou  a  miud.     He  of  the  sbovel-Lat,  ogam,  who  comes 

furwurJ  ling  that  he  will  save  my  soul — 0  ;e  Kternities, 

of  him  L  place  be  absolute  silence  I — But  be  of  the  red 

«oat,  I  I  I  succesB  and  do  fnilure !     He  will  veritably,  if  lie 

get  oid^.^  av  out  a  toug  anord  and  kill  me.  No  mistake 
there.     Hs        »  bci  tdow.     Alive  in  this  Year 

Forty-Uu  -fi  and  r  work.     In  dim  old  ceotu.- 

ries,  with  m  Bun  Ipres,  or  far  earlier,  he  be- 

gan ;  and  una  uome  don  Catapult  has  girea  pUusA 

to  cannon,  pike  haa  giveii  aket,  iron  nia,il-ebirl  to  co«t 

of  red  cloth,  saltpetre  rojic.  ercussion  cap ;  oquipmeaU> 

oiTcumBtaQoes  have  all  ohai  ,  i  igain  changed  .  but  the  ba- 
man  battle-engine,  in  the  in  "'  y  or  of  eaoh  of  these,  readj 
Etill  to  do  battle,  atanda  icrit  iu  Bta,Ddard  eiie      There 

are  Pay-Offices,  WooIhiui  '»  .  there  id  a  Horae-Guaxdfli 
Wur-Offioe,  Captain-Generm .  penHmsive  Sergeants,  with  tap  o( 
drum,  recruit  in  market-t+jH-n.'i  and  vilhipeH  ; — and,  ou  tLc-  wL.ile, 
I  say,  here  is  your  actual  drilled  fighting-man  ;  here  are  your 
actual  Ninety-thousand  of  such,  ready  to  go  into  any  quarter  of 
the  world  and  fight  1 

Strange,  interesting,  and  yet  most  niournful  to  reflect  on. 
Waa  this,  then,  of  all  the  things  mankind  had  some  talent  for, 
the  one  thing  important  to  learn  well,  and  bring  to  perfection  ; 
this  of  euoccBsfnlly  killing  one  another?  Truly  you  have  learned 
it  well,  and  carried  the  businesa  to  a  high  perfection.  It  is  in- 
calculable what,  by  arranging,  commanding  and  regimenting,  you 
can  make  of  men.  These  thousand  atraight-standing  firmset  in- 
dividuals, who  shoulder  arms,  who  march,  wheel,  advance,  ri^trcat ; 
and  are,  for  your  behoof,  a  magazine  charged  with  fiery  death,  in 
the  most  perfect  condition  of  poteutial  activity  .  few  months  ago, 
till  the  persuasive  sergeant  canto,  what  were  they  1  Multiform 
ragged  losols,  runaway  approntices,  starved  weavers,  thievish  va- 
lets ;  an  entirely  broken  population,  fast  tending  towards  the 
treadmill.  But  the  persuasive  sergeant  came ;  by  tap  of  drum 
enlisted,  or  formed  lists  of  them,  took  heartily  to  drilling  them  ; 
— and  he  and  you  have  made  them  this!  Most  potent,  effectual 
fbc  «U  vprk  nhatBO«¥er,  is  vim  pUauiog,  firm  combining  and 
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ooniuMiduig  ftmoDg  men.  Let  no  man  despair  of  Goyemments 
wlio  look  on  these  two  sentries  at  the  Horse-Guards,  and  our 
Uaited-Servioe  Clubs  1  I  could  oonoeiye  an  Emigration  Servioe, 
%  Teaching  Service,  considerable  varieties  of  United  and  Sepa- 
nte  Services,  of  the  due  thousands  strong,  all  effective  as  Uiis 
Fighting  Service  is ;  all  doing  their  work,  like  it ; — ^which  work, 
much  more  than  fighting,  is  henceforth  the  necessity  of  these 
Kew  Ages  we  are  got  into  1  Much  lies  among  us,  convulsively, 
nigh  desperately  struggling  to  be  born. 

But  mean  Governments,  as  mean-limited  individuals  do,  have 
stood  by  the  physically  indispensable ;  have  realised  that  and  no- 
thing more.  The  Soldier  is  perhaps  one  of  the  most  difficult 
things  to  realise ;  but  Gt>vemment8,  had  they  not  realised  him, 
could  not  have  existed :  accordingly  he  is  here.  0  Heavens  if 
ve  saw  an  army  ninety-thousand  strong,  maintained  and  fiilly 
e4nipt,  in  continual  real  action  and  battle  against  Human  Star- 
vation, against  Chaos,  Necessity,  Stupidity,  and  our  real  ^  natural 
i-nemios,'  what  a  business  were  it !  Fighting  and  molesting  not 
^  the  French,'  who,  poor  men,  have  a  hard  enough  battle  of  their 
own  in  the  like  kind,  and  need  no  additional  molesting  from  us  ; 
but  fighting  and  incessantly  spearing  down  and  destroying  False- 
hood, Nescience,  Delusion,  Disorder,  and  the  Devil  and  his  An- 
gels !  Thou  thyself^  cultivated  reader,  hast  done  something  in 
that  alone  true  warfare ;  but,  alas,  under  what  circumstances  was 
it  ?  Thee  no  beneficent  drill-sergeant,  with  any  effectiveness, 
would  rank  in  line  beside  thy  fellows  ;  train,  like  a  true  didactic 
artii*t,  by  the  wit  of  all  past  experience,  to  do  thy  soldiering ;  en- 
courage thee  when  right,  punish  thee  when  wrong,  and  every- 
where with  wise  word-of-command  say,  Forward  on  this  hand. 
Forward  on  that !  Ah,  no  :  thou  hadst  to  learn  thy  small-sword 
aad  platoon  exercise  where  and  how  thou  couldst ;  to  all  mortals 
but  thyself  it  was  indifferent  whether  thou  shouldst  ever  learn  it 
And  the  rations,  and  shilling  a  day,  wore  they  provided  thee, — 
reduced  as  I  have  known  brave  Jean-Pauls,  Icamiug  their  exer- 
i-ibe.  to  live  on  ^  water  irithout  the  bread  V  The  rations  ;  or  any 
furtherance  of  promotion  to  corporalsliip.  lance-corporalship,  or 
due  cat-o'-niue  tails,  with  the  slightest  reference  to  thy  deserts 
w«re  not  provided.     Forethought,  even  as  of  a  pipe-clayed  drill 


sergeant,  did  uot  preside  aver  thoe.  To  corporalahip.  lauce-cor- 
por^eiiip,  thou  didst  attain  ;  alaei,  also  to  tho  halberte  and  cat : 
but  thj  rewardcr  and  punisLer  seemed  blind  ae  the  Oelnge : 
neither  lanoe-cot^oralBbip,  nor  cvea  drummer's  cat,  beemaa  botb 
appeared  delirious,  brought  thee  due  profit. 


rell,  all   thi», 
Forty  soldiers,  I  am  to 
mob;  fortj.to  ten-thousan 
and  undrilled.     Much  th^. 
this  world  ;  but  somewhat 
must.     When  one  thinks, 
and  becoming  for  us,  what 
what  a  Fourth  Estate,  and 
to  be  Actualities  are  becon 
I  in  the  djtn  huge  i 


tnd  yet  it  was  not  well  I 
:ae  the  largest  Spit&lfielda 
proportion  between  drilled 
cannot  yet  be  organised  in  , 
I  can,  somewhat  also  which 
e,  what  Books  are  become 
3  LancasUireB  are  become ; 
ble  Virtuftlitiea  not  yet  got 
niug, — one  sees  Oi^nismi 
'  United  Servioes'  quite 


other  than  the  redcoat  one ;  ana  much,  even  in  these  yeue,  strng- 
jfling  to  bo  born  I 

Of  Time-Bill,  Faotory-Bill  and  other  suoh  Bills  the  present 
Editor  has  no  authority  to  speak.  He  knows  not,  it  is  for  others 
than  him  to  know,  in  what  speeific  ways  it  may  be  feasible  to  in- 
terfere, with  Legislation,  between  the  Workers  and  the  Master- 
Workers  ; — knows  only  and  sees,  what  all  men  are  be^nning  to 
see,  that  Legislative  interference,  and  interferences  not  a  few  ar« 
indispei]  sable  ;  that  as  a  lawless  anarchy  of  supply-and-demand, 
on  market-wages  alone,  this  province  of  things  cannot  longer  be 
left.  Nay  interference  has  begun :  there  are  already  Factory  In- 
spectors,— who  seem  (o  have  no  laek  of  work.  Perhaps  there 
might  be  Mine-Inspectors  too: — might  there  not  be  Furrowfield 
Inspectors  withal,  and  ascertain  for  us  how  on  seven  and  sixpence 
a  week  a  human  family  does  live  1  Interference  has  begun  ;  it 
must  continue,  must  extensively  enlarge  itself,  deepen  and  sharpen 
itself  Suoh  things  cannot  longer  be  idly  lapped  in  darkness,  and 
suffered  to  go  on  unseen  :  the  Heavens  do  see  them  ;  tho  curse, 
not  the  blessing  of  the  Heavens  is  on  an  Earth  that  refuses  to 
see  tiiem. 

Again,  are  not  Sanitary  Bf^nlations  possible  for  a  Legislature? 
The  old  Bomana  had  tJieir  iBdiles ;  who  would,  I  think,  in  di- 
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XMt  «oiilraT«ntion  to  sapply-and-demand,  have  rigorotuily  seen 
nmiiMd  up  into  total  abolition  many  a  fool  cellar  in  our  South- 
wadtv,  fUat-GKleses,  and  dark  poiaon-lanes ;  saying  stenily, 
"Shali  *  Soman  man  dwell  there  ?"  The  Legiskture,  at  what- 
ersr  eost  of  eonseqnences,  would  have  had  to  answer,  "  God  for- 
hid !" — ^The  Legislature,  even  as  it  now  is,  could  order  all  dingy 
Manv&eturing  Towns  to  cease  from  their  soot  and  darkness  ,  to 
let  in  the  blessed  sunlight,  the  blue  of  Heaven,  and  become  clcai- 
and  olean ;  to  bum  their  coal-smoke,  namely,  and  make  flame  oi' 
it.  Baths,  free  air,  a  wholesome  temperature,  ceilings  twcut  y 
ieet  high,  might  be  ordained,  by  Act  of  Parliament  in  all  estab- 
lishments licensed  as  Mills.  There  are  such  Mills  already  ex- 
tant : — honour  to  the  builders  of  them !  The  Legislature  caii 
Bay  to  others  :  Go  yc  and  do  likewise  ;  better  if  you  can. 

Every  toiling  Manchester,  its  smoke  and  soot  all  burnt,  ought 
it  not,  among  so  many  world-wide  conquests,  to  have  a  hundred 
acres  or  so  of  free  greenficld,  with  trees  on  it,  conquered,  for  its 
little  children  to  disport  in  ;  for  its  all-conquering  workers  to  take 
a  breath  of  twilight  air  in  ?  You  would  say  so !  A  willin;^ 
Legislature  could  say  so  with  effect.  A  willing  Legislature  could 
say  very  many  things  1  And  to  whatsoever  *  vested  interest,'  or 
such  like,  stood  up,  gainsaying  merely,  "  I  shall  lose  profits,'^ — 
the  willing  Legislature  would  answer,  "  Yes,  but  my  sons  and 
daughters  will  gain  health,  and  life,  and  a  soul." — "  What  is  to 
become  of  our  Cotton-trade  ?''  cried  certain  Spinners,  when  tlie 
Factory-Bill  was  proposed  ;  ''  What  is  to  become  of  our  invalua- 
ble Cotton-trade  ?"  The  Humanity  of  England  answered  stcd- 
fastly :  "  Deliver  me  these  rickety  perishing  souls  of  infants,  and 
let  your  Cotton  trade  take  its  chance.  God  Himself  commands 
the  one  thing ;  not  God  especially  the  other  thing.  We  cannot 
have  prosperous  Cotton-trades  at  the  expense  of  keeping  the 
Devil  a  partner  in  them  !'* — 

Bills  enough,  were  the  Corn-Law  Abrogation  Bill  once  passed. 
and  a  Legislature  willing!  Nay  this  one  Bill,  which  Wen  yet 
unenacted,  a  right  Education  Bill,  is  not  this  of  itself  the  snro 
parent  of  innumerable  wise  Bills, — ^wise  regulations,  practical 
methods  and  proposals,  gradually  ripening  towards  the  state  of 
Bilk  ?     To  irradiate  with  intelligenoo,  that  is  to  say,  with  order, 
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ajrangemeut  and  all  bbiutedncsa,  the  Cbaotic,  UninteltigcDt : 
boir,  csoept  by  educattug.  tan  you  accomplieb  this  ?  Tbst 
■thought,  refleotiou,  articuhtte  utt«TaDC«  and  uudorataoding  bo 
anitkened  in  those  mdividaul  million  heads,  frhich  ar«  the  stLima 
of  your  Chaos  :  thoro  is  no  other  way  of  illuminating  any  Chaoe ! 
The  sum-total  of  intelligence  that  is  found  in  it,  dclot 


our  Chaoa, — the  fcasiUlitJ 
11  dimly  domand  from  yon, 
by  you  \  It  ia  an  exact 
4  the  other. — If  the  whole 
r  yeoia  of  respite,'  be  not 
I  eduoBttug,  a  trcmendoiu 
ill  rest  somewhere  I  How 
;  himself  uiinistar  of  Ood, 
under  any  pretest  or  delu- 
God's  Light  to  dome  iat« 


(incnt  of  order  that  ia  j 
iind  rationality  of  what  your 
and  will  gladly  obey  when  j 
conation  ;  the  one  accurately  , 
English  -People,  during  tbcso 
educated,  with  at  least  echo 
responsibility,  before  God  buk.  . 
dare  any  man,  especially  a  roan  i 
btand  up  in  any  Parliament  or  j 
^ton,  and  for  a  day  or  au  hour  lor 
the  world,  and  bid  the  DcTil's  DarKnesa  continue  in  it  one  hour 
more !  For  all  light  and  science,  under  all  shapes,  in  all  degrees 
of  perfection,  is  of  God ;  all  darkness,  nescience,  is  of  the  Enemy 
of  God,  '  The  schoolmaster's  creed  is  Bomewhat  awry  V  Yea,  I 
have  found  few  creeds  entirely  correct ;  few  liglit-beams  eluning 
iphiie,  pure  of  admixture  :  but  of  all  creeds  and  religions  now  or 
ever  before  known,  was  not  that  of  thoughtless  thriftless  Animal- 
ism, of  Distilled  Gin,  and  Stupor  and  Despair,  unspeakably  the 
least  orthodox  !  We  will  exchange  it  even  with  I'aganism,  with 
Fetishism  ;  and,  on  the  whole,  must  exchange  it  with  something. 
An  effective  '  Teaching  Service'  I  do  consider  that  there  must 
be ;  s'oine  Education  Secretary,  Captain-General  of  Teachers, 
who  will  actually  contrive  to  get  us  taught.  Then  again,  why 
should  there  not  be  an  '  Emigration  Service,'  and  Secretary,  with 
adjuncts,  with  funds,  forces,  idle  Navy-slups,  and  ever-increasing 
apparatus;  in  fine  an  fffeHivt  system  of  Emigration;  so  that,  at 
length,  before  our  twenty  years  of  respite  ended,  every  honest 
willing  Workman  who  found  England  too  strait,  and  the  '  Organi- 
sation of  Labour'  not  yet  sufficiently  advanced,  might  find  like- 
wise a  bridge  built  to  carry  him  into  new  Western  Lands,  there 
to  'organise'  with  more  elbow-room  some  labour  for  himself! 
Tlure  to  be  a  real  blessing,  ntiriag  new  oom  for  us,  parchaaing 
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new  webe  and  hatchets  from  ns ;  leaving  na  at  least  in  peace ; — 
instead  of  staying  here  to  be  a  Physioal-Foroe  Chartist,  unblessed 
and  no  blessing !  Is  it  not  scandalous  to  consider  that  a  Prime 
Minister  could  raise  within  the  year,  as  I  have  seen  it  done  a 
Hundred  and  Twenty  Millions  sterling  to  shoot  the  French ; 
and  we  are  stopt  short  for  want  of  the  hundredth  part  of  that  to 
keep  the  English  living  1  The  bodies  of  the  English  living ; 
and  the  souls  of  English  living : — these  two  ^  Services/  an  Educa- 
tion Service  and  an  Emigration  Service,  these  with  others  will 
actually  have  to  be  organised ! 

A  free  bridge  for  Emigrants :  why,  we  should  then  be  on  a  par 
with  America  itself,  the  most  favoured  of  all  lands  that  have  no 
government ;  and  we  should  have,  besides,  so  many  traditions  and 
mementos  of  priceless  things  which  America  has  cast  away.  We 
could  proceed  deliberately  to  '  organise  Labour,'  not  doomed  to , 
perish  unless  we  efifected  it  within  year  and  day  ; — every  willing 
AVorker  that  proved  superfluous,  finding  a  bridge  ready  for  him. 
This  verily  will  have  to  be  done ;  the  Time  is  big  with  this. 
Our  little  Isle  is  grown  too  narrow  for  us  ;  but  the  world  is  wide 
euough  yet  for  another  Six  Thousand  Years.  England's  sure 
markets  will  be  among  new  ColoDies  of  Englishmen  in  all  quar- 
tcrs  of  the  Globe.  All  men  trade  with  all  men,  when  mutually 
convenient ;  and  arc  even  bound  to  do  it  by  the  Maker  of  men. 
Our  friends  of  China,  who  guiltily  refused  to  trade,  in  these  cir- 
cumstances,— had  we  not  to  argue  with  them,  in  cannon-shot  at 
last,  and  convince  them  that  they  ought  to  trade  !  '  Hostile 
Tarifl's'  will  arise,  to  shut  us  out ;  and  then  again  will  fall,  to  let 
us  in  :  but  the  Sons  of  England,  speakers  of  the  English  language 
were  it  nothing  more,  will  in  all  times  have  the  ineradicable  pre- 
disposition to  trade  with  England.  Mycale  was  the  Fan-Ion ion^ 
rendezvous  of  all  tlie  Tribes  of  Ion.  for  old  Greece  :  why  should 
nut  London  long  continue  the  All-Siixon-homc^  rendezvous  of  all 
the  '  Children  of  the  llarz-Rock.'  arriving,  in  select  samples, 
from  the  Antipodes  and  elsewhere,  by  steam  and  otherwise,  to 
the  *  season'  here! — What  a  Future;  wide  as  the  world,  if  wo 
have  the  heart  and  heroism  for  it, — which,  by  Heavens  blessing, 
we  shall : 


'Keep  Dot  sUmding  (tied  and  rofited, 
Biiaklj'  venture,  briskljr  ro*m  ; 
Head  sad  tand,  wbere'cr  thoa  foot  il, 
And  Btout  heart  are  still  at  home. 

In  wliat  land  the  ^d  does  Tisit, 
Brisk  ore  we,  whste'er  betads : 
To  gi»e  apace  for  wandering  i»  it 
That  the  KorM  »ua  made  so  nida.'* 

Fourteen  hundred  years  ago,  it  was  by  a  coiutderable  '£migrA- 
tion  Service,'  never  doubt  it,  by  much  enlistment,  digcueaion  and 
apparatus,  that  we  ourselves  arrived  in  this  remarkable  Island, — 
and  got  inU)  our  present  difficulties  among  others  I 

I  It  is  true  the  English  Legislature,  like  the  English  People,  is 
[of  alow  temper;  esBentially  oonserrative.  In  our  wildcat  periods 
I  of  reform,  In  the  Long  Parliament  itaclf.  you  notice  always  the 
invincible  instinct  to  bold  fast  hj  tbo  Old  ;  to  admit  tlie  minimum 
of  New;  to  expand,  if  it  he  possible,  some  old  habit  or  method, 
already  found  fruitful,  into  new  growth  for  the  new  need.  It  is 
an  instinct  worthy  of  all  honour ;  akin  to  all  strength  and  all 
wisdom.  The  Future  hereby  is  not  diaaevered  from  the  Past, 
but  baaed  continnonsly  on  it ;  grows  with  all  the  ritalitiea  of  the 
Past,  and  is  rooted  down  deep  into  the  beginnings  of  us.  The  * 
English  Legislature  is  entirely  repugnant  to  believe  in  <  new 
epochs.'  The  English  Legislature  does  not  occupy  itself  with 
epochs ;  has,  indeed,  other  business  to  do  than  looking  at  the 
Time-Horologe  and  hearing  it  tick!  Nevertheless  new  epochs 
do  actually  come ;  and  with  them  now  imperious  peremptory  ne- 
cessities ;  so  that  even  an  English  Legislature  haa  to  look  up,  and 
admit,  though  with  reluctance,  that  the  hour  has  struck.  The 
hour  having  struck,  let  us  not  say  '  impossible  ;' — it  will  have  to 
be  possible  I  '  Contrary  to  the  habits  of  Parliainent,  the  habits 
of  Government  V  Yes :  but  did  any  Parliament  or  Government 
ever  ait  in  a  Year  Forty-three  before  1  One  of  the  most  original, 
nnexampled  years  and  epochs;  in  several  important  respects, 
totally  onlike  uiy  other  I  For  Time,  all-edaoious  and  all-fera- 
•Ooetl*,  WUMsi  Miitttr. 
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eioos,  does  ran  on :  and  the  Seyen  Sleepers,  awakening  hungry 

after  a  hundred  years,  find  that  it  is  not  their  old  nurses  who 
can  now  give  them  suck  I 

For  the  rest,  let  not  any  Parliament,  Aristocracy,  Millocracy, 

or  Memher  of  the  Gk>veming  Class,  condemn  with  much  triumph 

this  small  specimen  of  '  remedial  measures ;'  or  ask  again,,  with 

the  least  anger,  of  this  Editor,  What  is  to  be  done.  How  that 

alarming  problem  of  the  Workiiig  Classes  is  to  be  managed  ? 

Editors  are  not  here,  foremost  of  all,  to  say  How.     A  certain 

Editor  thanks  the  gods  that  nobody  pays  him  three  hundred 

thousand  pounds  a  year,  two  hundred  thousand,  twenty  thousand, 

or  any  similar  sum  of  cash  for  saying  How : — ^that  his  wages  are 

Tery  different,  his  work  somewhat  fitter  for  him.     An  Editor's 

stipulated  work  is  to  apprise  thee  that  it  must  be  dona     The 

'  way  to  do  it,' — ^is  to  try  it,  knowing  that  thou  shalt  die  if  it  be 

not  done.     There  is  the  bare  back,  there  is  the  web  of  doth ; 

thou  shalt  cut  me  a  coat  to  cover  tho  bare  back,  thou  whose  trade 

it  is.     '  Impossible  V     Hapless  Fraction,  dost  thou  discern  Fate 

there,  half  unveiling  herself  in  the  gloom  of  the  future,  with  her 

gibbet-oords,  her  steel-whips,  and  very  authentic  Tailor's  Hell ; 

waiting  to  see  whether  it  is  '  possible  V    Out  with  thy  scissors, 

and  cut  that  cloth  or  thy  own  windpipe  1 


HOROSCOPE. 


CHAPTER    IV. 


CAPTAINS    OF    IN 


If  I  believed  that  MBmuoniBiii  with  its  adjanots  was  to  con- 
tinue henceforth  the  one  serious  principle  of  our  eiistenee,  I 
Bhould  reckon  it  idle  to  solicit  remedial  measures  from  nay 
Government,  the  disease  being  insuBPeptihle  of  remedy,  Goreni- 
ment  can  do  muoh,  but  it  can  in  no  wise  do  all.  Government,  as 
the  most  conspicuous  object  in  Society,  is  called  upon  to  give 
signal  of  what  shall  be  done  ;  and,  in  many  ways,  to  preside  orer, 
fuvthor,  and  eommaiid  the  doin^  of  it  But  the  Governracnt 
cannot  do,  by  all  its  signalling  and  commanding,  what  the  Ho- 
oiety  is  radically  indisposed  to  do  In  the  long-run  every  Gov- 
ernment is  the  exact  symbol  of  its  People,  with  their  wisdom  and 
unwisdom  j  we  have  to  say,  Like  People  like  Government. — The 
main  substance  of  this  immense  Problem  of  Organising  Labour, 
and  first  of  all  of  Managing  the  Working  Classes,  will,  it  is  very 
clear,  have  to  be  solved  by  those  who  stand  practically  in  the 
middle  of  it ;  by  those  who  themselves  work  and  preside  over 
work.  Of  all  that  can  he  enacted  by  any  Parliament  in  regard 
to  it,  the  germs  must  already  lie  potentially  extant  in  those  tvfo 
Classes,  who  are  to  obey  such  enactment.  A  Iluninn  Chaos  in 
which  there  is  no  light,  jou  vainly  attempt  to  irradiate  by  light 
shed  on  it :  order  never  can  arise  there. 

But  it  is  my  firm  conviction  that  the  '  Hell  of  England'  will 
eease  to  be  that  of  '  not  making  money  ;'  that  we  shall  get  a  no- 
bler Hell  and  a  nobler  Heaven!  I  anticipate  light  in  the  Hu- 
man Chaos,  glimmering,  shining  more  and  more  ;  under  mani- 
fold true  signals  from  without  Tliat  light  shall  shine.  Our  deity 
no  longer  being  Mammon, — 0  Heavens,  each  man  will  then  say 
to  himself :  '•  Why  such  deadly  haste  to  make  money?  I  shall 
not  go  to  Hell,  even  if  I  do  not  make  money  I     There  is  another 
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Hell,  I  am  told  1"  OompetiUoii,  at  railway-speed,  in  all  brancliefl 
of  oommeroe  and  work  will  then  abate : — good  felt-hata  for  the 
head,  in  erery  sense,  instead  of  seren-feet  lath-and-plaster  hats 
on  wheels,  will  then  be  discoverable !  Bubble-periods,  with  their 
panics  and  commercial  crises,  will  again  b^me  infrequent; 
steady  modest  industry  will  take  the  place  of  gambling  specula- 
tion. To  be  a  noble  Master,  among  noble  Workers,  will  again 
be  the  first  ambition  with  some  few ;  to  be  a  rich  Master  only 
the  second.  How  the  Inventive  Genius  of  England,  with  the 
whirr  of  its  bobbins  and  billy-rollers  shoved  somewhat  into  the 
backgrounds  of  the  brain,  will  contrive  and  devise,  not  cheaper 
produce  exclusively,  but  fairer  distribution  of  the  produce  at*  its 
present  cheapness !  By  degrees,  we  shall  again  have  a  Society 
with  something  of  Heroism  in  it,  something  of  Heaven's  Bless- 
ing on  it ;  we  shall  agiun  have,  as  my  Gorman  friend  asserts, '  in- 
'stead  of  Mammon-Feudalism  with  unsold  cotton-shirts  and 
'  Preservation  of  the  Game,  noble  just  Industrialism  and  Govem- 
'  ment  by  the  Wisest !' 

It  is  with  the  hope  of  awakening  here  and  there  a  Britbh  man 
to  know  himself  for  a  man  and  divine  soul,  that  a  few  words  of 
parting  admonition,  to  all  persons  to  whom  the  Heavenly  Powers 
have  lent  power  of  any  kind  in  this  land,  may  now  be  addressed. 
And  first  to  those  same  blaster- Workers,  Leaders  of  Industry ; 
who  stand  nearest,  and  in  fact  powcrfulcst,  though  not  most 
p^minent,  being  as  yet  in  too  many  senses  a  Virtuality  rather 
than  an  Actuality. 

The  Leaders  of  Industry,  if  Industry  is  ever  to  be  led,  are  vir- 
tually the  Captains  of  the  World ;  if  there  bo  no  nobleness  in 
them,  there  will  never  bo  an  Aristocracy  nioro.  But  let  the 
Captains  of  Industry  consider:  once  again,  are  they  born  of  other 
cla}'  than  the  old  Captains  of  Slaugliter :  doomed  forever  to  Iw 
no  Chivalry,  but  a  mere  gold-plated  Doggrri/. — what  the  Frer.ch 
well  name  CanaiUe,  *  Doggery'  with  more  or  less  gold  carrion 
at  its  disposal?  Captains  of  Industry  arc  the  true  Fighters. 
henceforth  recognisable,  as  the  only  true  ones :  Fi«j:hters  against 
Chaos,  Necessity  and  the  Pevils  and  Jotuns ;  and  lead  on  Man- 
kind in  that  great,  and  alone  true,  and  universal  warfare ;  the 
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sUtb  La  their  coorsea  figliting  for  them,  and  sU  Heaven  and  all 
Earth  saying  audibly,  WeLl-doDQ  I  Let  the  Captiuna  of  Industry. 
letire  into  their  onn  hearts,  aud  ask  eolemuly,  If  there  is  nothing 
but  TultuTous  huuger,  for  fine  wines,  valet  rcputatiou  and  gilt 
earriages,  dlscovenible  there  1  Of  hearts  made  by  the  Almighty 
God  I  will  not  believe  Buoh  a  thing.  Deep-hidden  under  wretch- 
cdest  godforgetting  Cants,  E[uourisnis,  Dead-Sea  Apisms ;  forgot- 
ten as  under  foulest  &t  Lethe  mud  and  weeds,  there  ia  yet,  in  all 
liearts  born  into  this  God's- World,  a  sparh  of  the  God-like  slum- 
bering. Awake,  0  nightmare  sleepers  j  awake,  ariae,  or  be  for- 
ever follen  1  This  is  not  playhouse  poetry  ;  -it  is  sober  fiict.  Our 
England,  our  world  cannot  live  as  it  is.  It  will  conneet  itself 
with  a  God  again,  or  go  down  with  uaraelcBa  tbroea  and  fire-oon- 
sunimation  to  the  DevUs.  Thou  who  feelest  aught  of  such  a  God- 
like stirring  in  thee,  any  faintest  intimation  of  it,  as  through 
heavy-laden  dreams,  follow  it,  I  conjure  thee.  Arise,  save  thyself 
bo  one  of  those  that  Bare  thy  country. 

Bucaniers,  Chactaw  Indians,  whose  supreme  aim  in  fighting  is 
that  they  may  get  the  scalps,  the  money,  that  they  may  amass 
scalps  and  money :  out  of  such  came  no  Chivalry,  and  never  will  I 
Out  of  such  came  only  gore  and  wreck,  iufcrDB]  rage  and  misery ; 
desperation  quenched  in  annihilation.  Behold  it,  I  bid  thee, 
behold  there,  and  consider !  What  is  it  that  thou  have  a  hundred 
thousand -pound  bills  laid  up  in  thy  strong-rooms,  a  hundred 
scalps  hung  up  in  thy  wigwam  1  I  value  not  them  or  thee.  Thy 
scalps  and  thy  thousand-pound  bills  are  as  yet  nothing,  if  no 
nobleness  from  within  irradiate  them ;  if  no  Cliivalry,  in  action, 
or  in  embryo  ever  stru^ling  towards  birth  and  action,  be  there. 

Love  of  men  cannot  be  bought  by  casb-paymi^nt :  and  without 
love,  men  cannot  endure  to  be  together.  You  cannot  lead  a 
Fighting  World  without  having  it  regimented,  chivalried :  the 
thing  in  a  day  becomes  Impossible;  all  men  in  it,  the  highest  at 
first,  the  very  lowest  at  last,  discern  consciously,  or  by  a  noble 
instinct,  this  necessity.  And  can  you  any  more  continue  to  lead 
a  Working  World  unregimpnted,  anarchic?  I  answer,  and  the 
ilcavens  and  Earth  are  now  answering,  No  I  The  thing  becomes 
not '  in  a  day'  impossible  ;  but  In  some  two  generations  it  does. 
Yes,  when  fathers  and  mothers,  in  Stockport  hunger-cellars,  begin 
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to  mi  ibmr  ohfldreo,  And  Irish  widows  have  to  prove  their  relft- 
tioDihip  bj  dying  oC  typhns-feyer ;  and  amid  (Governing  '  Gorpo- 
zaliona  of  the  Beit  and  Brayest,'  boay  to  preaerye  their  game 
by  *  boshing,'  dark  millions  of  Ood's  human  oreatores  start  up  in 
md  GhartiamSy  impracticable  Saored-Montha,  and  Manchester 
Inaonaotions ;  and  there  is  a  yirtoal  Industrial  Aristocracy  as 
yet  only  half-aliye,  spell-bound  amid  money-bags  and  ledgers ;  and 
an  aetnal  Idle  Aristocracy  seemingly  near  dead  in  somnolent  de- 
lusions) in  trespssses  and  double-barrels ;  '  sliding/  as  on  inclined 
planes,  which  eyery  new  year  they  Mop  with  new  Hansard's-jargon 
under  God's  sky,  and  so  are '  sliding*  ever  £uter,  towards  a '  scale* 
and  balance-scale  whereon  is  written  nau  artfaw^  Waniin^  :-^ 
in  such  days,  after  a  generation  or  two,  I  say,  it  does  become,  even 
to  the  low  and  simple,  yery  palpably  impossible !  No  Working 
World,  any  more  than  a  Fighting  World,  can  be  led  on  without  a  f ' 
noUe  Chivalry  of  Work,  and  laws  and  fixed  rules  which  follow  / 
out  of  that, — ^fiur  nobler  than  any  Chivalry  of  Fighting  was.  As 
an  anarchic  multitude  on  mere  Supply-and-demand,  it  is  becoming 
inevitable  that  we  dwindle  in  horrid  suicidal  convulsion,  and  self- 
abrasion,  frightful  to  the  imagination,  into  Chadaw  Workers. 
With  wigwams  and  scalps, — with  palaces  and  thousand-pound 
bills;  with  savagery,  depopulation,  chaotic  desolation!  Qood 
Heavens,  will  not  one  French  Revolution  and  Reign  of  Terror 
suffice  us,  but  must  there  be  two  ?  There  will  be  two  if  needed ; 
there  will  be  twenty  if  needed ;  there  will  be  precisely  as  many  as 
are  needed.  The  Laws  of  Nature  will  have  themselves  fulfilled. 
That  is  a  thing  certain  to  me. 

Your  gallant  battle-hosts  and  work-hosts,  as  the  others  did,  will 
need  to  be  made  loyally  yours ;  they  must  and  will  be  regulated, 
methodically  secured  in  their  just  share  of  conquest  under  you  :— 
joined  with  you  in  veritable  brotherhood,  sonhood,  by  quite  other 
and  deeper  ties  than  those  of  temporary  days  wages!  How 
would  mere  red-coated  regiments,  to  say  nothing  of  chivalries, 
fight  for  you,  if  you  could  discharge  them  on  the  evening  of  the 
battle,  on  payment  of  the  stipulated  shillings, — and  they  discharge 
you  on  the  morning  of  it !  Chelsea  Hospitals,  pensions,  promo- 
tions, rigorous  lasting  covenant  on  the  one  side  and  on  the  other, 
are  indispensable  even  for  a  hired  fighter.     The  Feudal  Baron, 
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w  coTild  he  Bubsist  with  mere 
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was  beautiful ;  it  was  huma" ' 

live  contented, 

anywhere  or 

of  wrelchedneBstoman.    To  I 

temporary  merce- 
)  over  to  the  other 
offered  ?  H*  eould  not  have  subsisted  ; 
instinct  saved  him  from  the  neecasity  of  eren 
Man's  Soul  in  him'  'o  which 
its  of  temporary  mercenaries, 
Baron  otherwise,  but  had 
Be  felt  it  precious,  and  at 
iul  enlarged  existence  in- 
round  him  who  in  heart 
v"^  with  rigour  yet  with  love; 
f'  or  him,  if  need  came.  It 
ves  not  otherwise,  nor  can 
p  Isolation  is  the  sninjotal 
fl  I  be  left  solitary :  to  have  a 
world  alien,  noTyour  World ;  all  »  bostiie  camp  for  you ;  not  a  home 
at  all,  of  he«rt8  and  faces  who  are  yours,  whose  you  are  I  It  is  the 
frightfulest  eocbantnient  ;  too  truly  a  work  nf  thi;  Evil  One  To 
have  neither  superior,  nor  inferior,  nor  equal,  united  manlike  to 
you.  Without  father,  without  child,  without  brother.  Man 
knows  no  sadder  destiny.  '  How  is  each  of  us,'  exclaims  Jean 
Paul, '  80  lonely,  in  the  wide  bosom  of  the  All  I'  Encased  each 
as  in  his  transparent  '  ice-palace ;'  our  brother  visible  in  his, 
making  signals  and  gesticulations  to  us; — visible,  but  forever  un- 
attainable: on  bis  bosom  we  shall  never  rest,  nor  he  on  ours.  It 
wits  not  a  God  that  did  this  ;  no ! 

Awake,  ye  noble  Workers,  warriors  in  the  one  true  war :  all 
this  must  be  remedied.  It  is  you  who  are  already  half-alive, 
whom  I  will  welcome  into  life  ;  whom  I  will  conjure  in  God's 
name  to  shake  off  your  enchanted  sleep,  and  live  wholly  !  Cease 
to  count  scalps,  gold-purses  ;  not  in  these  lies  your  or  our  salva- 
tion. Even  these,  if  you  count  only  these,  will  not  long  be  left. 
Let  bucaniering  be  put  for  from  you  ;  alter,  speedily  abrogate  all 
laws  of  the  bucaniers,  if  you  would  gain  any  victory  that  shall 
endure.  Let  God's  justice,  let  pily,  nobleness  and  manly  valour. 
with  more  gold-purses  or  with  fewer,  testify  themselves  in  this 
your  brief  Life-transit  to  all  the  Eternities,  the  Gods  and  Si- 
lences.    It  is  to  you  I  call ;  for  ye  are  not  dead,  ye  are  already 
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hilfalrra:  A«n  b*!!!  jou  » ilfleplMi  danndMS  Mieigj,  the  prim» 
■attar  of  all  BoUahflHiM  man;  Hmanr  to  jbn  in  your  kind.  It 
ii  to  joa  I  eall :  ja  know  at  laaat  thia,  That  the  mandats  of  Qod 
to  Hia  oraatna  man  is :  WoAl  The  future  E|ao  of  the  World 
leMa  not  with  thoae  that  are  near  dead,  hot  with  thow'  that  are 
aKve)  and  thoaa  that  are  ooming  into  liCs. 

Look  fBOnnd  J0«.  Tour  worid-hoets  are  all  in  mntiny,  in  oon- 
fniBOB,  daatfiMtiPB ;  on  the  ere  of  fiar;  wreck  and  madaen ! 
Tb^  will  lurt  nanh  &rdier  fer  7011,  on  the  rixpenee  a,  day  and 
npplj'^Bd-damand  prinoipls :  they  will  not ;  nor  onght  thej, 
nor  ean  they.  Te  Ih^  redna*  them  to  order,  TiniEin  Tiniiiiing  . 
them.  To  order,  to  jnat  rabordination ;  noble  loyalty  in  return 
for'noble  giucljuice.  Their  MolKare  driven  nigh  mad  ;  let  yours 
be  aane  and  ever  saner.  Not  as  a  bewildered  bewildering  mob ;  bnt 
as  a  firm  r^imented  maas,  with  real  oaptaina  over  them,  will  these 
men  mareh  any  more.  All  human  intereata,  combined  hmnan 
ende«Tonrs,  and  eocial  growths  in  thie  world,  have,  at  a  certain 
stage  of  their  development,  required  organising  :  and  Work,  the 
grandest  of  human  interests,  does  now  require  it 

Ood  knows,  the  task  will  be  hard :  but  no  noble  task  wms  ever 
easy.  This  task  will  wear  away  your  livee,  and  the  lives  of  yoni 
sons  and  grandsons  :  but  for  what  purpose,  if  not  for  tasks  like 
this,  were  lives  given  to  men  1  Ye  shall  cease  to  count  your 
tbonsand-pouud  scalps,  the  noble  of  you  shall  cease  I  Nay  the 
very  scalps,  as  I  say,  will  not  long  )io  left  if  yon  count  only  these. 
Ye  shell  cease  wholly  to  be  barbarous  vnlturoos  Chactaws,  and 
and  become  noble  European  Nineteenth-Century  Men.  Ye  shall 
know  that  fifammou,  in  never  such  gigs  and  flunkey  '  respectabil- 
ities,' is  not  the  alone  God  ;  that  of  himself  he  is  but  a  Devil, 
and  even  a  Broto-god. 

Difficult  ?  Yes,  it  will  bo  difficult  The  short-fibre  Cotton  ; 
that  too  was  difficult.  The  waste  cotton-shrub,  long  useless,  dis- 
obedient, as  tlie  tliiatle  by  tlio  wayside, — have  ye  not  conquered 
it :  made  it  into  beautiful  bandana  webs  ;  white  woven  shirts  for 
men  :  bright-tinted  air-ganucntit  wlierein  flit  goddesses  1  Ye 
have  shivered  mouateins  asunder,  made  the  hard  iron  pliant  to 
joa  as  soft  putty  :  the  Forestgients,  Marsh-jatnns  bear  sheaves 
of  golden  grain ;  JRpi  the  Sea-demon  himself  stretches  bis  bw& 
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iiroj  to  you,  and  on  FirehorBos  and  Windhorsat 
arc  most  strong.  Thor  red-bearded,  with  his  blua 
liie  cheery  heart  and  BtrODg  thiinder-hammer,  ha 
ireTaLled.  Ye  are  most  strong,  ye  Sons  of  the  joy 
ar  East, — far  marching  from  your  ragged  Kast«rn 
lithenrard  from  the  grey  Dawn  of  Time  !     Ye  are 


-o.«,,-h.u«,  " 
I  must  try 
.t  it  viH  anu 
'  thing,  makL, 


,  agninet  all  Jotuns, 
■  wards,  and  Denixens  of  Ch 


of  Difficulties  Conqaered. 
Once  try  it  with  the  an- 
to  be  done.  Try  it  as  y« 
y  I  I  will  bet  on  you  onoa 
U,  Doable-barrelled  Law- 
ererl 
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CHAPTER   V. 

PBRMANSNCB. 

Stahdiho  on  th«  tlireahold,  nay  as  yet  ontaide  the  threshold, 
of  a  *■  Chivalry  of  Lahonr/  and  an  immeaaorable  Fntnre  which  it 
is  to  fill  with  firoitfolnefla  and  verdant  shade ;  where  so  much  has 
not  yet  come  even  to  the  mdimental  state,  and  all  speech  of  posh 
tive  enactments  were  hasardoos  in  those  who  know  this  business 
(miy  by  the  eye, — ^let  us  here  hint  at  simply  one  widest  universal 
prinmple,  as  the  basis  from  which  all  organisation  hitherto  has 
grown  up  among  men,  and  all  henceforth  will  have  to  grow :  The 
principle  of  Permanent  Contract  instead  of  Temporary. 

Permanent  not  Temporary : — you  do  not  hire  the  mere  red- 
coated  fighter  by  the  day,  but  by  the  score  of  years !  Perma- 
nence, persistence  is  the  first  condition  of  all  fruitfulness  in  the 
ways  of  men.  The  '  tendency  to  persevere,'  to  persist  in  spite  of 
hindrances,  discouragements  and  '  impossibilities :'  it  is  this  that 
in  all  things  distinguishes  the  strong  soul  from  the  weak ;  the 
civilised  burgher  from  the  nomadic  savage, — the  Species  Man 
from  the  Genus  Ape  1  The  Nomad  has  his  very  bouse  set  on 
wheels  ;  the  Nomad,  and  in  a  still  higher  degree  the  Ape,  are  all 
for  *  liberty  ;'  the  privilege  to  flit  continually  is  indispensable  for 
them.  Alas,  in  how  many  ways,  does  our  humour,  in  this  swift- 
rolling  self-abrading  Time,  shew  itself  nomadic,  apelike ;  mourn- 
ful enough  to  him  that  looks  on  it  with  eyes  1  This  humour  will 
have  to  abate ;  it  is  the  first  clement  of  all  fertility  in  human 
things,  that  such  *  liberty'  of  apes  and  nomads  do  by  freewill  oi 
constraint  abridge  itself,  give  place  to  a  better.  The  civilised 
man  lives  not  in  wheeled  houses.  He  builds  stone  castles,  plants 
lands,  makes  lifelong  marriage-contracts; — has  long-dated  hun- 
dred-fold possessions,  not  to  be  valued  in  the  money-market ;  has 
libraries,  law-codes ;  has  memories  and  hopes,  even  for 
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this  Earth,  t  reach  OTcr  tbousands  of  years.  Life-long  m&F' 
riBgo-oontfauiB ;  how  much  preferable  were  year-long  or  month-' 
long — to  the  nomad  or  ape  ! 

Montb-long  contractB  please  me  little,  in  any  province  where 
there  can  by  poaBibilitj  bo  found  virtue  enough  for  more.  Month- 
long  contracts  do  not  answer  well  even  with  your  house -aervanta  j 
the  liberty  oa  both  sides  to  ol  ery  month  is  growing  very 

apelike,  nomadio  j — aud  I  h  ophers  predict  that  it  will 

alter,  or  that  strange  result  w:  thai  wise  raen,  pestered 

with  nomads,  with  unattacnea  e  ihifting  spies  and  enemies 
rather  than  friends  and  servantft,  will  gradually,  weighing  sub- 
stance against  semblance,  with  indignation,  dinmiss  such,  down 
almost  to  the  very  shoeblack,  and  say,  "  Begone  ;  I  will  serve 
myself  rather,  and  have  peace  I"  Gurth  was  hired  for  life  to 
Codrio,  and  Cedrie  to  Gurtb.  0  Anti-Slavery  Oourentiun,  loud- 
sounding  luiig-oared  Exeter-Hall — But  in  thee  too  is  a  kind  of 
instinct  towards  ju.sliee,  and  I  will  complain  of  nothing.  Only, 
black  Quashee  over  the  seas  being  once  sufficiently  attended  to, 
wilt  thou  not  perhaps  open  thy  dull  sodden  eyes  to  the  '  sixty- 
'  thousand  valets  in  London  itself  who  are  yearly  dismissed  to  the 
'  streets,  to  be  what  they  can,  when  the  reason  ends ;' — or  to  the 
hungerstricken,  pallid,  y</i(KO-coloured  '  Free  Labourers'  in  Lan- 
cashire, Yorkshire,  Buckinghamshire,  and  alt  other  shires!  These 
Yellow-coloured,  for  the  present,  absorb  all  my  sympathies  :  if  I 
had  a  Twenty  Millions,  with  Model-Farms  und  Niger  Expedi- 
tions, it  ia  to  these  that  I  would  give  it !  Quashee  has  already 
Tictaals,  clothing ;  Quashee  is  not  dying  of  such  despair  as  the 
yellow-coloured  pale  man's.  Quashee,  it  must  be  owned,  is  hith- 
erto a  kind  of  blockhead.  The  Haiti  Duke  of  Marmalade,  edu- 
cated now  for  almost  half  a  century,  seems  to  have  nest  to  no 
iense  in  him.  Why,  in  one  of  those  Lancashire  Weavers,  dying 
of  hunger,  there  is  more  thought  and  heart,  a  greater  arithmeti- 
cal amount  of  misery  and  desperation,  than  in  whole  gangs  of 
Qnaehees.  It  must  be  owned,  thy  eyes  arc  of  the  sodden  sort ; 
and  with  thy  emancipations,  and  tby  twenty-millionings  and  long- 
eared  clamouringa,  thou,  like  Bobespierre  and  his  pasteboard  Eire 
Snprtvu,  threatenest  to  heoonie  a  bore  to  us  :  Avec  Ion  Eire  Su- 
prime  tu  comnentet  m^embtUr  ! — 


la  ft  Ptinlai  Bhaat  tf  tba  aaidiKmi,  nmoh-dnMd,  ud  Inly 
onM  lb.  OkBdwlok*^  <ioit*«iiijng  qoeriM  and  napoiuM  from  flu 
ud  MH,  M  to  tUi  giMt  qoMtioa,  <  What  is  ths  dbot  of  Bdnatr 
tioB  oa  warUngnMa,  in  nrpeet  of  ditir  ndne  h  mora  worken  f 
tka  piMBBt  Bditar,  rmding  with  Mu&otioB  &  deeiirra  nnuti- 
moM  Twdirt  tm  l»  Bdmation,  nttds  witli  inexprsMibte  intorart 
thii  ipMul  nmiA,  put  in  by  my  of  mufpDal  inmdaital  not*, 
from  m  pTMtieal  manoAMitiiriiig  Quaker,  whom,  u  lie  is  anODy- 
B(na,m  wiUeall-PriandPnideiiee.  Pmdenoe  keepe  a  thonsand 
workmeB ;  baa  itriren  in  aU  ways  to  attaoh  them  to  him ;  haa 
pnmded  aonTeiMlional  MMrtaa  ;  playfronnda,  bands  of  mnuo  tat 
the  yoong  onea }  went  eran  '  the  length  of  bnymg  them  a  dmm :' 
■11  whieh  has  tamed  oat  to  be  an  excellent  isTeatmeni  Var  a 
certain  peracn,  marked  here  by  a  Usek  stroke,  whom  we  ahsll 
name  Blank,  liTing  orer  the  way, — he  also  keeps  somewhara 
abont  a  Uumaand  men ;  bnt  has  done  none  of  these  things  for 
them,  Bor  any  other  thing,  ezoept  due  payment  of  the  wages  by 
tapply-and-demand.  Blank's  workers  are  perpetually  getting 
into  mntiny,  into  broils  and  ooils :  every  six  months,  we  snppose, 
Blank  has  a  strike  ;  erery  one  month,  erery  day  and  every  honr, 
they  an  fretting  and' obstructing  tiie  shortsighted  Blank ;  pilier- 
ing  from  him,  wasting  and  idling  fbr  him,  omitting  and  commit- 
ting tar  him.  "  I  would  not,"  says  Friend  Pradence,  "  exohaaga 
my  workers  fbr  his  vilk  mat  Ikoiuaitd  pounds  to  ioof."* 

Bight,  O  boDonrable  Prudence ;  then  art  wholly  in  the  right : 
Seren  thonnnd  pounds  even  as  a  matter  of  pAfit  for  this  world, 
nay  fbr  the  mere  cash-market  of  this  world  I  And  as  a  matter  of 
profit  not  for  this  world  only,  but  for  the  other  world  and  all 
worlds,  it  outweighH  the  Bank  of  England ! — Can  the  sagacioos 
reader  descry  here,  as  it  were  the  outmost  inconsiderable  rock- 
ledge  of  a  uDirersal  rock-foundation,  deep  oaoe  more  as  the  Cen- 
tre of  the  World,  emerging  so,  in  the  experience  of  this  good 
Quaker,  through  the  Stygian  mud-rortexes  and  general  Mother 
of  Dead  Dogs,  whereon,  for  the  present,  all  swags  and  insecurely 
hovers,  as  if  ready  to  be  swallowed  1  t 

Some  Permanence  of  Contract  is  already  almost  possible ;  Um 
•  E^ort  OB  the  Training  of  Pav^v  ChOdrca  (IMI),  p.  IB. 


principle  of  Fcrmaiience,  year  hy  year,  better  seen  into  had  elab- 
orated, may  enlarge  itself,  expand  grodnally  on  every  side  ibto  m 
system.  Tiiia  once  secured,  the  basis  of  all  good  results  nere 
laid.  Once  permanent,  you  do  iiol  quarrel  with  tlic  first  diffi- 
culty oo  your  patii,  and  quit  it  in  weak  diagnst ;  yon  refleot  thmt 
it  cannot  be  aaitted,  that  it  muet  be  conquered,  a  wise  arrangs- 
nient  fallen  iin  witli  regard  to  it  "j  foolish  Wedded  Two.  who 
have  qoarrf.ilod,  between  '  Evil  Spirit  has  stirred  up 

transient  strife  and  bittern  t '  incompatibility'  seems  ^'■ 

moat  nigh,  ye  are  noverthciesa  id.  ro  who,  by  long  habit,  wor* 
it  by  nothing  more,  do  best  of  all  others  suit  each  other  :  it  is  ei- 
pediont  for  your  own  two  foolish  selves,  to  say  nothing  of  the  ia- 
fftuts,  pedigrees  and  public  iu  getjeraL  that  ye  agree  again  ;  that 
yo  put  away  the  Evil  Spirit,  and  wisely  on  both  hands  stmggl>- 
for  the  guidance  of  a  Good  Spirit ! 

The  very  horse  that  ia  permanent,  how  much  kindlier  do  his 
rider  and  he  work,  than  the  lemporary  one,  hired  on  any  haok 
principle  yet  known  !  I  am  for  permanence  in  alt  things,  at  tha 
earliest  possible  moment,  and  to  the  latest  possible.  Blessed  ia 
he  that  continueth  where  he  is.  Hero  let  us  rest,  and  lay  out 
seedficlds;  here  let  us  learn  to  dwell.  Here,  even  here,  the  or- 
chards that  we  plant  will  yield  ub  fruit ;  the  acorns  will  be  wood 
and  pleasant  umbrage,  if  we  wait.  How  much  groivs  everywhere, 
if  we  do  but  wait  I  Through  the  swamps  we  will  sliape  cause- 
ways, force  purifying  drains  ;  we  will  learn  to  thread  the  rocky 
inaocessibilities ;  atid  beaten  tracks,  worn  smooth  by  mere  travel- 
ling of  human  feet,  will  form  themselves.  Not  a  difficulty  but 
can  transfigure  itself  into  a  triumph  ;  not  even  a  deformity  but, 
if  our  own  soul  have  imprinted  worth  on  it,  will  grow  dear  to  us. 
The  Hunny  plains  and  deep  indigo  transparent  skies  of  Italy  are 
all  indifferent  to  the  great  sick  heart  of  a  Sir  Waiter  Scott :  on 
the  back  of  the  Apennines,  in  wild  spring  weather,  the  sight  of 
bleak  Scotch  firs,  and  snow-spotted  heath  and  desolation,  brings 
tears  into  his  cyca.* 

0  unwise  mortals  that  forever  change  and  sliift,  and  say,  Yon- 
der, not  Here!  Wealth  richer  than  both  the  Indies  lies  every- 
where for  man,  if  he  will  endure.  Not  his  oaks  only  and  hia 
*  Lo^hait'a  L^  ^  Sett. 


fr^iHNWf  ^  ^*r  ^«H  iRMM  itwlf  vlMnvn  fa  win  aUda  ;• 
m*§  j^i^  iftm  Ms^Mbmat  ten  ii».imp  fimnUiu  «f  1M- 
^mfi  BfliBgb^yiviiP*  fcn«*Mi»»,  i^  im  «m  th«  Evtb 
dang  'atookM  of  tnda,'  iriiat  wulth  hava  theyl  Horsaloada, 
■hiploaidaofwliitaor  Tolloirmetal:  in  tot;  sooth,  what  ore  these? 
ShA  raata  nowbeie,  he  ia  homeUaa.  He  oan  bnild  atone  or  mar- 
Ua  hooaaa ;  but  to  oontmna  in  them  u  denied  turn.  The  wealth 
«t  a  mas  ia  tlie  number  of  tbinga  whioh  be  lores  and  bleasea, 
wbiA  ha  is  lored  and  bleaaed  bj  I  The  herdaman  in  hia  poor 
flUj  riiealfaig,  where  hia  rerj  ocw  and  dog  are  friends  to  him,  and 
not  a  oataiaot  but  earriea  memories  fbr  him,  and  not  a  mountain- 
top  bat  noda  old  reoogaition :  hia  Uf^  all  enoiroled  as  in  bleaaed 
motbei'>«rma,  ia  it  poorer  than  Sliok's  wi^  the  ass-loads  of  yel- 
Wv  metal  on  hia  back  I  Unhappy  Sliok  I  Alas,  then  baa  ao 
m&eh  grown  nomadlo,  apelilce,  with  ns :  so  mneh  will  bare,  with 
triutonr  pain,  repngnanoe  and  '  impoasilnlitj,'  to  alter  itael^ 
to  flx  itaelf  again, — in  aomo  wise  waj,  in  any  not  deliriont 
way  I 

A  qneation  arises  here:  Wbetber,  in  some  ulterior,  perbapa 
some  not  &r-distant  stage  of  this  '  CbiTalry  of  Labonr,'  your 
Master- Worker  may  not  find  it  possible,  and  needfnl,  to  grant 
his  Workers  permanent  iwttrtit  in  his  enterprise  and  theirs  ?  So 
that  it  become,  in  practical  result,  what  in  essential  fkot  and  jos- 
tioe  it  erer  is,  a  joint  enterprise ;  all  men,  from  the  Chief  Master 
down  to  the  lowest  Orerseer  and  Operative,  eoonomically  as  weU 
as  loyally  oonoemed  for  it? — Whioh  question  I  do  not  answer. 
The  answer,  near  or  else  far,  ia  perhaps,  Yes; — and  yet  one 
knowa  the  difficnltiea.  Despotism  ia  essential  in  most  enter- 
prises ;  I  am  (old,  they  do  not  tolerate  '  freedom  of  debate'  on 
board  a  Sereu^-fonr  I  Republican  senate  and  pUbucila  wonid 
not  answer  well  in  Cotton-Mills.  And  yet  observe  there  too : 
Freedom,  not  nomad's  or  ape's  Freedom,  but  man's  Freedom ; 
this  is  indispensable.  We  mvst  have  it,  and  will  have  iti  To 
reconcile  Despotism  with  Freedom: — well,  is  that  snoh  a  mystery  1 
Do  yon  not  already  know  the  way  ?  It  is  to  make  yonr  Depotism 
fiat.    BigorooaasDaatiny;  bnt  jual  too,  aa  Daatiny  and  ita  Laws. 


The  I-Hwa  of  God :  all  mon  obey  the§e,  and  have  no  '  Freedom'  at 
all  but  in  obejing  them.  TLe  way  is  already  knovn,  part  of  the 
way; — and  courage  and  sotoe  qualitiea  are  needed  for  walking 
on  it! 
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A  HAN  with  fifty,  with  five  hundred,  with  a  thousand  pounds  a 
(liy,  given  him  freely,  without  condition  at  ally-'On'  condition,  as 
it  DOW  runs,  that  he  will  sit  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets  and  do 
DO  mischief,  pass  no  Corn-Laws  or  the  like, — he  too,  you  would 
say,  is  or  might  he  a  rather  strong  Worker  1  He  is  a  Worker 
with  such  tools  as  no  man  in  this  world  ever  hefore  had.  But  in 
pnctice,  very  astonishing,  very  ominous  to  look  at,  he  proves  not 
a  strong  Worker ; — ^you  are  too  happy  if  he  will  prove  but  a  No- 
worker,  do  nothing,  and  not  be  a  Wrong-worker. 

You  ask  him,  at  the  year's  end :  ^^  Where  is  your  three-hundred 
thousand  pound ;  what  have  you  realised  to  us  with  that  ?"  He 
answers,  in  indignant  surprise :  '^  Done  with  it  ?  Who  are  you 
that  ask  ?  I  have  eaten  it ;  I  and  my  flunkeys,  and  parasites, 
and  slaves  two-footed  and  four-footed,  in  an  ornamental  manner ; 
and  I  am  here  alive  by  it ;  /am  realised  by  it  to  you !" — It  is,  as 
we  Iiave  often  said,  such  an  answer  as  was  never  before  given  un- 
der this  Sun.  An  answer  that  fills  me  with  boding  apprehension, 
with  foreshadows  of  despair.  0  stolid  Use-and-wont  of  an  athe- 
iBtic  Half-century,  0  Ignavia,  Tailor-godhood,  soul-killing  Cant, 
to  what  passes  art  thou  bringing  us ! — Out  of  the  loud-piping 
whirlwind,  audibly  to  him  that  has  cars,  the  Highest  God  is  again 
announcing  in  these  days :  ^*  Idleness  shall  not  be."  God  has  said 
it,  man  cannot  gainsay. 

Ah,  how  happy  were  it,  if  he  this  Aristocrat  Worker  would,  in 
like  manner,  see  hix  work  and  do  it !  It  is  frightful  seeking  an- 
other to  do  it  for  him.  Guillotines,  Meudon  Tanneries,  and  half- 
a-million  men  shot  dead,  have  already  been  expended  in  that  busi- 
ness ;  and  it  is  yet  far  from  done.  This  man  too  is  something ; 
nay  he  is  a  great  thing.     Look  on  him  there :  a  man  of  manful 
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aspect ;  a  hiog  of  the  '  cheerfuliieBs  of  pride'  still  lingering  in 
him.  A  irtjo  air  of  graceful  aloiciam,  of  easy  silent  dignity  sit* 
well  on  him  ;  in  his  heart,  could  -we  re&ch  it,  lie  elementB  of  gen- 
erosity, self-sacrificing  justice,  true  human  valour.  Why  should 
he.  with  BHch  appliances,  stand  an  incuiubranee  in  the  Present ; 
perish  disastrously  out  of  the  Future  I     From  no  section  of  the 


Future  would  we  lose  these  n 
controlling ;  these  dignil 
— lose  aught  of  what  tb 
memento  of,  in  this  man. 
help  us  to  save  him !     A 
Ignavia,  Hearsay,  Spe 
andfold  Cant  within 
cbokc-damp,  like  thick 
anpliyiia.  as  it  were  extiuj 
hears  not,  and  Moses  and  i 
Will  he  awaken,  be  aliv 
death-fit  very  death  T     It  ii 


irtesies,  impalpable  yet  all- 
B,  these  kingly  simplicities  ; 
ast  still  gives  us  token  of, 
iot  save  him : — can  he  not 
he  too;  had  not  undivim 
ining,— had  not  Cant.  thou»- 
'<■'  around  him,  enveloping  him  like 
a  darkness,  thrown  his  soul  into 
ned  his  soul ;  so  that  he  sees  not, 
.1  the  Prophets  address  him  in  vain. 
e  again,  and  haTc  a  soul ;  or  is  this 
8  a  question  of  questions,  for  himself 
ind  for  US  all!  Alas,  is  there  no  noble  work  for  this  man  tool 
Has  be  not  thick-headed  ignorant  boors  ;  Iszy,  enslaved  farmers ; 
weedy  lands?  Lands  1  Has  he  not  weary  heavy<laden  plougbers 
of  land  ;  immortol  souls  of  men,  ploughing,  ditching,  day-drudg- 
ing; bar«  of  back, empty  of  stomach, nigh  desperateof  heart ;  and 
none  peaceably  to  help  them  but  he,  under  Heaven  1  Does  he 
find,  with  his  three  hundred  thousand  pounds,  no  noble  thing 
trodden  down  in  the  thoroughfares  which  it  were  godlike  to  help 
up!  Can  he  do  nothing  for  his  Burns  but  make  a  Gauger  of 
him  ;  lionise  him,  bedinner  him,  for  a  foolish  while  ;  then  whistle 
him  down  the  wind,  to  desperation  and  bitter  death  1 — His  work 
too  is  difficult,  in  these  modern,  br-disloeated  ages.  But  it  may 
be  done;  it  may  be  tried  ; — it  must  be  done. 

A  modem  Duke  of  Weimar,  not  a  god  he  either,  but  a  human 
duke,  levied,  as  I  reckon,  in  rents  and  taxes  and  all  incomings 
whatsoever,  less  than  several  of  our  English  Dukes  do  in  rent 
alone.  The  Duke  of  Weimar,  with  these  incomings,  had  to  gov- 
ern, judge,  defend,  every  way  administer  Ms  Dukedom.  He  does 
all  this  as  few  others  did  :  and  he  improves  lands  besides  all  this, 
makes  river-ambankmeiitB,  maintaina  not  soldiers  only,  but  Uni- 
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veniliM  and  Iiulitiiyonf: — and  in  hu  Ocmrt  were  tlMie  foor 
mtm:  WielMid,  Herder,  Sehllk^  Goethe.  Not  as  parasitee, 
▼hiflh  waa  impoeaiUe ;  not  aa  taUe-wit8  and  poetie  Katerfeltoee ; 
bat  as  noUe  Spiritual  Men  working  tinder  a  noble  Praotioal 
>Un.  Shielded  by  him  from  many  miseries ;  perhaps  from  many 
shorteooiittgay  destmotiTe  aberrationB.  Heaven  had  sent,  once 
uMNre,  heavenly  Light  into  the  world ;  and  this  man's  honour  was 
that  ha  gave  it  weleoma  A  new  noble  kind  of  Clergy,  nnder  an 
old  bat  still  noble  kind  of  King  1  I  reckon  that  this  one  Duke 
of  Weimar  did  more  for  the  Cnltore  of  his  Nation  than  all  the 
Engliah  Dokes  and  Duces  now  extant,  or  that  were  extant  since 
Henry  the  Eighth  gave  them  the  Church  Lands  to  eat,  have  done 
far  tbeira ! — ^I  am  ashamed,  I  am  alarmed  for  my  English  Dukes : 
what  word  have  I  to  say  ? 

Jjfoor  Actual  Aristocracy,  appointed  <  Best-and-Bravest,'  will 
be  mw,  how  inexpressibly  happy  for  us  I  If  not, — ^the  voice  of 
God  from  the  whirlwind  is  very  audible  to  me.  Nay,  I  will 
thank  the  Great  God,  that  He  has  said,  in  whatever  fearful  ways, 
ind  just  wrath  against  us,  ^  Idleness  shall  be  no  more !"  Idle- 
ness? The  awakened  soul  of  man,  all  but  the  asphyxied  soul  of 
man.  turns  from  it  as  from  worse  than  death.  It  is  the  life4n- 
death  of  Poet  Coleridge.  That  &ble  of  the  Dead-Sea  Apes 
ceases  to  be  a  fable.  The  poor  Worker  starved  to  death  is  not 
the  saddest  of  sights.  He  lies  there,  dead  on  his  shield ;  &llen 
down  into  the  bosom  of  his  old  Mother ;  with  haggard  pale  face, 
Eorrow-worn,  but  stilled  now  into  divine  peace,  silently  appeals  to 
the  Eternal  God  and  all  the  Universe— the  most  silent,  the  most 
floquent  of  men. 

Exceptions, — ah  yes,  thank  Heaven,  we  know  there  are  excep- 
tions. Our  case  were  too  hard,  were  there  not  exceptions,  and  par- 
tial exceptions  not  a  few,  whom  we  know,  and  whom  we  do  not  know. 
Honour  to  the  name  of  Ashley, — honour  to  this  and  the  other  val- 
iant Abdiel,  found  fiiithfiil  still ;  who  would  fidn  by  work  and  by 
word,  admonish  their  Order  not  to  rush  upon  destruction  !  These 
are  they  who  will,  if  not  save  their  Order,  postpone  the  wreck  of 
il ; — ^by  whom,  under  blessing  of  the  Upper  Powers,  <  a  quiet  eu- 
*  thanasia  spread  over  generations,  instead  of  a  swift  torture-death 
'coaetDtred  into  years,'  may  be  brought  aboat  ftr  many  thiaga. 
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AH  honour  and  success  to  tlieiie  The  noblo  man  can  still  atrive 
nobly  to  save  and  serve  bie  Order ; — at  lowest,  he  can  remember 
the  precept  of  tbe  Prophet :  "  Come  out  of  her,  m;  people  ;  eome 
out  of  her  I" 

To  ait  idle  aloft,  like  living  stKtuM,  tike  absurd  Epicums'-gods, 

iu  pampered  isolation,  in  «  -om  the  glorious  fateful  bat- 

tlefield of  this  Uod'a-Woi  poor  life  for  a  man,  when  aU 

UphobtererB  and  Frencb  i  done  their  utmost  for  it  1 — 

Nay,  what  a  sballoff  deli  b  we  have  all  got  iato.  That 

uny  man  should  or  can  k  i  apart  from  men,  have  ■  do 

buaincBs'  with  them,  excel  .■count '  business  I'     It  is  tha 

eillieat  tala  a  distressei^  of  men  ever  took  to  telling 

one  aDother.     Men     i^  .cJ:  we  arc  all  bound  to£Gth- 

er,  for  mutual  good     ■  ■  i  misery,  as  living  nerveaia 

the  same  t»6d^.     N^  i  disunite  biinaelf  from  any 

lowest.  Consider  it  lour  poor-  >VertL-r  blowing  out  his  dis- 
'  tracted  existence  because  Charlotte  will  not  have  the  keeping 
'  thereof :'  this  is  no  peculiar  phasis  ;  it  is  simply  the  highest  ex- 
pression of  a  phasis  traceable  wherever  one  human  crf:ature  meets 
another!  Let  tlio  meanest  erookbaeked  Thersites  teach  the  su- 
premcst  Agamemnon  that  he  actually  does  not  reverence  him, 
the  supremest  Agamemnon's  eyea  flash  fire  responsive  ;  a  real 
pain,  and  partial  insanity  has  seized  Agamemnon.  Strange 
enough :  a  many-eounselled  TJljsses  is  set  in  motion  by  a  seoun- 
diel-blockhead  ;  plays  tunes,  like  a  barrel-organ,  at  the  seoundrel- 
■  blockhead's  tonch, — has  to  snatch,  namely,  his  seeptre  cudgel,  and 
weal  the  crooked  back  with  bumps  and  thumps  !  Let  a  chief  of 
men  reflect  well  on  it.  Not  in  having  'no  business'  with  men, 
but  in  having  no  unjust  business  with  them,  and  in  having  all 
manner  of  true  and  just  business,  can  either  his  or  their  blessed- 
ness be  found  possible,  and  this  waste  world  become,  for  both  par- 
ties, a  home  and  peopled  garden. 

Men  do  reverence  men.  Men  do  worship  in  that  '  one  temple 
of  the  world,'  as  Novalis  calls  it,  the  Presence  of  a  Man  !  Hero- 
worship,  true  and  blessed,  or  else  mistaken,  false  and  accursed, 
goes  on  everywhere  and  everywhen.  In  this  world  there  is  ono 
godlike  thing,  the  essence  of  all  that  was  or  ever  will  be  of  god- 
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like  in  ihii  world :  the  veneraiion  done  to  Human  Worth  by  tba 
heutB  d  men.  Hero-worship,  in  the  souls  of  the  heroio,  of  the 
clear  and  wise, — ^it  is  the  perpetual  presenoe  of  Heaven  in  our 
poor  Earth :  when  it  is  not  there,  Heaven  is  veiled  from  us ;  and 
all  is  under  Heaven's  ban  and  interdict,  and  there  is  no  worship, 
or  worth-siiip,  or  worth  or  blessedness  in  the  Earth  any  more 


Independence,  <lord  of  the  lion-heart  and  eagle-eye,'- 
yes,  he  is  one  we  have  got  acquainted  with  in  these  late  times :  a 
very  indispensable  one,  for  spuming  off  with  due  energy  innu- 
merable sham-superiors.  Tailor-made :  honour  to  him,  entire  sue- 
cess  to  him !  Entire  success  is  sure  to  him.  But  he  must  not 
itop  there,  at  that  small  success,  with  his  eagle-eye.  He  has 
BOW  a  second  far  greater  success  to  gain :  to  seek  out  his  real  su- 
periors, whom  not  the  Tailor  but  the  Almighty  Gk>d  has  made 
superior  to  him,  and  see  a  little  what  he  will  do  with  these  1 
Rebel  against  these  also  ?  Pass  by  with  minatory  eagle-glance, 
with  calm-sniffiDg  mockery,  or  even  without  any  mockery  or  sniff, 
when  these  present  themselves?  The  lion-hearted  will  never 
dream  of  such  a  thing.  Forever  far  be  it  from  him  !  His  mina- 
tory eagle-glance  will  veil  itself  in  softness  of  the  dove  :  his  lion- 
heart  will  become  a  lamb's  ;  all  its  just  indignation  changed  into 
just  reverence,  dissolved  in  blessed  floods  of  noble  humble  love, 
how  much  heavenlier  than  any  pride,  nay,  if  you  will,  how  much 
prouder !  I  know  him,  this  lion-hearted,  eaglo-eyed  one  ;  have 
met  him,  rushing  on,  'with  bosom  bare,'  in  a  very  distracted 
dishevelled  manner,  the  times  being  hard  ; — and  can  say,  and 
guarantee  on  my  life,  That  in  him  is  no  rebellion  ;  that  in  him 
is  the  reverse  of  rebellion,  the  needful  preparation  for  obedience. 
For  if  you  do  mean  to  obey  God-made  superiors,  your  first  step 
is  to  sweep  out  the  Tailor-made  ones  ;  order  them,  under  penal- 
ties, to  vanish,  to  make  ready  for  vanishing ! 

Nay,  what  is  best  of  all,  he  cannot  rebel,  if  he  would.  Supe- 
riors whom  God  has  made  for  us  we  cannot  order  to  withdraw ! 
Not  in  the  least.  No  Grand-Turk  himself,  thickest-quilted  tailor- 
made  Brother  of  the  Sun  and  Moon  can  do  it :  but  an  Arab 
Man,  in  cloak  of  his  own  clouting ;  with  black  beaming  eyes,  with 
flaming  sovereign-heart  direct  from  the  centre  of  the  Universe  \ 


and  siso,  I  am  told,  with  terrible  '  horae-shoe  vein'  of  BweUing 
vratb  in  hia  brow,  &nd  lightnmg  (if  you  will  not  kaTe  it  re  light) 
tingling  through  every  vein  of  him, — he  riBes ;  says  authorit»- 
tively  :  "  Thickeat-quiltcd  Grand-Turk,  tailor-made  Brother  of 
the  Sun  and  Moon,  No  : — I  withdraw  not ;  thou  ahalt  obey  me 
or  withdraw  V  And  so  acoordinfrly  it  ia ;  thickest-quilted  Grand- 
Turks  and  all  their  progcuv.  i.,  .  i  hour,  obey  that  man  in  the 
remarkablest  manner  ;  pr-f*  to  withdraw. 

0  hrotlier,  it  ia  an  eudl  ion  to  me,  in  this  digorganie, 

as  yet  bo  quack-riddcn,  wbat  yon  ly  well  call  hag-ridden  and 
bell-ridden  world,  to  find  that  dinoh    lieuoe  t«  the  Heavens,  wlien 


they  send  any  messenger  whate  is  and  remains  impossible. 
It  cannot  be  done  ;  uo  Turk  grana  or  small  can  do  it.  '  Shew  liwv 
dullest  clod-po!c,'  says  my  invaluable  German  friend, '  shew  tlOT 
'  haughtiest  featherhead,  that  a  soul  higher  than  himself  is  bere^ 
'  were  his  kucoa  stiffened  into  brass,  he  must  down  and  worship.' 


GHAPTBR    VII. 

TSe  OITTBO. 

Ti^  iB  wkat  tamUtaoiu  fanga  uueby  mtent  »  NoUe  hnmu 
n^M^b  mi^  dwell  utd  ■trira,m(AtBmiilt  iiin  tbeinyafbeing 
MlsMd  into  ft  froitftil  aoftmagaty.  It  ii  ineriteble.  No  ChwNi 
wa  aontiniH  el»otio  with  %  soul  in  it  BeMOled  with  ramert 
kmin  NoUeneaB,  did  not  slMtghtor,  yiolenee  ud  fira-eyed  fluy, 
grow  mto  ft  Ohir&lrf ;  into  &  bl«flsed  Lojftlty  of  Qorenor  ftiid  ' 
nd  OoTCTDcd?  And  in  Work,  whieh  ii  of  itaelf  nobla,  ftiid  tbo 
only  trae  flgbting,  tbere  bIibII  be  no  sneh  posaibility  ?  Beliere  ii 
not ;  it  IB  incredible ;  the  whole  UniTerae  eontndiota  ii  Here 
too  the  Obaetftw  Principle  will  be  enbordinated ;  the  Uftn  IMnoi- 
ple  will,  by  degrees,  become  superior,  beeome  mpreme. 

I  know  Hunmon,  too ;  Banks-of-Englftnd,  Credit-Systems, 
world-wide  posribilitieB  of  work  ftnd  trmffie ;  ftnd  spplftud  ftod  ftd- 
mire  them.  Hammon  is  like  Fire ;  the  nsefolest  of  all  sernDta, 
if  the  frightfnlest  of  all  masters  I  The  Glifforda,  Fitnutelms  and 
CbiTalry  Fighters '  wished  to  gain  viotory,'  never  doubt  it :  bat 
Tictory,  nnlefls  guned  in  a  certain  spirit,  was  no  victory;  defeat, 
sostuned  in  a  certain  spirit,  was  itself  Tiotory.  I  say  agun  and 
again,  had  ttey  counted  the  sealps  alone,  they  had  oontinned 
ChactaWB,  and  no  Ghiralry  or  lasting  victory  had  been.  And  in 
Industrial  Fighters  and  Captains  is  there  no  nobleness  disoorera- 
ble  1  To  them,  alone  of  men,  there  shall  forerer  be  no  blessed- 
ness bnt  in  swollen  eofiers  7  To  seo  beaoty,  order,  gratitude,  loyal 
hnman  hearts  around  them,  ahsll  be  of  no  moment ;  to  see  fiiligi- 
nons  deformity,  mutiny,  hatred  and  despair,  with  the  addition  of 
half  a  million  guineas,  shall  be  better  1  Heaven's  blessedness 
not  there  ;  Hell's  cnrsedness,  and  yonr  half  million  bits  of  metal, 
ft  substitate  fbr  that  I  Is  there  no  profit  in  diffusing  BeaT«n'i 
MMwdBBWi,  but  only  in  gftining  gold  J—U  se,  I  appriw  the  HllL 
14 
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owner  i  iionalre,  that  lie  too  miiBt  prepare  for  vaniaiung ; 

thnt  ne  he  born  to  be  of  the  sovereiguB  vf  thi«  world ;  thkt 

hi'  will  I  be  trampled  and  chained  down  in  whatever  terri- 

ble wa^  brasB-collared  safe,  among  the  born  tbrtJls  of  this 

aunot  have  Canailles  and  Doggeries  that  will  not 
valry  of  themeelrcB:  our  noble  Flanet  is  impatient 

1  ivuljll  of  BuchI 

ieir  bounty,  do  send  otber 

a&  to  their  forertmners,  in 

loblo  times,  the  omnipotent 

uinea.     Has  joar  balf-deod 

Jive  avaricioua  Cotton-Law 

are,  not  one,  but  several ; 

:  doomed  this  world  to  awift 

A^ot  of  the  world ;  the  bora 

eratorj  Samsons   of  this  poor 

ilwaya   shear  of 

darkness  at  its 


of  such 
For  the  j 

souls  into  this  w""''',  1( 
Old  Boman,  in  C  t 
giiinea  is,  on  the  wnoii 
avaricious  Corn-Law  1 
Lord,  never  seen  one 
arc,  and  will  be,  unlesf 
dire  ruin.  These  are 
champions,  strong  men, 
Tvorld :  whom  the  poor  Deliluu-world  will  i 
their  strength  and  ejesight,  and  set  to  grim 
poor  gin-wheel !  Sncb  sonls  ore,  in  these  days,  getting  some- 
what out  of  humour  with  the  world.  Yonr  verj  Byron,  in  these 
days,  IB  at  least  driren  mad  ;  flatly  refuses  fealty  to  the  world. 
The  'World  with  its  injustices,  its  golden  brutalities,  and  dull  yel- 
low gftineas,  is  a  disgust  to  such  bouIh  :  the  raj  of  Heaven  that 
is  in  them  does  at  least  predoom  them  to  be  very  miserable  here. 
Yea  :^and  yet  all  misery  is  faculty  misdirected,  strength  that 
has  not  yet  found  its  way.  The  black  whirlwind  is  mother  of 
the  lightning.  No  smoke,  in  any  sense,  but  can  become  flame 
and  radiance !  Such  soul,  once  graduated  in  Heaven's  stern  Uni- 
versity, steps  out  superior  to  your  guinea. 

Dost  thou  know,  O  sumptnona  Corn-Lord,  Cotton-Lord,  0  mu- 
tinous Trades-Unionist,  gin- vanquished,  undeliverable  ;  O  much- 
if  enslaved  World, — this  mui  is  not  «  slave  with  thee  I  None  of 
thy  promotions  is  necessary  for  him.  His  place  is  with  the  stars 
of  Heaven  ;  to  thee  it  may  ho  momentous,  to  thee  it  may  be  life 
or  death,  to  him  it  is  indifferent,  whether  thou  place  him  in  the 
lowest  hut,  or  forty  feet  higher  at  the  top  of  thy  stupendous  high 
tower,  while  here  on  Earth.  The  joys  of  £arth  that  are  preoious, 
they  depend  not  on  thee  and  thy  promotloDS.     Food  and  raiment 
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mi,  MUkd  K  inahl  haaith,  xmli  irho  lote  faim,  wlunm  telvrM-: 
Itmm  tma  abmij  im.  He  wwott  noiw  of  tl^  mrarda ;  bahold 
atoO)  !•  AMI  BOM  of  thy  ^onaltiML  Thou  oust  not  umr 
nan  hj  miii|[  hbd :  the  obm  of  Anuuchtu  tiua  ^hM  Idll ; 
bst  tko  Mtf '  of  Anumhu,  the  word  w  sot  of  Aaa^tiehiu,  in 
BO  wise  vfaaterer.  Xo'thii  nun  death  ii  sot  &  bngbecr ;  to|hii 
nan  lift  ii  alnady  as  earnest  and  airfol,  and  beaatifbl  and  tmi- 
Ue,aa  death.   ' 

Not  a  Haj-game  is  this  man's  lift ;  but  a  battle  and  a  manh, 
a  warftn  with  prineipslides  and  powen.  No  idle  promanade 
throoc^  fragnaioiange-grovea  and  green  floweiy  Bpaoes,  ifaited 
on  hj  the  ehoral  Hnaee  and  the  nej  Hoon ;  it  is  a  stem  ^- 
grimage  through  boniiug  aandj  solitadM,  through  ragicms  of 
thiek-iihiwd  ios.  He  walha  among  men ;  lores  men,  with  Inez-  - 
jii  iiiWii  Mrft  pi^f — as  thejr  aattui  lore  him :  bat  his  aoul  dwells 
in  Bolitvde,  in  die  nttermost  parts  of  Creation.  In  green  oases 
bj  the  palm-tree  wells,  he  rests  a  space ;  bnt  anon  he  has  to  jom^ 
nej  forward,  esoorted  by  the  Terrors  and  the  Splendonis,  the 
Archdemons  and  Arobangels.  All  Ueaven,  all  Pandemonium 
are  his  escort  The  stars  keen-glsnoing,  from  the  Immensities, 
send  tidings  to  him ;  the  graves,  ulent  with  their  dead,  from  the 
Eternities.     Beep  calls  fbr  him  unto  Deep. 

Thoo,  0  World,  how  wilt  thoa  seeore  thyself  against  tlus  «an  ? 
Thou  canst  not  hire  him  by  thy  guineas ;  nor  by  thy  pbbets  and 
law-penalties  restrain  him.  He  eludes  thee  like  a  SpiriC  Thoa 
canst  not  forward  him,  thou  oanet  not  hinder  him.  Thy  penalties, 
thy  porerties,  neglects,  contumelies :  behold,  all  thew  are  good  for 
him.  Gome  to  him  as  an  enemy  ;  turn  from  him  as  an  unfriend ; 
only  do  not  this  one  thing, — infect  him  not  with  thy  own  delu- 
rion :  the  benign  Genius,  were  it  by  very  death,  shall  guard  him 
against  this  t — What  wilt  thoa  do  with  him  1  He  is  above  thee, 
like  a  god.  Thou,  in  thy  stupendous  three-inch  pattens,  art  un<  --, 
der  hipi.  He  is  thy  bom  king,  thy  conqueror  and  supreme  law- 
yer: not  all  the  guineas  and  cannons,  and  leather  and  prunella, 
under  the  iky  e»n  save  thee  from  him.  Hardest  thickskinned 
Mammon-world,  ruggedest  Caliban  shall  obey  him,  or  become  not 
Caliban  but  a  cramp.  Oit,  if  in  this  man,  whose  eyes  csn  flash 
Heaven's  lightning,  and  make  all  Oslihans  into  a  cramp,  tiwre 


To  hj 
lighlnioE 


IB  for  ever  h 

'  Man  of  iTvniuB  1' 
cicnM  Twiddlodeo,  of  - 
New  Xcatament  end  < 
iaanit;,  with  misersbU 
ries   old,  thy  New  Tf 
Canst  thoa  road  m 
Man  of  Oenios,  knoweBi 
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lie  essence  of  his  very  being,  a  God's  Justioe,  hu- 
i.  Tcracitj  ajid  Jleroy, — I  should  tremble  for  tho 
lis  strength,  lot  as  rejoice  to  understand,  m  even 
ntitj  of  Justice,  of  Valoarand  Pity  that  is  in  him. 
and  tailored  quacks  iu  high  pWes,  his  eyes  are 
'  they  melt  in  dewy  pity  softer  than  a  mother's  to 
I,  maitrca.  heart,  in  his  great  thought^ 

r  all  the  This  world's  improvement 


.all  notion,  meseems,  0  Me- 
of  Ocnins  is.  Bead  in  thy 
'ith  floods  of  mealymouthed 
:a  of  Cant  now  several  oeuta- 
ot  alt  bedimiued  for  thoA. 
-iment  at  all  f  The  highest 
. ;  Godlike  and  a  Ood  to  thia 
hour?  His  erown  a  Crown  vi  ihorns?  Thou  fool,  with  Ihy 
empty  Godhoods,  Apothooacs  edgegUt ;  the  Crown  of  Thorns 
made  into  a  poor  jewel-room  crown,  fit  for  the  head  of  block- 
heads ;  the  bearing  of  the  Cross  changed  to  a  riding  in  the 
Long- Acre  Gig !  Fauso  in  thy  mass-c  ban  tings,  in  thy  litanyings, 
and  Calmuck  prayings  by  machinery;  and  pray,  if  noisily,  at 
least  in  a  more  human  manner.  How  with  iLy  rubrics  and  dal- 
matics, and  clothwcbs  and  cobwebs,  and  witli  thy  stupidities  and 
grovelling  baseheartedness,  hast  thou  hidden  tl)e  Holiest  into  all 
but  invisibility ! — 

'  Man  of  Genius :'  0  Mecajnas  Twiddledee,  hast  thou  any  no- 
tion what  a  Man  of  Genius  is  1  Genius  is  '  the  inspired  gift  of  , 
God,'  It  ia  the  clearer  presence  of  God  Most  High  in  a  man. 
T)im,  potential  in  all  men ;  in  this  man  it  has  become  clear,  ac- 
tual. So  says  John  Milton,  who  ought  to  be  a  judge  ;  so  answer 
him  the  Voices  of  all  Ages  and  all  Worlds.  Wouldst  thou  com- 
mune with  such  a  one  ?  Be  bis  resl  peer  then  :  does  that  lie  iu 
thee  1  Know  thyself  and  thy  real  and  thy  apparent  place,  and 
know  him  and  his  real  and  his  apparent  place,  and  act  in  soiuc 
nohle  conformity  with  all  that.  What!  Tho  star-fire  of  the 
Empyrean  shall  eclipse  itself,  and  illuminate  magic-Ian t«rns  to 
amuse  grown  childreti  i     He.  the  god-inspired,  is  to  twang  harps 


fer  Am,  ni  Uoir  thnvgh  MnniiAl-^pM,  to  RooOe  th^ntad 
mil  wltk  tUou  of  naw,  >till  wider  EldondiM,  Htniiri  pandiMi, 
risltar'I«iidf  of  Oookugnal  BroUwr,  thia  is  not  he;  thii  {■  % 
nontoiftit,  tiiu  tmngUng,  jangling,  Tsin,  Mrid^  Mruinel'^ldng 
num.  Thoo  doat  wdl  to  aay  with  took  Sanl,  "  It  is  naught,  aooh 
faivping  1" — and  in  aoddan  lags,  to  graap  thy  apaar,  and  tij  if 
tboa  eanat  pa  anoli  a  one  to  tiia  walL  King  Saul  waa  misti^eB 
in  hia  man,  hut  tboa  art  ri^t  in  thine.  It  ia  the  dne  of  aooh  a 
one :  Da3  him  to  the  wall,'  and  leare  him  thwe.  So  on^t  ooppei 
■hjlTingP  to  bo  nailed  on  eoonten ;  oopper  genhiaea  on  walla,  and 
kA  there  fbr  a  aign  I — 

I  eonolsde  that  the  Hen  of  Letton  too  may  beooms  a '  ddr- 
airy,'  an  aetoal  instead  of  a  nrtaal  Piieethood,  with  rwalt  isu 
meaaantbK — ao  aoon  as  there  isnobleneuin  thenuelreefbr  that 
And,  to  a  certain^,  qot  aoonar  1  Of  intrinaio  -Taletiama  yon  oan- 
not,  with  whole  Parliamenta  to  help  yoo,  nkalce  a  Heroism.  Dog- 
geriea  never  so  gold-plat«d,  Doggeriea  never  ao  eaeatcheoned,- 
Doggeries  never  so  diplomaed,  bepnSed,  gaa-Ughted,  eontinne 
Doggeries,  and  must  take  the  &to  of  snob. 


CHAPTER    VIII. 

THE    DI  VIC. 

Certmni-t  it  were  a  fond  imaginatioD    to  expect  that  anj 

prcacbiDg  of  mine  could  abate  MaiutnoDism :  tliat  Bobns  of 
Houodsditoh  will  lovo  hia  guineas  loss,  or  bis  poor  aool  lunre, 
for  any  preaching  of  mine  I  But  there  b  one  Preacher  who  does 
preach  with  effect,  iLod  gradually  persuade  all  persons :  bis  DaiD« 
ia  Destiny,  is  Divine  I'rovidenee,  and  hia  Sermon  the  inflexible 
Course  of  Tbinga,  Ecporience  does  take  dreadhlly  high  school- 
wages  ,  but  ho  tenches  like  no  other  ' 

I  revert  to  Friend  Prudence  the  good  Quaker's  refusal  of 
'seven  thousand  pounds  to  boot,'  Friend  Prudence's  practical 
conclusion  will,  by  degrees,  become  tbat  of  all  rational  practical 
men  whatsoever  On  the  present  scheme  and  principle,  Work 
cannot  continue.  Trades'  Strikes,  Trades'  Unions,  Cbartisms; 
mutiny,  squalor,  rago  and  desperate  revolt,  growing  ever  more 
desperate,  will  go  on  their  way.  As  dark  misery  settles  down 
on  us,  and  our  refuges  of  lies  fall  in  pieces  one  after  one.  the 
hearts  of  men,  now  at  In^t  serious,  will  turn  to  refuges  of  truth. 
The  eternal  stars  shine  out  again,  so  soon  as  it  is  dark  tnnii^-h. 

Begirt  with  desperate  Trades'  Unionism  and  Anarchic  ?lu- 
tiny,  many  an  Industrial  Lavr-'card,  by  and  by,  who  has  neg- 
lected to  niako  laws  and  keep  them,  will  be  heard  Paying  to  him- 
self: "  Why  have  I  realised  five  hundred  thousand  pounds  ?  I 
rose  early  and  sat  late,  I  toiled  and  moiled,  and  in  tlie  sweat  of 
my  brow  and  of  my  soul  I  strove  to  gain  this  money,  tbat  I 
might  become  conspicuous,  and  have  some  honour  among  my 
fellow-creatures.  I  wanted  them  to  honour  me,  to  love  me.  Tlie 
money  is  here,  earned  with  my  best  lifeblood  :  but  the  honour  ? 
I  am  encircled  with  squalor,  with  hunger,  rage,  and  sooty  dea- 
perntion.     Not  honoured,  hardly  even  envied ;    only  fools  and . 
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the  flankey-speoies  so  muoh  as  enyy  me.  I  am  oonspicuoos, — as 
A  mark  for  corses  and  brickbats.  What  good  is  it  ?  My  five 
hundred  scalps  hang  here  in  my  wigwam :  would  to  Heaven  I 
liad  sought  something  else  than  the  scalps ;  would  to  Heayen  I 
Lad  been  a  Christian  Fighter,  not  a  Chactaw  one!  To  have 
ruled  and  fought  not  in  a  Mammonish  but  in  a  Godlike  spirit ; 
to  have  had  the  hearts  of  the  people  bless  me,  as  a  true  ruler 
and  captain  of  my  people  ;  to  have  felt  my  own  heart  bless  me, 
and  tliat  Ood  above  instead  of  Mammon  below  was  blessing  me, 
— this  had  been  something.  Out  of  my  sight,  ye  beggarly  five 
hundred  scalps  of  banker's-thousands :  I  will  try. for  something 
other,  or  account  my  life  a  tragical  futility  1" 

Friend  Prudence's  '  rock-ledge,'  as  we  called  it,  will  gradually 
diddose  itself  to  many  a  man ;  to  all  men.  Gradually,  assaulted 
from  beneath  and  from  above,  the  Stygian  mud-deluge  of  Laisscz- 
faiire,  Supply-and-demand,  Cash-payment  the  one  Duty,  will  abate 
on  all  hands ;  and  the  everlasting  mountain-tops,  and  secure 
roc'kfouudations  that  reach  to  the  centre  of  the  world,  and  rest 
un  Nature's  self,  will  again  emerge,  to  found  on,  and  to  build  on. 
When  Mammon-wurshippcrs  here  and  there  begin  to  be  God- 
worshippers,  and  biped 8-of-prey  become  men.  and  there  is  a  Soul 
fflt  once  more  in  the  huge-pulsing  elephantine  mechanic  Ani- 
uialism  of  thiH  Earth,  it  will  be  again  a  blessed  Earth. 

"  Men  cease  to  regard  money  ?"  cries  Bobus  of  Iloundsditch : 
*•  What  else  do  all  men  strive  for  ?  The  very  Bishop  informs 
Tiie  tliat  Christianity  cannot  get  on  without  a  minimum  of  Four 
tliousan<l  five  hundred  in  its  pocket.  Cease  to  regard  money  I 
Tliiit  will  be  at  Doiimsday  in  the  afternoon  !*' — O  Holms,  my 
o]  tin  inn  is  somewhat  different.  My  opinion  is.  that  the  Upper 
l^owers  have  not  yet  determined  on  destroyinjf  this  Lower  World. 
,V  n'speotable.  ever-increasing  minority,  wlio  do  strive  for  some- 
tliinjr  higher  than  money,  I  with  confidence  nntieipate :  ever- 
increasing,  till  there  Ikj  a  sprinkling  of  tliem  found  in  all  quar- 
ters, as  salt  of  the  Earth  once  more.  Tlio  Cliristianitv  that  ean- 
not  ^ct  on  without  a  minimum  of  Four  tlionsand  five  hundred, 
will  give  place  to  something  l)etter  that  ean.  Thou  wilt  n«»t  join 
our  small  minority,  thou  1     Not  till  Doomsday  in  the  afternoon? 
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Well ;  tlien,  at  leiist,  thou  will  join  it,  tbou  and  the  majority  iit 

But  truly  it  ie  beautiful  to  see  tlio  bratiah  empire  of  Mammon 
cracking  everywhere ;  giving  sure  promise  of  dying,  or  of  being 
changed.  A  strange,  chill,  almost  ghostly  day^priug  strikes  up 
ia  Vaakeeland  itself ;  my  Transoen denial  friends  announoe  there, 
in  a  distinct,  though  somewhat  lankhaired,  ungainly  manner,  that 
the  Deniiurgus  Dollar  is  dethroned ;  that  new  unheard  of  Demi- 
urguaahipa.  Priesthoods,  AristocracieB,  Growths  and  Destructioiia, 
arc  already  visible  in  the  grey  of  coming  Time,  Cbronos  is  de- 
throned by  Jove;  Odin  by  St,  Olaf:  the  Dollar  cannot  rule  in 
Heaven  forever.  No,  I  reckon,  not.  Socinian  Preachers  ijuit 
their  pulpita  in  Yankeeland,  saying,  "  Friends,  this  is  all  gone  lo 
coloured  cobweb,  we  regret  to  say  V — and  retire  into  the  fields  to 
cultivate  onion-beds,  and  lire  frugally  on  vegetables.  It  is  very 
notable.  Old  godlike  Calvinism  declares  that  its  old  body  ia 
niiiv  t':illeu  lo  tallcra,  and  done ;  and  its  mournful  ghost,  disem- 
bodied, seeking  new  embodiment,  pipes  again  in  the  winds  ;^-a 
ghost  and  spirit  as  yet,  but  heralding  new  Spirit- worlds,  and  bet- 
ter Dynasties  than  the  Dollar  one. 

Yes,  here  as  there,  light  is  coming  into  the  world ;  men  lore 
not  darkness,  they  do  love  light,  A  deep  feeling  of  the  eternal 
nature  of  Justice  looks  out  among  us  everywhere, — even  through 
the  dull  eyes  of  Bxetor  Hall ;  an  unspeakable  religiousness  strug- 
gles, in  the  most  helpless  manner,  to  speak  itself,  in  Puseyisms 
and  the  like.  Of  our  Cant,  all  condemnablc,  how  much  is  not 
condemnable  without  pity  ;  we  had  almost  said,  without  respect ! 
The  inarticulate  worth  and  truth  that  is  in  England  goes  down 
yet  to  the  Foundations. 

St>mo  '  Chivalry  of  Labour,'  some  noble  Humanity  and  practi- 
cal DivineneBH  of  Labour,  will  yet  be  realised  on  this  Earth.  Or 
why  wilt;  why  do  we  pray  to  Heaven,  without  setting  our  own 
shoulder  to  the  wheel  1  The  Present,  if  it  will  have  the  Future 
accomplish,  shall  itself  commence.  Thou  who  prophesicat,  who 
believest,  begin  tbou  to  fulfil.  Hero  or  nowhere,  now  equally  as 
at  any  time !  That  outcast  help-needing  thing  or  person,  trampled 
down  under  vulgar  feet  or  hoofs,  no  help  '  possible'  for  it,  no  prise 
offered  for  the  saving  of  it,— canst  not  thou  save  it  then,  without 
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(lint  Pat  Ibrth  thy  handi  in  Ood'a  name;  knofw  thai  'impoe- 
iQdfl^'  when  Truth  and  M eiey  and  the  eyerlaating  Yoioe  of  Na- 
tun  order,  haa  no  {dace  in  the  brave  man'a  dictionary.  That 
Then  all  men  have  said  *<  Impoeaible  ^  and  tombled  noisily  elae- 
vhither,  and  thou  alone  art  left^  then  first  thy  time  and  possi- 
bility hmve  oome.  It  is  for  thee  now :  do  thou  that,  and  ask  no 
man's  counsel,  but  thy  own  only  and  God's.  Brother,  thou  hast 
possibility  in  thee  for  much :  the  possibility  of  writing  on  the 
eternal  i^s  the  record  of  a  heroic  life.  That  noble  downficdlen 
or  yet  unborn  '  Impossibility,'  thou  canst  lift  it  up,  thou  canst, 
by  thy  soul's  travail,  bring  it  into  clear  being.  That  loud  inane 
Actuality,  with  millions  in  its  pocket,  too  '  possible'  that,  which 
rolls  along  there,  with  quUted  trumpeters  blaring  round  it,  and 
all  the  world  escorting  it  as  mute  or  vocal  flunkey,— escort  it  not 
thou;  say  to  it,  either  nothing,  or  else  deeply  in  thy  heart: 
^  Loud-blaring  Nonentity,  no  force  of  trumpets,  cash.  Long- Acre 
art,  or  universal  flunkeyhood  of  men,  makes  thee  an  Entity; 
thou  art  a  Ab/tentity,  and  deceptive  Simulacrum,  more  accursed 
than  thou  seemest.  Pass  on  in  the  Devil's  name,  unworshipped 
by  at  least  one  man,  and  leave  the  thoroughfare  clear !" 

Not  on  Ilion's  or  Latium's  plains ;  on  feir  other  plains  and 
places  henceforth  can  noble  deeds  be  now  done.  Not  on  Ilion's 
pUins ;  how  much  less  in  Majfair's  drawingrooms  1  Not  in  vic- 
tory over  poor  brother  French  or  Phrygians  ;  but  in  victory  over 
Frost-jOtuDS,  Marsh-giants,  over  Demons  of  Discord,  Idleness, 
Injustice.  Unreason,  and  Chaos  conic  again.  None  of  the  old 
Epics  is  longer  possible.  The  Epic  of  French  and  Phrygians 
was  comparatively  a  small  Epic :  but  that  of  Flirts  and  Fribbles, 
what  is  that?  A  thing  that  vanishes  at  cock-crowing, — that  al- 
ready begins  to  scent  the  morning  air !  Game-preserving  Aris- 
tocracies, let  thein  '  bush'  never  so  effectually,  cannot  escape  the 
Subtle  Fowler.  Game  seasons  will  be-  excellent,  and  again  will 
Ik)  indifferent,  and  by  and  by  they  will  not  bo  at  all.  The  Last 
Partridge  of  England,  of  an  England  where  millions  of  men  can 
get  no  corn  to  eat.  will  be  shot  and  ended.  Aristocracies  with 
bi^rds  on  their  chins  will  find  other  work  to  do  than  amuse  them- 
selves with  trundling-hoops. 

But  it  is  to  you,  ye  Workers,  who  do  already  work,  and  are  as 
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groirn  men,  noble  and  honourable  is  S  80Tt,  that  the  whole  VorH' 
calls  for  new  work  anS  nobleness,  Subdae  mutiny,  discord,  wide- 
Bprend  despair,  hy  jnanfulnesa,  jnatice,  merc^  and  wisdom.  ChAoa 
is  dark,  deep  oe  HcU  ;  let  light  be,  and  there  is  instead  k  green 
flowery  World,  0,  it  is  great,  and  there  is  no  otber  greatness. 
To  make  eome  no^k  of  God's  Creation  a  little  fruitftiler,  better, 
more  worthy  of  God  ;  to  make  some  human  bearts  a  little  wiser, 
manfular,  h&ppier, — more  blessed,  leSB  accursed  1  It  is  work 
for  a  God.  Sooty  Hell  of  ihutiny  aJid  earagery  and  desp&ir  can, 
by  man's  energy,  be  made  a  kind  of  Heaven  ;  cleared  of  iu  soot, 
of  its  matiny,  of  its  iieed  to  mutiny  ;  the  everlasting  arch  of  Hea- 
ven'a  azure  overspanning  if  too,  and  itn  conning  mechanisms  and 
tall  ohimney-steeples,  as  a  birth  of  Heaven ;  God  and  all  men 
looking  on  it  well  pleased, 

tinstaiacd  by  wiLstefnl  deformities,  by  wasted  tears  or  heart'g- 
blood  of  men,  or  any  defiicement  of  the  Fit,  noble  fruitful  Labonr,  ' 
growing  ever  nobler,  will  come  forth. — the  grand  noIe  miracle  of 
Man;  wliereby  Man  Hhs  risen  from  tlie  low  pl:icos  of  tliis  Earth, 
very  literally,  into  divine  Heavens.  Ploughers,  Spinners,  Build- 
ers ;  Prophetai  Poets,  Kings  ;  Brindleys  and  Goethes,  Odins  and 
Arkwijghts ;  all  martyrs,  and  noble  men,  and  gods  are  of  one 
grand  Host:  immeasurable;  marching  ever  forward  since  the 
Beginnings  of  the  World.  The  enormous,  all-eon quering,  flame- 
01  Billed  Host,  noble  every  soldier  in  it :  sacred  and  alone  noble. 
Let  Mm  who  is  not  of  it  hide  himself;  let  him  tremble  for 
himself  Stars  at  every  button  cannot  make  liim  noble  ;  sheaves 
of  Bath-garters,  nor  bushels  of  Georges ;  nor  any  other  contriv- 
ance but  manfully  enlisting  in  it,  valiantly  taking  place  and  step 
in  it.  O  Ha^rens,  will  he  not  bethink  himself;  be  too  is  so  needed 
in  the  Hostl  It  were  so  blessed,  thrice -blessed,  for  himself  and 
for  «  all  I  In  hope  of  the  Last  Partridge,  and  some  Duke  of 
Weimar  among  our  English  Dukea,  we  will  be  patient  yet  a 
while.  ■ 

'The  Future  hides  in  it 
Gli>dii«99  and  sorrow ; 
Wo  preaa  still  ihorow, 
Noi^^tit  that  abides  in  it 
,  DauattDg  ns,— onwMd.' 
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CHARTISM.* 


CHAPTER    I. 

CONDITION-OF-ENGLAND  aUESTION. 

A  FEEUNO  yery  generally  exists  that  the  condition  and  dispo- 
sition of  the  working  Classes  is  a  rather  ominous  matter  at  present; 
that  something  ought  to  be  said,  something  ought  to  be  done,  in  re- 
gard to  it  And  surely  at  an  epoch  of  history  when  the  '  National 
Petition'  carts  itself  in  waggons  along  the  streets,  and  is  presented 
^  bound  with  iron  hoops,  four  men  bearing  it,'  to  a  Reformed  House 
of  Commons ;  and  Chartism  numbered  by  the  million  and  half, 
taking  nothing  by  its  iron-hooped  Petition,  breaks  out  into  brick- 
bats, cheap  pikes,  and  even  into  sputteriugs  of  conflagration,  such 
very  general  feeling  cannot  be  considered  unnatural !  To  us  indi-  ■ 
vidually  this  matter  appears,  and  has  for  many  years  appeared,  to 
be  the  most  ominous  of  all  practical  matters  whatever  ;  matter  in 
regard  to  which  if  something  be  not  done,  something  will  do  itself 
one  day,  and  in  a  fashion  that  will  please  nobody.  The  time  is 
verily  come  for  acting  in  it ;  how  much  more  for  consultation 
about  acting  in  it,  for  speech  and  articulate  inquiry  about  it ! 

We  arc  aware  that,  according  to  the  newspapers,  Chartism  is  ■ 
oxtinct ;  tlmt  a  Reformed  Ministry  has  '  put  down  the  chimera  of 
Chartism'  in  the  most  felicitous  effectual  manner.  So  say  the 
newspapers ; — and  yet,  alas,  most  readers  of  newspapem  know 
withal  that  it  is  indeed  the  '  chimera'  of  Chartism,  not  the  reality, 
which  has  been  put  down.  The  distracted  incoherent  embodiment  ^ 
of  Chartism,  whereby  in  late  months  it  took  shape  and  became 
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visible,  this  has  been  pat  down  ;  or  rather  has  Mien  down  &nd 
gone  asunder  by  gravitation  and  law  of  nature :  but  the  living 
.  c5seDCe  of  Chartism  bus  not  been  pnl  down.  Chartism  means 
'  the  bitter  discontent  grown  fierce  and  mad,  the  wrong  condition 
I  therefore  or  the  wrong  disposition,  of  the  Working  Clasaes  of  £ag- 
'  land.  It  is  a  new  name  for  a,  thing  which  bai  had  many  naiueB, 
and  which  will  yet  have  ma  aslter  of  Cbartiam  is  weigh- 

ty, deep-rooted,  far  est^i  t  begin  yesterday  ;  will  by 

no  means  end  this  day  o  Reform  Ministry,  consta- 

bulary rural  police,  new  ]  rs,  grants  of  money  to  Bir- 

miugham  ;  all  tbis  is  well,  ;  all  this  will  put  down  onlj 

the  embodiment  or  '  chim  ism.     The  essence  continu- 

ing, new  and  ever  new  ),  chimeras  madder  or  leaa 

mad,  have  to  eontinue.  loly  fitct  remains,  that  tbia 

thing  known  at  prcs  .oiuv  Chartism  does  cslat ,  baa 

oiistcd  ;  and,  either  into  secret  troaaon,  with  rasty 

pistols,  vitriol-bottle  ai „^^u-umS,  or  openly  brandishing  pike 

and  torch  (one  knows  not  in  which  case  more  fatal -looking),  ia 
■  like  to  exist  till  quite  other  methods  have  been  tried  with  it 

iWhat  means  this  bitter  discontent  of  the  Working  Classes? 
Whence  comes  it,  whither  goes  it  ?  Above  all,  at  what  price,  on 
what  terms,  will  it  probably  consent  to  depart  from  us  and  die 
into  lestt     These  arc  questions. 

To  say  that  it  is  mad,  incendiary,  nefarious,  is  no  answer.  To 
say  all  this,  in  never  so  many  dialects,  is  saying  little.  '  Glasgow 
Thuggery,'  '  Glasgow  Thugs  ;'  it  is  a  witty  nickname  :  the  prac- 
tice of  'Number  00'  entering  his  dark  room,  to  contract  for  and 
settle  the  price  of  blood  with  operative  assa^isins,  iu  a  Christian 
city,  once  distinguished  by  its  rigorous  Christian  ism,  is  doubtless  a 
fcot  worthy  of  all  horror :  but  what  will  horror  do  for  it  I  What 
will  execration ;  nay  at  bottom  what  will  condemnation  aud 
banishment  to  Botany  Bay  do  for  it  1  Glasgow  Thuggery, 
Chartist  torch -meetings,  Birmiugham  riots.  Swing  conflagrations, 
are  so  many  symptoms  on  the  surface  ;  you  abolish  the  symptom 
[to  no  purpose,  if  the  disease  is  left  untouched.  Boils  on  the  sur- 
fiice  are  curable  or  incurable, — small  matter  which,  while  the 
virulent  humour  festers  deep  within  ;  poisoning  the  source  of 
life ;  and  certain  enough  to  find  hr  itself  ever  new  boils  and  sore 
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issues ;  ways  of  announcing  that  it  continues  there,  that  it  would 
£un  not  continue  there 

Delirious  Chartism  will  not  have  raged  entirely  to  no  purpose, 
as  indeed  no  earthly  thing  does  so,  if  it  have  forced  all  thinking 
men  of  the  community  to  think  of  this  vital  matter,  too  apt  to  be 
overlooked  otherwise.  Is  the  condition  of  the  English  working 
people  wrong ;  so  wrong  that  rational  working  men  cannot,  will 
not,  and  even  should  not  rest  quiet  under  it?  A  most  grave 
ca.sc,  complex  beyond  all  others  in  the  world ;  a  case  wherein 
Botany  Bay,  constabulary  rural  police,  and  such  like,  will  avail 
but  little.  Or  is  the  discontent  itself  mad,  like  the  shape  it  >/ 
took  ?  Not  the  condition  of  the  working  people  that  is  wrong  ; 
but  their  disposition,  their  own  thoughts,  beliefs  and  feelings  that 
are  wrong  ?  This  too  were  a  most  grave  case,  little  less  alarm- 
ing, little  less  complex  than  the  former  one.  In  this  case  too, 
where  constabulary  police  and  mere  rigour  of  coercion  seems 
more  at  home,  coercion  will  by  no  means  do  all,  coercion  by  itself 
will  not  even  do  much.  If  there  do  exist  general  madness  of 
discontent,  then  sanity  and  some  measure  of  content  must  be 
brought  a}>out  again, — not  by  constabulary  police  alone.  When 
the  thoughts  of  a  people,  in  the  great  mass  of  it,  have  grown  mad, 
the  combined  issue  of  that  people's  workings  will  be  a  madness, 
an  incohcrency  and  ruin !  Sanity  will  have  to  be  recovered  for 
tbc  general  mass ;  coercion  itself  will  otherwise  cease  to  be  able 
to  coerce. 

Wc  have  hoard  it  asked,  Why  Parliament  throws  no  light  on 
this  question  of  the  Working  Classes,  and  the  condition  or  dispo- 
ffitiou  they  are  in  \  Truly  to  u  remote  observer  of  Parliamentary 
procedure  it  seems  surprising,  especially  in  late  Keformed  times, 
to  see  what  space  this  question  occupies  in  the  Debates  of  the 
Nation.  Can  any  other  business  whatsoever  be  so  pressing  on 
legislators  ?  A  Bcfornicd  Parliament,  one  would  think,  should 
inquire  into  popular  discontents  bfforc  tlioy  get  the  length  of 
pikes  and  torches !  For  what  end  at  all  are  men.  Honourable 
Members  and  lleform  Members,  sent  to  St.  Stephen's,  with 
clamour  and  effort;  kept  talking,  struggling,  motioning  and 
counter-motioning?  The  condition  of  the  great  body  of  people  in  a 
country  is  the  condition  of  the  country  itself:  this  you  would  Bay 
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ought  to  epeak  ut  the 
«al  Members,  above  all ;  in 
y  by  llie  people,  to  interprel 
of  the  people  !     To  aromot. 
duty.     Are  they  not  there, 
pointment  of  themtielves  ftod 


all  times  ;  a  truism  rather  pressing  to  gel  r 
til  ROW,  uuU  Le  acted  upon,  in  these  times.  Yet 
3  Pebates,  or  the  Maruing  Papers,  if  you  hare 
I  The  old  grand  ijuestkiu,  whether  A  is  to  he  in 
Itb  the  iDDumurable  subsidiary  questions  grtiiftDg 
irting  poragraphe  and  sufiitageB  for  a  blessed  solu- 
"       '  '  'ih  Appropriation  queetion, 

aber  question  ;  Game  Laws, 
>oliea,  Smithfield  cattle,  aud 
^jr  uid  subjects,  osoopt  simply 

.  oiKoiFB  irely  Honourable  Members 

igland  qacstioQ  too.  Kadi- 
people  ;  chosen  with  cflort, 
inlatc  the  dnmb  deep  want 
they  seem  oblivious  of  their 
e,  mission,  aqd  express  ap- 
«  speak  for  tlio  good  of  the 
great  liritiah  interest  eati  the 
least  speak  for  Itself,  for  that  beyond  all  they  are  called  to  speak. 
They  are  either  speakers  for  that  great  dumb  toiling  class  which 
owiuot  speak,  or  they  are  nothing  that  one  can  well  specify. 

Alas,  the  remote  observer  knows  not  the  nature  of  Parliaments : 
how  Parliaments,  eitaut  there  for  the  British  Nation's  sake,  find 
that  they  are  extant  withal  for  their  own  sake  ;  how  Parliameutd 
travel  so  naturally  in  their  deep-rutted  routine,  common-plaoe 
worn  into  ruts  axle-deep,' from  which  only  strength,  insight  aud 
courageous  generous  exertion  can  lift  any  Parliament  or  vehicle  ; 
how  in  Parlia[Deuts,  Reformed  or  Unreformed,  there  may  chance 
to  be  a  strong  mas,  an  original,  clear- sighted,  great-hearted,  pa- 
tient and  valiant  man,  or  there  may  chance  to  bo  none  such  ; — 
how,  on  the  whole,  Parliaments,  lumbering  along  in  their  deep 
ruts  of  common-place,  find,  as  so  many  of  us  otherwise  do,  that 
the  ruts  are  axle-deep,  and  the  travelling  very  toilsome  of  itself, 
and  for  the  day  the  evil  thereof  sufficient !  What  Parliaments 
ought  to  have  done  in  this  business,  what  they  will,  can  or  can- 
not yet  do,  and  where  the  limits  of  their  faculty  and  culpability 
may  lie,  in  regard  to  it,  were  a  long  investigation  ;  into  which  we 
need  not  enter  at  this  moment.    What  they  have  done  la  onhap- 
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]nlj  plun  enougL  Hitherto,  on  this  most  national  of  qnestions, 
the  CoUeotiTe  Wisdom  of  the  Nation  has  availed  ns  as  good  as 
nothing  whaterer. 

And  yet,  as  we  say,  it  is  a  question  which  cannot  be  left  to  the 
Collectiye  Folly  of  the  Nation  I  In  or  out  of  Parliament,  dark- 
ness, neglect,  hallucination  must  contoive  to  cease  in  regard  to  it ; 
true  insight  into  it  must  be  had.  How  inexpressibly  useful  were  ] 
true  insight  into  it ;  a  genuine  understanding  by  the  upper  class- 
es of  society  what  it  is  that  the  under  classes  intrinsically  mean ; 
a  clear  interpretation  of  the  thought  which  at  heart  torments 
these  wild  inarticulate  souls,  struggling  there,  ^th  inarticulate  j 
nproar,  like  dumb  creatures  in  pain,  unable  to  speak  what  is  in 
them )  Something  they  do  mean ;  some  true  thing  withal,  in  the 
centre  of  their  confused  hearts, — for  they  are  hearts  created  by 
Heaven  too :  to  the  Heaven  it  is  clear  what  thing ;  to  us  not 
clear.  Would  that  it  were !  perfect  clearness  on  it  were  equiv- 
alent to  remedy  of  it.  For,  as  is  well  said,  all  battle  is  misun- 
derstanding ;  did  the  parties  know  one  another,  the  battle  would 
cease.  No  man  at  bottom  means  injustice ;  it  is  always  for  some 
obscure  distorted  image  of  a  right  that  he  contends:  an  obscure 
image  diffracted,  exaggerated,  in  the  wonderfullest  way,  by  natu- 
ral dimness  and  selfishness ;  getting  tenfold  more  diffracted  by 
exasperation  of  contest,  till  at  length  it  become  all  but  irrecog- 
ni^ble :  yet  still  the  image  of  a  right.  Could  a  man  own  to 
himself  that  the  thing  he  fought  for  was  wrong,  contrary  to  fair- 
ness and  the  law  of  reason,  he  would  own  also  that  it  thereby 
stood  condemned  and  hopeless ;  he  could  fight  for  it  no  longer^ 
Nay  independently  of  right,  could  the  contending  parties  get  but 
accurately  to  discern  one  another's  might  and  strength  to  con- 
tend, the  one  would  peaceably  yield  to  the  other  and  to  Necessi- 
ty :  the  contest  in  this  case  too  were  over.  No  African  expedi- 
tion now.  as  in  the  days  of  Herodotus,  is  fitted  out  against  the 
South-wind.  One  expedition  was  satisfactory  in  that  department. 
The  South-wind  Simoom  continues  blowing  occasionally,  hateful 
as  ever,  maddening  as  ever ;  but  one  ex]>edition  was  enough.  Do 
we  not  all  submit  to  Doath  ?  The  highest  sentence  of  the  law, 
sentence  of  death,  is  pa.ssed  on  all  of  us  by  the  fact  of  birth  :  yet 
we  live  patiently  under  it,  patiently  undergoing  it  when  the  hour 
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arithmetio  !  £0  Hm  it  eeems  be  hna  there  extrsoted  the  elixir 
of  the  matt«r,  on  vMoh  now  nothing  more  can  bo  said.  It  is 
needful  that  you  look  into  his  said  extracted  elixir ;  and  aacer- 
tain,  alas,  too  probably,  not  without  a  sigh,  that  it  19  wash  and 
vapidity,  good  only  for  the  gutters. 

Twice  or  three  times  have  we  licard  the  lamentations  and  pro- 


ei  for  the  poor,  out  short  by 
lature  ■  How  can  the  con- 
be  other  than  better ;  haa 
gland,  and  therefore  among 
I,  been  proved  to  have  in> 
uit  that,  if  eo,  it  waa  an  as- 
I,  for  his  part,  had  ob- 
)veraet  nithout  remedy. 
a  upon,  by  outward  eat- 


pheciea  of  a  humane  JcrDrnmh 
a  statistia  fact  of  the  mop 
dition  of  the  poor  be  Othe' 
not  the  average  duration  i 
the  most  numerous  class  in 
creased?     Our  Jeremiah  haa 
touuding  fact ;  whereby  all  thi 
served  on  other  sides  of  the  matt< 
If  life  last  longer,  life  must  be  lest 

fering,  by  inward  discontent,  by  hardship  of  any  kind;  the  gene- 
ral oouditioii  of  (he  poor  must  bo  bcttoring  instead  of  worseoing. 
So  was  our  Jeremiah  cut  short.  And  now  for  the  'proof?' 
Headers  who  are  curious  in  statistic  proofs  may  see  it  drawn  out 
with  all  solemnity,  in  a  Pamphlet '  pubbshed  by  Charles  Knight 
and  Company," — and  perhaps  himself  draw  inferences  from  it 
Northampton  Tables,  compiled  by  Dr.  Price  '  from  registers  of 
the  Pariah  of  All  Saints  from  1735  to  1780;'  Carlisle  Tables, 
collected  by  Dr.  Eeysham  from  observation  of  Carlisle  City  for 
eight  years,  '  the  calculations  founded  on  tbom '  conducted  by 
another  Doctor ;  incredible  '  document  considered  satisfactory  by 
men  of  science  in  France :' — alas,  is  it  not  as  if  some  sealous 
scientific  son  of  Adam  had  proved  the  deepening  of  the  Ocean, 
by  survey,  accurate  or  cursory,  of  two  mud'plashes  on  the  coast 
of  the  Isle  of  Dogs  1  '  Not  to  get  -  knowledge,  but  to  save  your- 
self from  having  ignorance  foisted  on  you  !' 

The  condition  of  the  working  man  in  this  country,  what  it  ia 
and  has  been,  whether  it  is  improving  or  retrograding, — b  a 
question  to  which  from  statistics  hitherto  no  solution  can  be  got. 
Hitherto,  after  many  tables  and  statements,  one  is  still  left  mainly 
to  what  he  can  ascertain  by  his  own  eyes,  loolting  at  the  concrete 

*  An  Essay  on  the  Means  of  loaiirance  aguost  tbe  Camalties  of  &«.,  &o 
LoadOD,  Charles  Knight  and  Companr,  1836.    PtIm  two  Thiiiing. 
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phenomenon  for  himself.  There  is  no  other  method ;  and  yet  it 
is  a  most  imperfect  method.  Each  man  expands  his  own  hand- 
breadth  of  observation  to  the  limits  of  the  general  whole ;  more 
or  less,  each  man  must  take  what  he  himself  has  seen  and  ascer- 
tained for  a  sample  of  all  that  is  secable  and  ascertainable  Hence 
discrepancies,  controversies,  wide-spread,  long-contiuued ;  which 
there  is  at  present  no  means  or  hope  of  satisfactorily  ending. 
When  Parliament  takes  up  the  '  Coudition-of-Englaud  question,' 
as  it  will  have  to  do  one  day,  then  indeed  much  may  be  amended ! 
Inquiries  wisely  gone  into,  even  on  this  most  complex  matter,  will 
yield  results  worth  something,  not  nothing.  But  it  is  a  most 
complex  matter ;  on  which,  whether  for  the  past  or  the  present, 
Statistic  Inquiry,  with  its  limited  means,  with  its  short  vision  and 
headlong  extensive  dogmatism,  as  yet  too  often  throws  not  light, 
but  error  worse  than  darkness. 

What  constitutes  the  well-being  of  a  man  ?  Many  things ;  of 
which  the  wages  he  get.s,  und  the  bread  he  buys  with  them,  are 
but  one  preliminary  item.  Grant,  however,  that  the  wages  were 
the  whole ;  that  once  knowing  the  wages  and  the  price  of  bread, 
we  know  all ;  then  what  are  the  wagos  ?  Statistic  Inquiry,  in  its 
l»resent  unguidod  condition,  cannot  tell.  The  average  rate  of  day's 
wages  is  not  correctly  ascertained  for  any  portion  of  this  country; 
not  only  not  for  half-centuries,  it  is  not  even  ascertained  anywhere 
for  decades  or  years :  far  from  instituting  comparisons?  with  the 
pa&t.  the  present  itself  is  unknown  to  us.  And  then,  given  the 
arserage  of  wages,  what  is  the  constancy  of  employment ;  what  is 
the  difficulty  of  finding  employment :  the  fluctuation  from  season 
to  season,  from  year  to  year  /  Is  it  constant,  calculable  wages ; 
or  fluctuating,  incalculable,  more  or  less  of  the  nature  of  gam- 
bling }  This  secondary  circumstance,  of  quality  in  wages,  is 
perhaps  even  more  important  than  the  primary  one  of  quantity. 
Farther  we  ask.  Can  the  labourer,  by  thrift  and  industry,  hope  to 
rise  to  mnster.^hip :  or  is  such  hope  cut  off  from  him  }  How  is  he 
related  to  his  employer:  by  bonds  of  friendliness  and  mutual 
help ;  or  by  hostility,  opposition,  and  chains  of  mutual  necessity 
alone  ?  In  a  word,  what  degree  of  contentment  can  a  human 
creature  be  supposed  to  enjoy  in  that  position  ?  With  hunger 
preying  on  him,  his  contentment  is  likely  to  be  small !    But  otq^ 
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sritli  aliuadanoe,  his  discontent,  his  real  misery  may  be  great  Th« 
\  laboarcr'9 JceliDg8,_ _hia  notion  of  being  justly  deall  wilh  or  an- 
iistly ;  his  wholesome  composure,  frugality,  prosperity  in  the  one 
case,  hia  acrid  unrest,  recklesanesB,  gin- drinking,  and  gradual  ruiti 
in  the  otlier. — how  shall  figures  of  arithmetic  represent  all  this  ? 
So  much  is  still  to  he  nsoertained  ;  much  of  it  by  no  meana  easy 
to  asoertain!     Till,  among  the  wly'  aud  ■  Dog-cart'  4ue»- 

tioiis,  there  atise  in  Parliami  «»ai¥ely  out  of  il  a  '  Con- 

ditiuu-of  England  question,'  new  set  of  inquirers  and 

methods,  little-of  it  is  likely  ti.  taincd. 

One  fact  on  this  subject,  a  i  aritlimetio  U  capable  of 

lepre^eiitiug,  we  hare  oftoD  v  1  would  he  worth  ftll  the 

rest:  Whether  tho  labourer,  his  wa^ca  are,  ia  aaving 

I  money )     Laying  upjuongj,  h,  that  his  condition,  painful 

I  as  it  may  be  without  and  witliiu,  .  it  yet  desperate ;  that  he 
looks  forward  to  a  better  day  coming,  and  is  still  resolut^lj  5le«r- 
injj  towards  tha  same  that  all  thp  lights  and  darknes?  of  his  lot 
are  united  under  a  blessed  radiauee  of  liopc. — the  last,  first,  nay 
one  may  say  the  sole  blessedness  of  man.  Is  the  liabjt  of  saving 
increased  and  increasing,  or  tho  contrary  'I  Where  the  present 
writer  has  been  able  to  look  with  liis  own  eyes,  it  is  decreasing, 
and  in  many  quarters  all  but  disappearing.  Statistic  science 
turns  up  her  Savings-Bauk  Accounts,  and  answers,  ^' Increasing 
rapidly."  Wonld  that  one  could  believe  it!  But  the  Danaides- 
flieve  character  of  such  statistic  reticulated  documents  is  too 
manifest,  A  few  years  ago,  in  regions  where  thrift,  to  ones  owfl 
knowledge,  stiil  was,  Savings-Banka  were  not;  the  labourer  lent 
his  money  to  some  farmer,  of  capital,  or  supposed  to  be  of  capital. 
— and  baa  too  often  lost  it  sinee;  or  he  bought  a  cow  wilh  i(, 
bought  a  cottage  with  it ;  nay  Lid  it  under  Lis  tliatch :  the 
Saf  ings-Banka  books  then  exhibited  mere  blank  and  zero.  That 
they  swell  yearly  now,  if  such  be  the  fact,  indicates  that  what 
thrift  exists  does  gradually  resort  more  and  more  thither  rather 
than  elsewhither;  but  the  question,  Is  tLrift  increasing?  runs 
tbrougL  tlie  reticulation,  and  is  as  water  spilt  on  tLe  ground,  not 
to  be  gathered  here. 

These  are  inquiries  on  which,  had  there  been  a  proper  '  Con- 
dition^of- England  qnestion,'  some  lig^  wonld  hava  been  thrown, 


it&m  '  torah-meetings'  arose  to  illnstrate  them  t  For  u  they  lie 
oat  of  the  oonne  of  PuliAmentarj  routine,  tiiej  should  hftTe  been 
gone  into,  should  bjire  been  gUoced  at,  in  one  or  the  other  &shion. 
A  Lc^Utnre  m&king  laws  for  the  Working  Classes,  in  total  nn- 
certainty  as  to  these  things,  is  legislating  in  the  dark  ;  not  wisely, 
nor  to  good  issaes.  The  simple  fundamental  question,  Can  the 
Ubonring  man  in  this  England  of  onrs,  who  is  willing  to  labour, 
find  work,  and  suhsistenoe  by  his  work  ?  is  matter  of  mere  con- 
jecture and  assertion  hitherto ;  not  ascertainable  by  authentio 
evidence  :  the  Legislature,  satisfied  to  legislate  in  the  dark,  has 
not  yet  sought  any  eTidence  OD  it.  They  pass  their  New  Poor- 
Law  Bill,  without  eridenee  as  to  all  this.  Perhaps  their  New 
Poor-Law  Bill  is  itself  only  intended  as  an  experimtntuM  ervcit  to 
ascertain  all  thisi     Chartim  is  an  auBwer,  Beomisgty  not  in  tiw  : 


CHAPTER   III. 


To  read  Uie  Bcports  o' 

I  bad  faith  enough,  would  ' 
One  sole  reoipe  Bi"em»  to  n: 
l&nd :  '  refusal  of  out-door  reiie 
writhing  powerless  on  its  fever-i 
fulness,  want,  improvidence,  an 
down  the  eastern  atecps,  tlie  Poi 
said,  Ltt  there  be  workLonses,  a 
of  affliction  there  '.     It  waa  a  sin 


iw  Gommisaionera,  if  on« 
to  the  friend  of  humanity. 
idful  for  the  woes  of  £ng- 
and  laj  in  sick  discontent, 
k,  nigh  desperate,  in  waste- 
^  care,  till  like  Bjperion 
n  n  Commissioners  arose,  And 
ou  iiread  of  affliction  and  water 
iplc  invention  ;  as  all  truly  great 


inventions  are.  And  see,  in  any  quarter,  instantly  as  the  walls 
of  the  workhouse  arise,  misery  and  necessity  fly  away,  out  of 
sight, — out  of  being,  aa  is  fondly  hoped,  and  dissolve  into  the 
inane  ;  industry,  frugality,  fertility,  rise  of  wages,  peace  on  earth 
and  goodwill  towards  men  do, — ^in  the  Poor-Law  Commissioners' 
Eeports, — infallibly,  rapidly  or  not  so  rapidly,  to  tlie  joy  of  all 
parties,  supervene.  It  was  a  consummation  devoutly  to  be  wished. 
We  have  looked  over  these  four  annual  Poor-Law  Reports  with 
a  variety  of  reflections ;  with  no  thought  that  our  Poor-Law  Com- 
missioners are  the  inhuman  men  their  enemies  accuse  them  of 
being  ;  with  a  feeling  of  thankfulness  rather  that  there  do  eiist 
men  of  that  structure  too  ;  with  a  persuasion  deeper  and  deeper 
that  Nature,  who  makes  nothing  to  no  purpose,  has  not  made 
either  them  or  their  Poor-Law  Amendment  Act  in  vain.     We 

I  hope  to  prove  that  they  and  it  were  an   indispensable  element, 

I  harsh  hut  salutary,  in  the  progress  of  things. 

That  this  Poor-Law  amendment  Act  meanwhile  should  be,  as 

we  sometimes  hear  it  named,  the  '  chief  glory'  of  a  Reform  Cabi- 

^_Det,  betokens,  one  would  imagine,  rather  a  scarcity  of  glory  there. 

To  say  to  the  poor,  Ye  shall  eat  the  bread  of  sffliotion  vtd  drink 
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the  wmter  of  «fflietion  and  be  yeiy  miserable  while  here,  required 
not  80  maoh  a  stretch  of  heroic  fiMolty  in  any  sense,  as  due  tough- 
ness of  bowels.  If  paupers  are  made  miserable,  paupers  will  needs 
decline  in  multitude.  It  is  a  secret  known  to  all  rat-catchers :  stop 
up  the  granary-crcTices,  afflict  with  continual  mewing,  alarm,  and 
going-off  of  traps,  your  'chargeable  labourers'  disappear,  and  cease 
from  the  establishment.  A  still  briefer  method  is  that  of  arsenic : 
perhaps  even  a  milder,  where  otherwise  permissible.  Rats  and 
paupers  can  be  abolished ;  the  human  faculty  was  from  of  old  ade- 
quate to  grind  them  down,  slowly  or  at  once,  and  needed  no  ghost 
or  Reform  Ministry  to  teach  it.  Furthermore  when  one  hears  of 
-all  the  labour  of  the  country  being  absorbed  into  employment' 
by  this  new  system  of  affliction,  when  labour  complaining  of 
want  can  find  no  audience,  one  cannot  but  pause.  That  misery 
and  unemployed  labour  should  '  disappear'  in  that  case  is  natural 
enough;  should  go  out  of  sight — but  out  of  existence?  What 
we  do  know  is  that  '  the  rates  arc  diminished,'  as  they  cannot 
well  help  beiug  ;  that  no  statistic  tables  as  yet  report  much  in- 
crease of  deaths  by  starvation :  this  we  do  know,  and  not  very 
conclusively  anything  more  than  this.  If  this  be  absorption  of 
all  the  labour  of  the  country,  then  all  the  labour  of  the  country 
is  absorbed. 

To  believe  practically  that  the  poor  aud  luckless  are  here  only 
as  a  nuisance  to  be  abraded  and  abated,  and  in  some  permis- 
sible manner  made  away  with,  and  swept  out  of  sight,  is  not  an 
amiable  faith.  ,  That  the  arrangements  of  good  and  ill  success  in 
this  perplexed'icramble  of  a  world,  which  a  blind  goddess  was 
always  thought  to  preside  over,  are  in  fact  the  wort  oT  a  seeing 
goddess  or  god,  and  require  only  not  to  be  meddled  with  :^  what 
stretch  of  heroic  faculty  or  inspiration  of  genius  was  needed  to 
teach  one  that?  To  button  your  pockets  and  stand  still,  is  no 
complex  recipe.  Laissez  faire,  laissez  pnsxrr  !  Whatever  goes  on, 
ought  it  not  to  go  on  ;  •  the  widow  picking  nettles  for  her  chil- 
'  dren's  dinner,  and  the  perfumed  seigneur  delicately  lounging  in 
'  the  Q5il-du-Ba?uf,  who  has  an  alchemy  whofeby  he  will  extract 
•from  her  the  third  nettle,  and  name  it  rent  and  law?"  What 
is  written  and  enacted,  has  it  not  black-nn-white  to  shew  for 
itself?     Justice  is  justice ;  but  all  attorney's  parchment  is  of  the 


nature  of  Targum  or  saored-parobment.  la  brie^  oure  m  m  world 
requiring  oul;  to  be  well  let  aloae.  Scramble  nlotig,  tbou  in- 
BBiie  scrtirable  of  a  world,  with  thy  pope's  tiiu'as,  king's  man- 
tles uud  before  g&bardiues,  obivalry-ribboua  and  plebeUu  gal- 
lows-ropes, wbere  a  Paul  eball  die  on  the  gibbet  and  a  Nero  eit 
fiddling  as  imperial  Ckem  ;  tliou  art  ail  rigbt,  and  sbalt  soram- 


lud  vboever 
to  lie  tbore  and  be  trempl 
the  chief  social  principle, 
Law  Amendment  Act  ha4i  ^i 
oppusitiou  to  many  things,     a 

(present  writer,  for  one.  will  h^ 
bui  pronounce  at  all  fit  timoi 
if  ever  auglit  was  1 

And  yet.  nn  we  eaid,  Nature 
a  Poor-Law  Amendment  Act 
ing  in  tb«  outcry  raised  againek 
as  if  they 
Act  were  a  mere  monstrosity 


3  trodden  down,  has  only 
iich  at  bottom  seems  to  be 
t  bave,  which  the  Poor- 
eoumgeously  asserting,  in 
ocial  principle  whioh  thia 
iner  of  means  believe  in, 
e.  heretical  and  damnable, 

lothing  in  vain  -  not  creu 

thai  we  are  for  from  join- 

:°e  Poor- Law  GonmissioDer*, 

ipe:  as  if  t!».'ir  Amendment 
id  horror,  deserving  instant  abro- 


gation.    They  are  not  tigers  ;  tbcy  are  men  filled  with  an  idea  of 
a  theory ;   their  Amendment  Act,  heretical  and  damnable  as  a 


D  filled 


whole  truth,  is  orthodox  laudable  as  a  kalf-trulh  : 
rativelj-  required  to  be  put  in  practice.  To  create  mt 
with  a  theory  that  refusal  of  out-door  relief  was  the  on 
needful:  Nature  had  no  readier  way  of  getting  out-do« 
'  refused.  In  fact,  if  we  look  at  the  old  Poor-Law,  i 
^of  the  opposite  social  principle,  that  Fortune's  awards  are  not 
those  of  Justice,  we  shall  find  it  to  bave  became  still  more  un- 
supportable.  demanding,  if  England  was  not  destined  for  speedy 
^anarchy,  to  be  done  away  with. 

Any  law,  however  weli  meant  ae  a  law,  which  has  become  « 
bounty  on  unthrift,  idleness,  bastardy  and  beer-drinking,  must  be 
put  an  end  to.  In  all  ways  it  needs,  especially  in  these  times, 
to  be  proclaimed  aloud  that  for  the  idle  man  there  is  no  place  in 
this  England  of  ours.  He  that  will  not  work,  and  save  accord- 
ing to  his  means,  lot  him  go  elsewhither  ;  let  him  know  that  for 
Aim  the  Law  has  made  no  soft  provision,  hut  a  hard  and  stern 
one ;  that  by  the  Law  of  Nature,  which  the  Law  of  England 
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would  Tainly  contend  againBt  in  the  long-run,  he  is  doomed  either 
to  quit  thoM  habits,  or  miserably  be  extruded  from  this  Earth, 
which  is  made  on  principles  different  from  these.  He  that  will 
not  work  according  to  his  faculty,  let  him  perish  according  to  his 
necessity :  there  is  no  law  juster  than  that  Would  to  heaven 
one  could  preach  it  abroad  into  the  hearts  of  all  sons  and  daugh- 
ters of  Adam,  for  it  is  a  law  applicable  to  all ;  and  bring  it  to 
bear,  with  practical  obligation  strict  as  the  Poor-Law  Bastille,  on 
all !  We  had  then,  in  good  truth,  a  <  perfect  constitution  of  so- 
ciety ;'  and  ^  God's  fair  Earth  and  Task-gardcn,  where,  whosoever 
is  not  working  must  be  begging  or  stealing,*  were  then  actually 
what  always,  through  so  many  changes  and  struggles,  it  is  en- 
deavoring to  become. 

That  this  law  of  No  work  no  recompense,  should  first  of  all  be 
enforced  on  the  manual  worker,  and  brought  stringently  home  to^ 
him  and  his  numerous  class,  while  so  many  other  classes  and 
persons  still  go  loose  from  it.  was  natural  to  the  case.  Let  it  be 
enforced  there,  and  rigidly  made  good.  It  }>choves  to  bo  en- 
forced everywhere,  and  rigidly  made  gt)od ; — alas,  not  by  such 
fiimple  methods  as  •  refusal  of  outdoor  relief.'  but  by  far  other 
and  costlier  ones :  which  too.  however,  a  bouiitifiil  Pro^-idcnco  is 
not  unfurnislicd  with,  nor,  in  these  latter  geiierntioiis  (if  we  will 
understand  their  convulsions  and  confusions),  sparing  to  apply. 
Work  is  the  mission  of  man  in  tlus  Earth.  A  dav  is  ever 
struggling  forward,  a  day  will  arrive  in  some  aj>i)roximate  degree, 
when  he  who  lias  no  work  to  do,  l>y  whatever  name  ho  may  be 
named,  will  not  find  it  good  to  show  himself  in  our  quarter  of 
the  Solar  System  :  but  may  go  and  look  out  elsiwliero.  If  there 
be  any  /fi/r  Planet  discoverable  ? — Let  the  honest  working  man 
rejoice  tliat  such  law,  the  first  of  Nature,  has  Ivt-n  made  good  on 
him  ;  and  hope  that,  by  and  by,  all  else  will  le  mude  good.  It 
is  the  beginning  of  all  We  define  the  harsh  Xcvr  Puor-Law  to 
be  withal  a  *  protection  of  the  thrifty  lahounr  a;::.inst  the  thrift- 
less and  dissolute  ;*  a  thing  inexpressibly  iniportivnt :  a  knlf-TQ' 
suit,  detestable,  if  you  will,  when  KokiMl  ujion  as  the  whole  re- 
sult :  vet  without  which  the  whole  result  is  Inrevcr  unattainable. 
Let  wastefulness,  idleness,  druiikenness.  iujjirovidence  take  the 
Uie  which  God  has  appointed  them ;   that  tbeir  oppos^ites  may 


CHARTISM. 


sIbo  have  I  ice  for  their  fate.     Xet  the  Poor-Law  Admiiiistrs- 

*   tors  be  col__.     ed  as  useful  laboaiers  whom  Nature  has  furnished 
with  a  whole  lueorj  of  the  univerae,  that  they  might  a^coniplish 
an  iudispensable  fractional  praotice  there,  and  prosper  ia  it  in 
.((.    spite  of  much  contradiction, 
v'  \Vc  wi!l  praise  the  New  Poor-Law,  farther,  as  the  probable 

,  preliminary  of  sovit  ge—     '     '  '  ■  bo  taken  of  the  lowest 

I  clusi^es  by  the  higher.  tharge  whatsoerer,  rather 

than  a  conflict  of  charj^ea  m  parish  to  pariah ;  the 

emblem  of  darkness,  of  uuri  luion.     Superrissl  by  the 

central  government,  in  wh&i  ar  execut«d,  is  superrisal 

from  a  centre.     By  degrees  will  become  clearer,  as  it  . 

is  at  once  made  thereby  u.,.,,..  onspiouous.     By  degrees 

true  vision  of  it  will  become  i  i,  will  be  universally  at- 

tained ;    whatsoever   order  rej-t  it  is   just  and  wise,  as 

grounded  on  the  truth  of  it,  i  «  capable  of  being  taken- 

Let  us  welcome  the  New  Pc-u.-ju.  the  harsh  beginning  of 

much,  the  hara)i  ending  of  niuchl  .^lost  hnrsli  and  barren  lies 
the  new  ploughers'  fallow-field,  the  crude  subsoil  all  turned  up, 
which  never  saw  the  sun ;  wliioli  as  yet  grows  uo  herb ;  which 
has  "out-door  relief  for  no  one.  Yet  patience:  innumerable 
weeds  and  corruptions  lie  safely  turned  down  and  extinguished 
under  it ;  tiiis  same  crude  subsoil  is  the  first  step  of  all  true  hus- 
bandry ;  by  Heaven's  blessing  and  the  skyey  influences,  fruits 
that  are  good  and  blessed  will  yet  come  of  it. 

For,  in  truth,  the  claim  of  the  poor  labourer  is  something  quite 
other  than  that '  Statute  of  the  Forty-third  of  Eliiabeth '  will  ever 
fiilfil  for  him.  Not  to  be  supported  by  roundsmen  systems,  by 
never  so  liberal  parish  doles,  or  lodged  in  free  and  easy  work- 
houses when  distress  overtakes  him  j  not  for  this,  however  in 
words  bo  may  clamour  for  it ;  not  for  this,  but  for  something  far 
different  does  the  heart  of  him  struggle.     It  is  ■  for  justice'  that 

he  struggles;  for  "just  wages,'— not  in  money  alone! An  evor- 

toiling  inferior,"he  "woul JTaln  (ihoufih  as'ye*  h"  I'""'"  '*  ""t) 

■    Iiud  for  himself  a  superior  that_Bhouldlo_vinglj_ani.. wisely 

'    govern  ;  is  not  that  too  the  ■  just  wages'  of  his  service  done  ?     It 

is  for  a  manlike  place  and  rolaliori,  in  "this  world  wTiero  he  sees 

himself  a  man,  that  lie  struggles.     At  bottom  may  we  not  say. 
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it  18  eren  for  this,  That  guidance  and  government,  which  he  can- 
not give  himself,  which  in  our  so  complex  world  he  can  no  longer 
do  without,  might  be  afforded  him  ?  The  thing  he  struggles  for 
is  one  which  no  Forty-third  of  Elisabeth  is  in  any  condition  to 
furnish  him,  to  put  him  on  the  road  towards  getting.  Let  him 
quit  the  Forty-third  of  Elisabeth  altogether;  and  rejoice  that 
the  Poor-Law  Amendment  Act  has,  even  by  harsh  methods  and 
against  his  own  will,  forced  him  away  from  it.  That  was  a 
broken  reed  to  lean  on,  if  there  ever  was  one ;  and  did  but  run 
into  his  lamed  right-hand.  Let  him  cast  it  far  from  him,  that 
broken  reed,  and  look  to  quite  the  opposite  point  of  the  heavens 
for  help.  His  unlamed  right-hand,  with  the  cunning  industry 
that  lies  in  it,  is  not  this  defined  to  be  '  the  sceptre  of  oar 
Planet*?  He  that  can  work  is  a  born  king  of  something ;  is  in 
communion  with  Nature,  is  master  of  a  thing  or  things,  is  a 
priest  and  king  of  Nature  so  far.  He  that  can  work  at  nothing, 
is  but  a  usurping  king,  be  his  trappings  what  they  may  ;  he  is 
the  born  slave  of  all  things.  Let  a  man  honour  his  craftsmAXifihip, 
his  can-do;  and  know  that  his  rights  of  man  have  no  concern  at 
alFwilh  the  Forty.third  of  Elixa^th. 


!«• 


CHAPTER    IV. 


FINEST    PEASAN 


TBE    WORLD. 


The  New  Poor-L»w  ia  an 

that  whosoever  will  not  work 
man  tliat  is  willing  to  work, 
work?     StatJBtio  Inquiry,  as  ». 
Legislation  fireeupposea  the  anew 
brge  postulate  ;  whicli  should  b: 
whicli  should  have  been  deraon^nuu;' 
persuns  I     A  man  willing  to  work,  ai 
perhaps  the  saddtst  .sight  thnt  Forlui 


aent,  sufficiently  distinct, 
;  to  live.  Can  the  poor 
d  work,  and  live  by  bia 
has  no  answer  to  give. 
be  in  the  affirmative.  A 
a  made  a  propOEition  of; 
I,  made  indubitable  to  all 
id  unable  to  find  work,  is 
lilj  esliibils  i: 


der  this  sua.  Burns  expresses  feelingly  what  thoughts  it  gave 
him :  a  poor  man  seeking  icork ;  seeking  leave  to  toil  that  he 
might  he  fed  and  sheltered !  That  he  might  hut  he  put  on  a 
level  with  the  four-footed  workers  of  the  jPlanet  which  is  his ! 
There  is  not  a  horse  willing  to  work  but  can  get  food  and  shelter 
in  requital ;  a  thing  this  two-footod  worker  bas  to  seek  for,  to  so- 
licit occasionally  in  vain.  He  is  nobody's  two-footed  worker ;  ho 
is  not  even  anybody's  slave.  And  jet  he  is  a  (iro-footcd  worker  ; 
it  ia  currently  reported  there  is  an  immortal  soul  in  him,  sent 
down  out  of  Heaven  into  the  Earth  ;  and  one  beholds  him  seeking 
for  this' — Nay  what  will  a  wise  Legislature  say,  if  it  turn  out 
that  he  cannot  find  it ;  that  the  answer  to  their  postulate  propo- 
sition is  not  affirmative  but  negative? 

There  is  one  fact  which  StntiHtic  Science  lias  communicated, 
and  a  most  astonishing  one;  tlie  inference  from  which  is  preg- 
nant as  to  this  matter.  Ireland  has  near  seven  millions  of  work- 
ing people,  the  third  unit  of  whom,  it  appears  by  Slatistie  Science, 
has  not  for  thirty  weeks  each  year  as  many  third-rate  potatoes  as 
will  suffice  bim.  It  is  a  fact  perhaps  the  most  eloquent  that  was 
ever  written  down  in  any  language,  at  any  dat«  of  the  world's 
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history.  Was  change  and  reformation  needed  in  Ireland  1  Has 
Ireland  been  goTerned  and  guided  in  a  <  wise  and  loving'  man- 
ner ?  A  government  and  guidance  of  white  European  men  which 
has  issued  in  perennial  hunger  of  potatoes  to  the  third  man  ex- 
tant,—ought  to  drop  a  veil  over  its  face,  and  walk  out  of  court 
under  conduct  of  proper  officers ;  saying  no  word ;  expecting  now 
of  a  surety  sentence  either  to  change  or  die.  All  men,  we  must  | 
repeat,  were  made  hy  God,  and  have  immortal  souls  in  them.J 
The  Sanspotatoe  is  of  the  selfsame  stuff  as  the  supcrfinest  Lord 
Lieutenant.  Not  an  individual  Sanspotatoe  human  scarecrow 
but  had  a  Life  given  him  out  of  Heaven,  with  Eternities  depend- 
ing on  it ;  for  once  and  no  second  time.  With  Immensities  in 
him,  over  him  and  round  him  ;  with  feelings  which  a  Shakspcare's 
speech  would  not  utter ;  with  desires  illimitable  as  the  Autocrat's 
of  all  the  Russias  !  Him  various  thrice-honoured  persons,  things 
and  institutions  have  long  been  teaching,  long  been  guiding,  gov- 
erning :  and  it  is  to  perpetual  scarcity  of  third-rate  potatoes, 
and  to  what  depends  thereon,  that  he  has  been  taught  and  guided. 
Figure  thyself.  O  high-minded,  clear-headed,  clean-burnished 
reader,  clapt  by  enchantment  into  the  torn  coat  and  waste  hun- 
ger-lair of  that  same  root-devouring  brother  man ! — 

Social  anomalies  are  things  to  be  defended,  things  to  be  amend- 
ed ;  and  in  all  places  and  things,  short  of  the  Pit  itself,  there  is 
some  admixture  of  worth  and  good.  Room  for  extenuation,  for 
pity,  for  patience !  And  yet  when  the  general  result  has  come 
to  the  length  of  perennial  starvation, — ^yes,  then  argument,  ex- 
tenuating logic,  pity  and  patience  on  that  subject  may  be  con- 
sidered as  drawing  to  a  close.  It  may  be  considered  that  such 
arrangement  of  things  will  have  to  terminate.  That  it  has  all 
just  men  for  its  natural  enemies.  That  all  jut*t  men.  of  what 
outward  colour  soever  in  l*oliti«'s  or  otherwise,  will  say :  This 
cannot  last.  Heaven  disowns  it.  Earth  is  against  it;  Ireland  will 
be  burnt  into  a  black  unpeopled  field  of  ashes  rather  than  this 
should  last. — The  woes  of  Ireland,  or  *  justice  to  Ireland,*  is  not 
the  chapter  we  have  to  write  at  j)resent.  It  is  a  deep  matter,  an 
abvssmal  one.  which  no  plummet  of  ours  will  sound.  For  the 
oppression  has  gone  far  farther  than  into  the  economies  of  Ire- 
land ;  inwards  to  her  very  heart  and  souL     The  Irish  National 
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character  ii  aded,  diaordored ;  till  this  recover  itself,  nothing 

is  yet  reooiBruu.  Immetliodic,  headlong,  violent,  mendacious: 
what  can  jou  make  of  tbe  wretched  Iriahmau  ?  '-A  finer  people 
never  lived,"  as  tho  Irieh  lady  said  to  us  ;  "  only  they  have  two 
fanlls,  they  do  generally  lie  and  steal:  barring  these'' — !  A 
people  that  knows  not  to  speak  the  trnth,  and  to  act  the  truth, 
such  people  liaa  departed  fr  "'  i  possibility  of  well-being. 

Such  people  works  no  lon^  t  and  Heality  ;  works  now 

on  Fantasm,  Simulation,  '.  he  reault  it  arrives  at  is 

naturally  not  a  thing  but  -defect  even   of  potatoes. 

Scarcity,  futility,  confusion  must  be  perennial  there. 

Such  a  people  cironlatea  t  disorder,  through  every 

vein  nf  it ; — and  the  cure, ..  a  oure,  must  begin  at  the 

heart :  not  in  his  condition  o  liiinself  must  the  Patient 

be  all  changed.     Poor  Irolat  yet  let  no  true  Irishman, 

who  believes  and  sees  all  tl  sipair  by  reason  of  it.     Cannot 

he  too  do  Bomething  to  wikunuiad  the  unproductive  faUehood, 
there  as  it  lies  accursed  around  him,  and  change  it  into  truth, 
which  is  fruitful  and  blessed  I  Every  mortal  can  and  shall  him- 
self bo  a  true  man  :  it  is  a  great  thing,  and  the  parent  of  great 
things  ;— as  from  a  single  acorn  the  whole  earth  might  in  the  cud 
be  peopled  with  oaks!  Every  mortal  can  do  something:  this  let 
him  faithfully  do,  and  leave  with  assured  heart  the  issue  to  a 
Higher  Power ! 

We  English  pay,  even  now,  the  bitter  smart  of  long  centuries 
of  injustice  to  our  neighbour  Island  Injustice,  doubt  it  not, 
abounds ;  or  Ireland  would  not  be  miserable.  The  Earth  is  good, 
bountifully  seuds  food  and  increase ;  if  man's  unwisdom  did  not 
intervene  and  forbid.  It  was  an  evil  day  when  Strigul  fir.^t 
meddled  with  that  people.  He  could  not  extirpate  them  :  could 
they  but  have  agreed  togetlier,  and  extirpated  him!  Violent 
men  there  have  been,  and  merciful;  unjust  rulers,  and  just; 
conflicting  iu  a  great  element  of  viclcnee,  these  five  wild  centuries 
now ;  and  the  violent  and  unjust  have  carried  it,  and  we  arc  oome 
to  this.  England  is  guilty  towards  Ireland  ;  and  reaps  at  last,  in 
full  measure,  tlie  fruit  of  fifteen  generations  of  wrong-doing. 

But  the  thing  we  had  to  state  here  was  our  inference  from  that 
mournful  fact  of  the  third  Sanapotatoe,— coupled  with  this  other 


/ 
FINEST  PEASANTRY  IN  THE  WORLD.  395 

well-known  fact  that  the  Irbh  speak  a  partially  intelligible  dia- 
lect of  English,  and  theif  fare  across  by  steam  is  four-pence  stei^ 
ling  I     Crowds  of  miserable  Irish  darken  all  our  towns.     The  \ 
wild  Milesian  features,  looking  false  ingenuity,  restlessness,  un- 
reason, misery  and  mockery,  salute  you  on  all  highways  and  by- 
ways.     The  English  coachman,  as  he  whirls  past,  lashes  the 
Milesian  with  his  whip,  curses  him  with  his  tongue ;  the  Milesian 
is  holding  out  his  hat  to  beg.     He  is  the  sorest  evil  this  country 
has  to  strive  with.     In  his  rags  and  laughing  savagery,  he  is  there 
to  undertake  all  work  that  can  be  done  by  mere  strength  of  hand 
and  back ;  for  wages  that  will  purchase  him  potatoes.     He  needs 
only  salt  for  condiment ;  he  lodges  to  his  mind  in  any  pighutch 
or  doghutch,  roosts  in  outhouses ;  and  wears  a  suit  of  tatters,  the 
getting  off  and  on  of  which  is  said  to  bo  a  difficult  operation, 
transacted  only  in  festivals  and  the  hightides  of  the  calendar. 
The  Saxon  man  if  he  cannot  work  on  these  terms,  finds  no  work.  \ 
He  too  may  be  ignorant ;  but  he  has  not  sunk  from  decent  man- 
hood to  squalid  apchood :  he  cannot  continue  there.     American 
forests  lie  untilled  across  the  ocean  ;    the  uncivilised  Irishman, 
not  by  his  strength  but  by  the  opposite  of  strength,  drives  out  the 
Saxon  native,  takes  possession  in  his  room.     There  abides  he,  in 
his  squalor  and  unreason,  in  his  falsity  and  drunken  violence,  as 
the  ready-made  nucleus  of  degradation  and  disorder.     Whosoever 
struggles,  swimming  with  difficulty,  may  now  find  an  example 
how  the  human  being  can  exist  not  swimming  but  sunk.     Let 
him  sink ;  he  is  not  the  worst  of  men ;  not  worse  than  this  man. 
We  have  quarentines  against  pestilence ;  but  there  is  no  pesti- 
lence like  that ;   and  against  it  what  quarentine  is  possible  ?     It 
is  lamentable  to  look  upon.     This  soil  of  Britain,  these  Saxon 
men  have  cleared  it,  made  it  arable,  fertile  and  a  home  for  them ; 
they  and  tljeir  fathers  have  done  that.     Under  the  sky  there  ex- 
ists no  force  of  men  who  with  arms  in  their  hands  could  drive 
them  out  of  it :    all  force  of  men  with  arms  these  Saxons  would 
seize,  in  their  grim  way,  and  fling  (Heaven's  justice  and  their  own 
Saxon  humour  aiding  them)  swiftly  into  the  sea.     But  behold,  a 
force  of  men  armed  only  with  rags,  ignorance  and  nakedness ; 
and  the  Saxon  owners,  paralysed  by  invisible  magic  of  paper 
formula,  have  to  fly  far,  and  bide  themselves  in  Trauntlantio 


forests.  '  Irish  repeal  i'  '*  Would  to  God."  as  Dutch  William 
said,  "  Y&ii  were  King  of  Ireland,  and  could  take  jouraelf  and  it 
three  thousaud  miles  off." — tliere  to  repeal  it ! 

And  yet  these  poor  CeltiberiftD  Irish  hrothers,  what  can  t/itf 
help  it?  They  canoot  Btay  at  home,  and  starve.  It  ia  jiut  aod 
natural  that  they  come  hither  ua  a  eurse  to  as.  Alas,  for  them 
too  it  is  not  a  luxury      It  i'  ght  or  joyful  way  of  aveng- 

ing their  sore  wrongs  thi«  t  sad  ciruuitooe  one.     Tet 

a  way  it  is,  and  an  eSeetu  a  time  has  come  vehea  the 

Irish  population  must  eitn  }ved  a  little,  or  else  oxter- 

miiiated.    Pbusihle  manage™.  ted  to  this  holloir  outcry  or 

to  that,  will  no  longer  do  :   it  managometit  grouuded  on 

siocerity  and  fact,  to  which  the  \i  um  things  will  respond — by  an 
autual  beginaing  of  improvement  to  ese  wretehed  brother-men. 
lu  a  state  of  perennial  ultra-eavage  i  aine,  in  the  midst  of  civili- 
sation, they  cannot  continue.  For  thai  the  Sazou  British  will  ever 
submit  to  sink  along  with  them  to  such  a  stale,  we  assume  as  impos- 
sible. There  is  in  these  latter,  thank  God,  an  ingenuity  which  is 
not  false ;  a  methodic  spirit,  of  iusight,  of  perseverant  well-doing; 
a  rationality  and  veracity  which  Nature  with  her  truth  docs  no( 
,  disown  ; — withal  there  is  a  '  Berserk ir-rage'  in  the  heart  of  them, 
which  will  prefer  all  things,  including  destruction  and  self-destruc- 
tion, to  that.  Let  no  man  awaken  it,  this  same  Derserkir  rage! 
Decp-liiddeii  it  lies,  far  down  in  the  centre,  like  genial  central 
fire,  with  stratum  after  stratum  of  arrangement,  traditionary  me- 
thod, composed  productiveness,  all  built  above  it,  vivified  and 
rendered  fertile  by  it :  justice,  clearness,  silence,  perseverance, 
unhasttng  unresting  diligence,  hatred  of  disorder,  hatred  of  injus- 
tice which  is  the  worst  disorder,  characterise  this  people ;  their 
inward  fire  wo  say,  as  all  such  fire  should  be,  ia  hidden  at  the  cen- 
tre. Deep-hidden  ;  but  awakenablo,  but  immeasurable ; — let  no 
nian  awaken  it  1  With  this  strong  silent  people  have  the  noisy 
vehement  Irish  now  at  length  got  common  cause  made  Ireland, 
now  for  the  first  time,  in  such  strange  circuitous  way,  does  find 
itself  embarked  in  the  same  boat  with  England,  to  sail  together 
or  to  sink  together  ;  the  wretchedness  of  Ireland,  slowly  but  in- 
eritably,  has  crept  over  to  us,  and  become  our  own  wretchedness. 
The  Irish  population  must  get  itself  redressed  and  saved,  for  the 
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oike  of  the  Engliah  if  for  nothing  else.  Alas,  that  it  should,  on 
Iwth  sides,  be  poor  toiling  men  that  pay  the  smart  for  anmly 
Strigols,  Plantagenets,  Macdermots,  and  O'Donoghuesl  The 
strong  have  eaten  sonr  grapes,  and  the  teeth  of  the  weak  are  set 
on  edge.  'Corses,'  says  the  Proverb,  'are  like  chickens,  they 
return  always  kome.^ 

But  now  on  the  whole,  it  seems  to  us,  English  Statistic  Sci- 
ence, with  floods  of  the  finest  peasantry  in  the  world  streaming 
in  on  us  daily,  may  fold  up  her  Danaides  reticulations  on  this 
matter  of  the  Working  Classes  ;  and  conclude,  what  every  man 
who  will  take  the  statistic  spectacles  off  his  nose,  and  look,  may 
discern  in  town  or  country :  That  the  condition  of  the  lower  mul- 
titude of  English  labourers  approximates  more  and  more  to  that 
of  the  Irish  competing  with  them  in  all  markets ;  that  whatso- 
ever labour,  to  which  mere  strength  with  little  skill  will  suffice, 
is  to  be  done,  will  be  done  not  at  the  English  price,  but  at  an  ap- 
proximation to  the  Irbh  price :  at  a  price  superior  as  yet  to  the 
Irish,  that  is.  superior  to  scarcity  of  third-rate  potatoes  for  thirty 
weeks  yearly  ;  superior,  yet  hourly,  with  the  arrival  of  every  new 
steamboat,  sinking  nearer  to  an  equality  with  that.  Half-a-mil- 
lion  handloom  weavers,  working  fifteen  hours  a  day,  in  perpetual 
inability  to  procure  thereby  enough  of  the  coarsest  food :  Eng- 
lish farm-labourers  at  nine  shillings  and  at  seven  shillings  a 
week  ;  Scotch  farm-labourers  who.  '  in  districts  the  half  of  whose 
husbandry  is  that  of  cows,  taste  no  milk,  can  procure  no  milk  ;' 
all  these  things  arc  credible  to  us  ;  several  of  them  arc  known  to 
us  by  the  best  evidence,  by  eyesight.  With  all  tliis  it  is  consis- 
tent that  tlic  wages  of  *  skilled  labour,'  as  it  is  called,  should  in 
man}'  eases  be  higher  than  they  ever  were :  the  giant  Steam- 
engine  in  a  giant  English  Nation  will  here  create  violent  demand 
fiir  labour,  and  will  there  annihilate  demand.  But,  alas,  the 
great  portion  is  not  skilled :  the  niillious  are  and  must  be  skill 
les.s,  where  strength  alone  is  wanted  :  ploughers.  del  vers,  borers; 
Iiewers  of  wood  and  drawers  of  water :  menials  of  the  Steam- 
engine  only  the  rhiej  menials  and  immediate  />#;7//-servants  of  which 
require  skill.  English  Commerce  stretches  its  fibres  over  the 
wnole  Earth  ;  sensitive  literally,  nay  quivering  in  convulsion,  to 
the  farthest  influences  of  the  Earth.     The  huge  demon  of  Meoh- 


ftnism  8  ind  thunders,  panting  at  tie  great  task,  in  all  seo- 

tiona  of  h  land  ;  cliniiging  his  shape  like  a  TCry  Proteus ; 

and  inf  t  every  change  of  Bhape,  avf.rsfHin^  whole  multi- 

tudes o  aen.  and  as  if  witli  the  waTiaif  of  his  shadow  from 

afar,  liu  lem  asunder,  thia  iraj  and  that,  in  their  crowded 

march  t  ree  of  work  or  traffic  ;  bo  that  the  wisest  no  longer 

knows  111  .»'„rf)ut.     W;  ■        '    'and  pouring  daily  in  on  na, 

in  these  ances  *  lown  to  its  own  waste  con- 

fusion, I  ru  and  ini  i  cruel  mockery  to  tell  poor 

drudges  tiiat  IkAr  condit-i  ing. 

New  Poor- Law  !     Lai  ler-paiser !     The  master  of 

horses,  when  the  Summ<  lone,  has  to  feed  his  borsea 

through  the  winter.     If  —  is  horses ;  "  Quadrupeds,  I 

have  no  longer  work  fo"  )rk  exists  abundantly  over 

the  world :  are  you  ign  ■  I  read  you  Political- Econ- 

omy Lecturer)  that  tb<  :ugine  always  in  the  long-run  cre- 

ates additional  work  1  laya  are  forming  in  one  quarter  of 

this  earth,  canals  in  another,  much  cartage  is  wanted  :  somewhere 
in  Europe,  Asia,  Africa,  or  America,  doubt  it  not,  ye  will  find 
cartage  :  go  and  seek  cartage,  and  good  go  with  you  !"  Thi-y, 
with  protrusive  upper  lip,  snort  dubious  ;  signifying  that  Europe, 
Asia,  Africa,  and  America  lie  somewhat  out  of  their  beat ;  that 
what  cartage  may  be  wanted  there  is  not  too  well  known  to  them, 
T^cytmo  find  no  cartage.  They  gallop  distracted  along  highways, 
all  fenced  in  to  the  right  and  lo  the  left  finally,  under  pains  of 
hunger,  they  take  to  leaping  fences  ;  eating  foreign  property,  and 
— we  know  the  rest.  Ah,  it  is  not  a  joyful, mirth,  it  is  sadder 
than  tears,  the  laugh  Humanity  is  forced  to,  at  Lahsez-fairf  ap- 
plied to  poor  peasants,  in  a  world  like  our  Europe  of  the  year 
IP39! 

So  much  can  observation  altogether  unstatistic,  looking  only  at 
a  Droglicda  or  Dublin  steamboat,  ascertain  for  itself     Another 

-  thing,  likewise  ascertainable  on  this  vast  obscure  matter,  escites 
a  superficial  surprise,  but  only  a  superficial  one ;  Th.it  it  is  the 
best-paid  workcnen  who,  by  Strikes,  Trades -unions,  fThartJaTPi  »"d 
the  like,  complain. ibfi.jaiisL_  No  doubt  of  it!     The  best -paid 

—Workmen  are  they  alone  that  can  ao  complain!  How  shall  he, 
the  handloom  weaver,  who  in  the  day  thatia  passing  over  him 
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his  to  find  food  for  the  day,  strike  work  ?  If  he  strike  work,  he 
Btaires  within  the  week.  He  is  past  complaint ! — The  fact  itself, 
however,  is  one  which,  if  we  consider  it,  leads  ns  into  still  deeper 
regions  of  the  malady.  Wages,  it  would  appear,  are  no  index  of 
well-being  to  the  working  man  :  without  proper  wages  there  can 
be  no  well-being ;  but  with  them  also  there  may  be  none.  Wages  1 
of  working  men  differ  greatly  in  different  quarters  of  this  coun- 
try ;  according  to  the  researches  or  the  guess  of  Mr.  Symmons, 
an  intelligent  humane  inquirer,  they  vary  in  the  ratio  of  not  less^  , 
than  three  to  one.  Cotton-spinners,  as  we  learn,  are  generally 
well  paid,  while  employed  ;  their  wages,  one  week  with  another, 
wires  and  children  all  working,  amount  to  sums  which,  if  well 
laid  out,  were  fully  adequate  to  comfortable  living.  And  yet, 
alas,  there  seems  little  question  that  comfort  or  reasonable  well- 
being  is  as  much  a  stranger  in  these  households  as  in  any.  At 
the  cold  hearth  of  the  ever-toiling  ever-hungering  weaver,  dwells 
at  least  some  equability,  fixation  as  if  in  perennial  ice :  hopcj 
never  comes  ;  but  also  irregular  impatience  is  absent.  Of  out4 
ward  things  these  otiiers  have  or  might  have  enough,  but  of  all 
inward  things  there  is  the  fatallest  lack.  Economy  docs  not  ex- 
ist among  them  ;  their  trade  now  in  plethoric  prosperity,  anon 
extenuated  into  inanition  and  *  short-time '  is  of  the  nature  of 
gambling  :  they  live  by  it  like  gamblers,  now  in  luxurious  super-  ,  . 
fluity.  now  in  starvation.  Black  mutinous  discontent  devours 
them  ;  simply  the  miserablest  feeling  that  can  inhabit  the  heart 
of  man.  English  Commerce  with  its  world-wide  convulsive  flue-  ' 
tuatious.  with  its  immeasurable  Proteus  Steam-demon,  makes 
all  patlis  uncertain  for  tliem.  all  life  a  bewilderment :  jobrietfi 
steadfa.^tncss,  peacoiiblo  continuance,  the  fir>t  blc^'f^inga  flf  man, 
~are'ri<»t  tih*ir.s. 

It  is  in  (fla.sgow  among  that  class  of  operatives  that  *  Number 
GO,*  in  his  dark  room,  pavs  down  the  prico  of  blood.  Be  it  with 
reason  or  with  unreason,  too  surolv  tliev  do  in  veritv  find  the 
time  all  out  of  joint ;  this  world  for  them  no  home,  but  a  dingy 
prison-hou.se  of  reckless  unthrift,  rebellion,  rancour,  indignation 
against  themselves  and  against  all  men.  Is  it  a  green  flowery 
world,  with  azure  everlasting  sky  stretched  over  it,  the  work  and 
government  of  a  God ;  or  a  murky-simmering  Tophet,  of  cop- 
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periLS-fui  otton-fuE,  giu-riot,   wrath  and  toil,  created  bj  ft 

Deinou,  (j„,^,uecl  by  a  Demon  1  The  Bum  of  their  wretcfaedneM 
merited  asd  unmerited  welters,  huge,  dark  and  baleful,  like  % 
Daotegji  Hell,  visible  there  in  tike  statistics  of  Gin  :  Qin  justly 
named  the  moat  authentic  incaraation  of  the  Infernal  Principle 
in  our  times,  too  indisputable  an  incarnation  ;  Gin  the  block 


:  into  which  wretches' 
itself  by  calling  on  delir 
tion  of  the  power  to  tliinl 
part  of  men  whose  lot  of 
resolution ;  liquid  Mudue 
products  of  which  are  anu  ^ 
ble,  ruinoua,  and  that  only  I 
heeded  /»/<r>w,  and  Prisonl 
up  from  'time  to  time,  some 
or  the  tike,  notable  to  all,  i 
regard  it  as  more  baleful  ti 


every  sort,  coatummating 
I  it,  whirls  down  ;  abdica- 
as  too  painful  now,  on  the 
ronld  require  thought  and 
i-penoe  thequArtem,  all  ths 
like  it8  origin,  mad,  misei*- 
this  block  unluminous  od- 
luls  in  pain,  there  do  flash 
«  ie-spread  glare  of  Chartiam 
^  Ti'medy  from  all, — are  we  ts 
ij  quiet  .state,  or  rather  as  not  m 
Ihalefut  1  Ireland  is  in  chronic  atrophy  these  five  centuries  ;  the 
disease  of  nobler  £ngland,  ideotihed  now  with  that  of  Ireland, 
becomes  acute,  has  crbcs,  and  wilt  be  cured  or  kill 
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CHAPTER   V. 

RIGHTS    AND   MIGHTS. 

It  18  not  what  a  man  outwardly  has  or  wants  that  constitutes 
the  happiness  or  misery  of  him.  Nakedness,  hunger,  distress 
of  all  kinds,  death  itself  have  been  cheerfully  suffered,  when  the 
heart  was  right.  It  is  the  feeling  of  injustice  that  is  insupporta- 
ble to  all  men.  The  brutallest  black  African  cannot  bear  that 
he  should  be  used  unjustly.  No  man  can  bear  it,  or  ought  to 
bear  it.  A  deeper  law  than  any  parchment-law  whatsoever,  a 
law  written  direct  by  the  hand  of  God  in  the  inmost  being  of 
man,  incessantly  protests  against  it.  What  is  injustice?  An- 
other name  for  r/ixordcr,  for  unveracity,  unreality  ;  a  tiling -Khick 
veracious  created  NaturC;  even  because  it  is  not  Chaos  and  a  waste- 
whirling  baseless  Phantasm^  rejects  and  disowns.  It  is  not  the 
outward  pain  of  injustice  ;  that,  were  it  even  the  flaying  of  the 
back  with  knotted  scourges,  the  severing  of  the  head  with  guil- 
lotines, is  comparatively  a  small  matter.  The  real  smart  is  the 
soul's  pain  and  stigma^  the  hurt  inflicted  on  the  moral  self  The 
rudest  clown  must  draw  himself  up  into  attitude  of  battle,  and 
resistance  to  the  death,  if  such  be  ofiered  him.  He  cannot  live 
under  it :  his  own  soul  aloud,  and  all  the  universe  with  silent 
continual  beckonings.  says.  It  cannot  be.  He  must  revenge  him- 
self;  reran^hcr  himself,  make  himself  good  again, — that  bo  mrum 
may  be  mine,  tuinn  thine,  and  each  party  standing  clear  on  his 
own  ba.*<i8.  order  be  restored.  There  is  something  infinitely  re-  j 
Hf>ectable  in  this,  and  we  may  say  universally  respected  ;  it  is' 
the  common  stamp  of  manhood  vindicating  itself  in  all  of  ua, 
the  basis  of  whatever  is  worthy  in  all  of  us.  and  through  super- 
ficial diversities,  the  same  in  all. 

As  dittorder,  insane  by  the  nature  of  it,  is  the  hatefullest  of 
things  to  man,  who  lives  by  sanity  and  order,  so  injaatice  is  the 
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■worst  le  cftll  it  the  only  evil,  to  this  world.     All  men 

submit  ,  to  disappoiutment,  to  uuhiippiDCBS  ;  it  is  their  lot 

Tiere  ;  1  11  hearts,  inextinguishable  bj  Bceptio  logio,  bj  sor- 

row, pei  1  or  despair  itself,  there  ia  a  small  still  yoice  inti- 

roating  tl  :t  is  not  the  final  lot ;  that  wild,  wa9t«.  incoherent 
as  it  looks,  a  God  presides  over  it ;  that  it  is  not  an  injustice  bat 
a  justice.     Force  itselfj  thf>  ess  of  resistance,  has  doubt- 

less a  composing  effect  ;>  inimate  Simooms,  and  much 

other  iuflictioa  of  the  W  'jave  found  it  sufEce  to  pro- 

duce complete  coraposurf  would  say,  a  permanent  In- 

/  joatioe  even  from  an  In!  vould  prove  unendurable  by 

\  men.     If  men  had   lost  God,   their   only  resource 

1'  against  a  blind  No-God,  (  nnd   Mechanism,  that  held 

thcni  like  a  hideous  World  oe,  like  a  hideous  Phalaria' 

Bull,  imprisoned  in  its  '  ',  would  be,  with  or  without 

hope, — rfvoU.     They  «  is  says,  by  a  '  simultaneona 

I  uniwrsftl  act  of  anieide,  .1  nut  of  the  World-Slenmengine  ; 

/  and  end,  if  not  in  victory,  yet  in  invincibility,  and  unsubduable 

\  protest  that  such  World-Steam  engine  was  a  failure  and  a  stu- 

I  pidity. 

LZ-  Conquest,  indeed,  is  a  fact  often  witnessed  ;  conquest,  which 
seems  mere  wrong  and  force,  everywhere  asserts  itself  as  a  right 
among  men.  Yet  if  we  esainine,  we  shall  find  that,  in  this 
world,  no  conquest  could  ever  become  permanent,  whicli  did 
not  witLnl  shew  itself  beneficial  to  tlie  conquered  as  well  as 
to  conquerors.  Mithridates  King  of  Pontus,  come  now  to  ex- 
tremity, '  appealed  to  the  patriotism  of  liis  people  ;'  but,  says  the 
history,  'he  had  squeezed  them, and  fleeced  and  plundered  them, 
for  long  years  ;'  his  requisitions,  flying  irregular,  devastative,  like 
the  whirlwind,  were  less  supportable  than  Roman  strictness  and 
method,  regular  though  never  so  riaorous  :  ho  tlicrcfore  appealed 
to  their  patriotism  in  vain.  The  Romans  conquered  Milhri 
dates.  The  Romans,  having  conquered  (he  world,  held  it  coP 
quered,  hrnr.'se  Ihcy  could  best  govern  the  world  ;  the  mass  ol 
men  found  it  nowise  pressing  to  revolt ;  their  fancy  might  be  at" 
flictcd  more  or  less,  but  in  Iheir  solid  interests  they  were  belter 
off  than  before.  So  too  in  this  England  long  ago,  the  old  Sason 
Nobles,  disunited  among  themselves,  and  in  power  too  nearly 
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eqaal,  oould  not  have  governed  the  country  well ;  Harold  being 
slain,  their  last  chance  of  governing  it,  except  in  anarchy  and 
civil  war,  was  over  :  a  new  class  of  strong  Norman  Nobles,  en- 
tering with  a  strong  man,  with  a  succession  of  strong  men  at  the 
bead  of  them,  and  not  disunited,  but  united  by  many  ties,  by 
their  very  community  of  language  and  interest,  had  there  been 
DO  other,  tcerf.  in  a  condition  to  govern  it ;  and  did  govern  it,  we 
can  believe,  in  some  rather  tolerable  manner,  or  they  would  not 
have  continued  there.  They  acted,  little  consoious  of  such  func- 
tion on  their  part,  as  an  immense  volunteer  Police  Force,  sta- 
tioned everywhere,  united,  disciplined,  feudally  regimented,  ready 
fur  action ;  strong  Teutonic  men  ;  who  on  the  whole  proved  effec- 
tive men,  and  drilled  this  wild  Teutonic  people  into  unity  and 
peaceable  cooperation  better  than  others  could  have  done  !  How 
can-do,  if  we  will  well  interpret  it,  unites  itself  with  shaU-do 
among  mortals  ;  how  strength  acts  ever  as  the  right-arm  of  jus- 
tice ;  how  might  and  right,  so  frightfully  dis^crepant  at  fi rs^  are 
ever  in  the  long  run  one  and  the  samc\ — is  a  cheering  considera- 
tion, which  always  in  the  black  tempestuous  vortices  of  this 
world's  hii^tory.  will  shine  out  on  us,  like  an  everlasting  polar 
star. 

Of  conquest  we  may  say  that  it  never  yet  went  by  brute  force 
and  compulsion ;  con<|ucst  of  that  kind  does  not  endure.  Con- 
quest, along  with  power  of  compulsion,  an  essential  universally 
in  human  society,  must  bring  benefit  along  with  it.  or  men,  of 
the  ordinary  streugth  of  men.  will  fling  it  out.  The  strong  man, 
what  is  he  if  we  will  consider  ?  The  wise  man  ;  the  man  with 
the  gift  of  method,  of  faithfulness  and  valour,  all  of  which  are 
of  the  basis  of  wisdom  :  who  has  insight  into  what  is  what,  into 
what  will  follow  out  of  what,  the  eye  to  see  and  the  hand  to  do ; 
who  is  Jit  to  administer,  to  direct,  and  guidingly  command :  he  is 
the  strong  man.  His  muscles  and  bones  arc  no  stronger  than 
ours :  but  his  soul  is  stronger,  his  soul  is  wiser,  clearer, — is  bet- 
ter and  nobler,  for  that  is.  has  been,  and  ever  will  bo  the  root  of  ^ 
all  clearness  worthy  of  such  a  name.  Beautiful  it  is.  and  a  gleam 
from  the  same  eternal  pole-star  visible  amid  the  destinies  of  men, 
that  all  »j>lAni^  Jill  mt^llonf.  uL..2Mk  tk^  fip«4  i^l^nA  moral  ^—what  a 

world  were  this  otherwifie !    But  it  is  the  heart  alwi^s  that  teeai 


Quackery  1  For  a  Couvi 
tbal  thou  sowcst  into  m 
aod  elsewhere  for  eeed-i 
it  IB  chaff!" 
'  But  to  return.  In 
ture'B  order,  being  prO[, 
feeliiifr  of  injitstii.'e  the 
graod  (question 
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d  cart  see:  let  ua  knoir  that;  and  know  tlierefot* 
1  aioiie  ia  deathless  and  victorious.,  that  Hope  ii 
l&st,  in  all  phages  of  tliis  ■  Pbce  of  Hope.'— Shifti- 
Corncy-canning  is  k  kind  of  tbiog  that  fancies  it>- 
en  fancied,  U>  be  talent ;  but  it  is  luckily  mistaken 
«ed  truly  it  does,  what  is  colled  aucceeding ;  and 

rsl  Eucee"-"  i''*-"  ■iispensors  of  success  be  of 

niU  needs  say  to  it,  "  Thot 
it  rules.  Bnt  Nature  an- 
t  according  to  my  laws  ;  thy 
t  thou  take  me  too  for  m 
1  Attorneyiam?  This  chaff 
igh  it  pass  at  the  poll-booUl 
ot  grow  wheat  out  of  it,  for 


,en  of  <] 
.s  ruling  oi 


>y  to  truth  and  fact  and  N^ 
ivil  nader  the  sun,  and  tht 

:  inlu.i-i.ible  pain  under  tho  sun,  our 
mdition  of  these  working  men  would 
:  Is  it  just  ?  And  first  of  all.  What  belief  have  they  them- 
selves formed  about  the  justice  of  it?  The  words  they  promul- 
gate are  notable  by  way  of  answer  ;  their  actions  are  still  more 
notable.  Chartism  with  its  pikes,  Swing  with  bis  tinder-bos, 
speak  a  most  loud  though  inarticulate  language.  Glasgow  Thug- 
gery speaks  aloud  too,  in  a  language  we  may  well  call  infernal. 
What  kind  of '  wild-justice'  must  it  be  in  the  hearts  of  these  men 
that  prompts  them,  with  cold  deliberation,  in  conclave  assembled, 
to  doom  their  brother  workman,  as  the  deserter  of  his  order  and 
bis  order's  cause,  to  die  as  a  traitor  and  deserter;  and  have  him 
executed,  since  not  by  any  public  judge  and  hangman,  then  by  a 

,  private  one  ; — like  your  old  Chivalry  I-'i-mgericht.  and  Secret-Tri- 
buDftl,  suddenly  in  this  strange  guise  become  new  ;  suddenly  ri- 

I  sing  once  more  on  the  astonished  eye,  dressed  now  not  in  mail- 
sbirts  but  in  fustian  jackets,  meeting  not  in  Westphalian  forests 
but  in  the  paved  Gailowgate  of  Glasgow !  Not  loyal  loving 
I  obedience  to  those  placed  over  them,  but  a  far  other  temper,  must 
•nimste  tb«8e  men  I  It  is  frightful  onough.  Suob  t«mper  must 
bt  wid«4prMd,  vinii«tt  among  the  mai^,  vfaen  even  in  iti  worA 
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•cma,  it  cmn  take  Buoh  a  fonn  in  a  few.  Bat  indeed  decay  of 
loyalty  in  all  aenBes,  disobedience,  decay  of  religious  faith,  has 
long  been  noticeable  and  lamentable  in  this  largest  class,  as  in 
other  smaller  ones.  Bevolt,  sullen  revengeful  humour  of  revolt 
against  the  upper  classes,  decreasing  respect  for  what  their  tem- 
poral superiors  command,  decreasing  faith  for  what  their  spiritual 
Buperiora  teach,  is  more  and  more  the  universal  spirit  of  the 
lower  classes.  Such  spirit  may  be  blamed,  may  be  vindicated ; 
but  all  men  must  recognize  it  as  extant  there,  all  may  know  that 
it  is  mournful,  that  unless  altered  it  will  be  fatal.  Of  lower 
classes  so  related  to  upper,  happy  nUtions  are  not  made!  To 
whatever  other  griefs  the  lower  classes  labour  under,  this  bitter- 
est and  sorest  grief  now  superadds  itself ;  the  unendurable  con- 
viction that  they  arc  unfiiirly  dealt  with,  that  their  lot  in  this 
world  is  not  founded  on  right,  not  even  on  necessity  and  might, 
is  neither  what  it  should  be,  nor  what  it  shall  be. 

Or  why  do  we  ask  of  Chartism,  Glasgow  Trades-unions,  and 
such  like  ?  Has  not  broad  £uropo  heard  the  question  put,  and 
answered,  on  the  great  scale;  has  not  a  Fri::n('H  Ke volution 
been?  Since  the  year  17^39,  there  is  now  half-a-century  com- 
plete; and  a  French  Revolution  not  yet  complete !  Whosoever 
will  look  at  that  enormous  Phenomenon  may  find  many  meanings 
in  it.  but  this  meaning  as  the  ground  of  all :  That  it  was  a  re- 
volt of  the  oppressed  lower  classes  against  the  oppressing  or  neg- 
lecting upper  classes :  not  a  French  revolt  only ;  no,  a  Europe^ 
one  ;  full  of  stem  monition  to  all  countries  of  Europe.  These 
Chartisms,  Kadicalisms,  Reform  Bill,  Tithe  Bill,  and  infinite 
other  discrepancy,  and  acrid  argument  and  jargon  that  there  is 
yet  to  be,  are  our  French  Revolution :  God  grant  that  we  with  our  ^ 
better  method's,  may  be  able  to  transact  it  by  argument  alone ! 

The  French  Revolution,  now  that  we  have  sufficiently  execrated 
its  horrors  and  crimes,  is  found  to  have  had  withal  a  great  mean- 
ing in  it.  As  indeed,  what  great  thing  ever  happened  in  this 
world,  a  world  understood  always  to  be  made  and  governed  by  a 
Providence  and  Wisdom,  not  by  an  Unwisdom,  without  meaning 
somewhat  ?  It  was  a  tolerably  audible  voice  of  proclamation,  and 
universal  oyez  !  to  all  people,  this  of  three-and-twenty  years'  doM 
flgfating,  miBga^  eonfliigrmtingy  with  a  million  or  two  of  man  shot 
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Id  ought  to  know  by  thia  time  that  it  was  verily 
eet,  that  same  PheuomenoD,  and  had  its  omi  rea- 
ring there !  Which  aooordingly  the  world  begitu 
e  French  Revolution  is  seen,  or  begins  everywliera 
the  crotrning  phenomenon  of  our  Modern  Time;' 
stcro  ^nJ  of  much  ;  the  fearful,  but  ako  wonder- 
"'"'"  and  stC""'"-  ■" — ficent  beginning  of  much.' 
He  who  wouia  undcrfitanri  gling  convutsiTe  unrest  of 

European  .society,  in  any  oountry,  ut  this  day,  may 

rend  it  in  broad  glaring  lii  in  that  the  most  oonvulsivs 

phenomenon  of  the  last  Cho  ;arB.      £urope  lay  pining, 

obstruetod,  moribund  ;  quack  hag-ridden, — is  there  a  hag, 

or  spectre  of  the  Fit,  so  baleful  "is  as  your  accredited  qu&clc, 

,were  he  never  so  cloBe<shavcn,  poken,  plausible  to  himself 

tand  others!  Quack-ridden:  in  mu  one  word  lies  all  misery 
whatsoever  Spcoiosity  in  all  departments  usurps  the  place  of 
reality,  thrusts  reality  away ;  instead  of  performance,  there  is 
appearance  of  performance.  The  quack  is  a  Falsehood  Incar- 
nate ;  and  speaks,  and  makes  and  does  mere  falsehoods,  which 
Nature  with  her  veracity  has  to  disiown.  As  chief  priest,  as  chief 
governor,  he  stands  there,  intrusted  with  much.  The  husband- 
man of  '  Time's  Seedfield  ;'  he  is  the  world's  hired  sower,  hired 
and  solemnly  appointed  to  sow  the  kind  true  earth  with  wheat 
this  year,  that  nest  year  all  men  may  have  bread.  He,  misera- 
ble mortal,  deceiving  and  self-deceiving,  sows  it,  as  wc  said,  not 
with  corn  but  with  chaff;  the  world  nothing  doubting,  harrows 
it  in,  pays  him  his  wages,  dismisses  him  with  blessing,  and — next 
year  there  has  no  corn  sprung.  Nature  has  disowned  the  chalF, 
has  declined  growing  chaff,  and  behold  now  there  is  no  bread  1  It 
becomes  necessary,  in  such  case,  to  do  several  things  ;  not  soft 
things  some  of  them,  but  hard. 

Nay  we  will  add  that  the  very  circumstance  of  quacks  in 
unusual  quantity  getting  domination,  indicates  that  the  heart  of 
the  world  is  aircady  wrong.  The  impostor  is  false  j  but  neither 
are  his  dupes  altogether  true :  is  not  his  first  grand  dupe  tho 
falsest  of  all, — himself  namely  ?  Sincere  men,  of  never  so  limited 
iut«lleot,  have  an  instinct  for  discrimioating  sincerity.  The  cun- 
ningest  Mepbistopbeiss  oannot  deceive  »  aimple  Margaret  of  honest 
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iioart ;  '  it  stands  written  on  his  brow.'  Masses  of  people  capable 
of  being  led  away  by  quacks  are  tbemselves  of  partially  untrue  * 
spirit  Alas,  in  such  times  it  grows  to  be  the  universal  belief, 
sole  accredited  knowingncss,  and  the  contrary  of  it  accounted 
puerile  enthusiasm,  this  sorrowfullest  ^/.«belicf  that  there  is  pro- 
perly speaking  any  truth  in  the  world  :  that  the  world  was,  has 
been,  or  ever  can  be  guided,  except  by  bimulation,  dissimulation, 
and  the  sufficiently  dexterous  practice  of  pretence.  The  faith 
of  men  is  dead :  in  what  has  guineas  in  its  pocket,  beefeaters 
riding  behind  it,  and  cannons  trundling  before  it,  they  can  believe  ; 
iu  what  has  none  of  these  things  they  cannot  believe.  Sense  for 
the  true  and  false  is  last ;  there  is  properly  no  longer  any  true 
or  false.  It  is  the  heyday  of  Imposture ;  of  Semblance  recognis-  / 
ing  itself,  and  getting  itself  recognrsett:  for  Substance.  GapingJ. 
multitudes  listen ;  unlistening  multitudes  see  not  but  that  it  is 
all  right,  and  in  the  order  of  Nature.  Earnest  men,  one  of  a 
million,  shut  their  lips ;  suppressing  thoughts,  which  there  are 
no  words  to  utter  To  them  it  is  too  visible  that  spiritual  life 
has  departed ;  that  material  life,  in  whatsoever  figure  of  it,  can- 
not long  remain  behind.  To  them  it  seems  as  if  our  Europe  of 
the  Eighteenth  Century,  long  hag-ridden,  vexed  with  foul  en- 
chanters, to  the  length  now  of  gorgeous  Domdaniel  Farrs-avx- 
i'f'fs  and  *  Peasants  living  on  meal-husks  and  boiled  grass,'  had 
Verily  sunk  down  to  die  and  dissolve ;  and  were  now,  with  its 
French  Philosopliisms,  Hume  Scei>ticisms,  Diderot  Atheisms, 
maundering  in  tlie  final  deliration  ;  writhing,  with  its  Seven-years 
Silesian  robber-wars,  in  tho  final  a^oiiy.  ^Glory  to  God,  our 
Europe  was  not  to  die  but  to  live !  Our  EuroiiO  rose  like  a  fren- 
zied giant;  shcK)k  all  that  poisonous  magician  trumpery  to  right 
and  left,  trampling  it  stormfully  under  foot ;  and  declared  aloud 
that  there  was  strength  in  him,  not  for  life  only,  but  for  new  and 
infinitely  wider  life.  Antacus-like  the  giant  had  struck  his  foot 
once  more  upon  Reality  and  the  Earth :  there  only,  if  in  this 
univen*e  at  all,  lay  strength  and  healing  for  him.  Heaven  knows, 
it  was  not  a  gentle  process  ;  no  wonder  that  it  was  a  tearful  pro- 
cess, this  same  •  Phcenix  fire-consummation  !'  IJut  the  alterna- 
tive was  this  or  death ;  the  merciful  Heavens,  merciful  in  their 
severity,  sent  us  this  rather.j 

16 


And  'rights  of  laaa'  were  to  be  written  down  on  paper; 

and  ezp  tally  wrought  upon  tow&rds  elaborstion,  in  huge 

battle  ai  itle,  element  oonfllcttog  witi  elomeul,  from  side  to 

eidc  of  irth,  for  tbreo-ancl-twent;  yearn.     Bights  of  m&n, 

ynongs  ot  1     It  b  n.  question  which  baa  awAllowcd  whole  nn- 


lions  and  generations ;  a  question — on  which  we  will  not  enter 


with  Ibis 
11  sound  it  at 


lal  rights  of  luan  lie  in  the 

sai  weds  itself  to  the  Poasi. 

ertaiuable  temporarj  rights 

c  place  and  time.     They  ar« 

3  convictions  of  them  are. 


here.  Far  be  it  from 
quoKtion  at  present ;  lo; 
any  time.  But  indeed  ti. 
re  marked,  are  IJttlewort' 
"  oT  ma?, — to  *ha't  port! 
fftttTIo"  make  good  I  . 
far  deeps  of  the  Ideal,  wiibt" 
blf,'  as  tho  Philosophers 
of  man  vary  not  a  little,  acc< 
knovrn  to  depend  much  on  what  a 
Tho  Highland  wife,  with  her  hueband  at  the  foot  of  the  gallows, 
patted  him  on  the  shoulder  (if  there  be  historical  truth  in  Joseph 
Miller),  nud  said  amid  her  tears :  •■  Go  up,  Donald,  my  uiau  ;  the 
Laird  bids  ye."  To  her  it  seemed  the  rights  of  lairds  were  great, 
the  rights  of  men  small ;  aud  she  aeijuiosced.  Deputy  Lapoule, 
in  the  SnlU  <ks  Menus  at  Versailles,  on  the  4th  of  August,  1789, 
demanded  (he  did  actually  '  demand.'  and  by  unanimous  vote 
obtain)  that  the  'obsolete  law'  autliorizing  a  Seigneur,  on  his 
return  from  the  cliuso  or  other  needful  fatigue,  to  slaugliter  not 
above  two  of  his  vassals,  and  refresh  his  feet  in  their  warm  blood 
and  bowels,  should  be 'abrogated.'  From  such  obsolete  law.  or 
mad  tradition  and  phantasm  of  an  obsolete  law.  down  to  any  eorn- 
law,  game-law,  rotten -borough  law,  or  other  ] 
clamoured  of  in  this  time  of  ours,  the  distance  t 
I  great  '—What  are  the  rights  of  men  ?  All  men  ar 
I   demanding  and  searching  for  their  rights ;   nioreovei 

not,  they  will  do  it ;  by  Chartisms,  Radicalisms.  French  Revolu- 
I  tjons,  or  whatsoever  methods  they  have.  Rights  surely  are  right. 
on  the  other  hand,  this  other  saying  is  most  true,  '  Use  every  man 
according  to  his  ri);hH,  and  who  shall  escape  whipping!'  Thei-e 
two  things  we  say,  are  both  true ;  and  both  are  essential  to  make 
up  the  whole  truth.    All  good  men  know  always  and  feel,  eaeb  for 


^  or   praetici 


a  justified  ii 
■,  justified  o 
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himself,  that  the  one  is  not  less  tnie  than  the  other ;  and  act  ao- 
cordingly.     The  contradiction  is  of  the  surface  only ;  as  in  oppo- 


site  sides  of  the  same  &ct :  nniversal  in  this  dualism  of  a  life  we 
have.  Between  these  two  extremes,  Society  and  all  human  things 
must  fluctuattngly  adjust  themselves  the  best  they  can.  ^"^^ 

And  yet  that  there  is  verily  a  '  rights  of  man'  let  no  mortal 
doubt.  An  ideal  of  right  does  dwell  in  all  men,  in  all  arrange- 
ments, pactions  and  procedures  of  men ;  it  is  to  this  ideal  of 
right,  more  and  more  developing  itself  as  it  is  more  and  more 
approximated  to,  that  human  Society  for  ever  tends  and  strug- 
gles. We  say  also  that  any  given  thing  either  is  unjust  or  else 
ju»t ;  however  obscure  the  arguings  and  stragglings  on  it  be,  the 
thing  in  itself  there  as  it  lies,  infallibly  enough,  is  the  one  or  the 
other.  To  which  let  us  add  only  this,  the  first,  last  article  of 
faith;  the  alpha  and  omega  of  all  faitli  among  men.  That  nothing 
which  is  unjust  can  hope  to  continue  in  this  world.  A  faith  true 
in  all  times,  more  or  loss  forgotten  in  most,  but  altogether  fright- 
fully brought  to  remembrance  again  iu  ours !  Lyons  fusilladings, 
Nantes  noyadings,  reigns  of  terror,  and  such  other  universal  bat- 
tle-thunder and  explosion ;  these,  if  we  will  understand  them, 
were  but  a  new  irrefragable  preaching  abroad  of  that.  It  would 
appear  that  Speciosities  which  are  not  Realities  cannot  any  longer 
inhabit  this  world.  It  would  appear  that  the  unjust  thing  has  no 
friend  in  the  Heaven,  and  a  majority  against  it  on  the  earth  ;  nay, 
that  it  has  at  bottom  all  men  for  its  enemies ;  that  it  may  take 
shelter  in  this  fallacy  and  then  in  that,  but  will  be  hunted  from 
fallacy  to  fallacy,  till  it  find  no  fallacy  to  shelter  in  any  more,  but 
must  march  and  go  elsewhither ; — that,  in  a  word,  it  ought  to 
prepare  incessantly  for  decent  departure,  before  i/idecent  depar- 
ture, ignominious  drumming  out.  nay  savage  smiting  out  and 
burning  out,  overtake  it !  Alas,  was  that  such  new  tidings  }  Is 
it  not  from  of  old  indubitable,  that  Untruth.  Injustice  which  b 
but  acted  untruth,  has  no  power  to  continue  in  this  true  universe 
of  ours  ?  The  tidings  was  world-old,  or  older,  as  old  as  the  Fall 
of  Lucifer :  and  yet  in  that  epoch  unhappily  it  was  new  tidings, 
unexpected,  incredible  ;  and  there  had  to  be  such  earthquakes  and 
shakings  of  the  nations  before  it  could  be  listened  to,  and  laid  to 
heart  eren  slightly  1     Let  ua  lay  it  to  heart,  let  ua  know  it  welL^ 


tiut  new  iugs  be  not  needed.     Enotrn  ami  laid  to  beut  it 

ntnat  everv     ere  be,  before  peace  can  pretend  to  come.     ThiB 
seema  to  he  secret  of  our  convulsed  era, ;  tkis  wkich  is  to 

easily  Wri  which  is  mid  has  beeu  and  will  be  so  hard  to  bring 

to  pasa.  true  men,  high  and  low,  each  in  his  spbcre,  are  con- 

iciouslj  or  unconsciously  briDging  it  to  p&sa  ;  all  false  And  half- 


true  men  are  fruitlessly  sp" 
comiag  to  pasa. 


imseWea  to  hinder  it  from 
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CHAPTER    VI. 

LAISSEZ-FAIRE. 

From  all  which  enormous  events,  with  troths  old  and  new  em- 
bodied in  them,  what  innumerable  practical  inferences  are  to  be 
drawn !     Events  are  written  lessons,  glaring  in  huge  hierogly- 1 
phic  picture-writing,  that  all  may  read  and  know  them  :  the  terror  , 
and  horror  they  inspire  is  but  the  note  of  preparation  for  the  1 ' 
truth  they  are  to  teach ;  a  mere  waste  of  terror  if  that  be  not  ■ 
learned.     Inferences  enough ;  most  didactic,  practically  applica- ' 
ble  in  all  departments  of  English  things  1     One  inference,  but 
one  inclusive  of  all,  shall  content  us  here  ;  this  namely :  That 
Laissez-faire  has  as  good  as  done  its  part  in  a  great  many  provin- 
ces ;  that  in  the  province  of  the  Working  Classes,  Laissez-faire 
having  passed  its  New  Poor-Law,  has  reached  the  suicidal  point 
and  now,  as  felo-de-se,  lies  dying  there,  in  torchlight  meetings  and 
such  like ;  that,  in  brief,  a  government  of  the  under  classes  by  the 
upper  on  a  principle  of  Ltt  alone  is  no  longer  possible  in  England 
in  these  days.     This  is  the  one  inference  inclusive  of  all.     For 
there  can  be  no  acting  or  doing  of  any  kind,  till  it  be  recognised 
that  there  is  a  thing  to  be  done  ;  the  thing  once  recognised,  doin 
in  a  thousand  shapes  becomes  possible.     The  Working  Classes 
cannot  any  longer  go  on  without  government ;  without   being 
artualbj  guided  and  governed  ;  England  cannot  subsist  in  peace 
till,  by  some  means  or  other,  some  guidance  and  government  for 
them  is  found.  ^ 

For.  alas,  on  us  too  the  rude  truth  has  come  home.  Wrap- 
pages and  speeiosities  all  worn  off.  the  haggard  naked  fact  speaks 
to  us:  Arc  these  millions  taught  ?  Are  these  millions  guided? 
W«?  have  a  Church,  the  venerable  eml»odiment  of  an  idea  which 
may  well  call  itself  divine  ;  which  our  fathers  for  long  ages,  feel- 
ing it  to  be  divine,  have  been  embodying  as  we  see :  it  is  a  Church 
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with  equipments  and  appurtenauocs  ;  ei]ucat«d  in 
ieh  in  moQey ;  set  on  high  places  that  it  may  b« 
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and  cummeroial  wealth,  in  whose  hands  lies  tka 
.jd  the  law-administering ;  an  Aristocracy  rick, 
in  its  place ;  aji  Aristocracy  with  more 
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in  the  meeliest  humour,  sis-and-thirty  weeks  each  year ;  and  does 
not  find  it.  Fact  passionulely  jniiiB  Messiah  Thorn  of  Canter- 
bury, and  lias  himself  piliot  for  a  new  fifth-raonarelij  brought  in 
by  Bedlam.  Fact  holds  his  fustian-jacket  FeingerviX  in  Glasgow 
City.  Fact  carts  his  Petition  over  Loudon  streets,  begging  that 
you  would  simply  have  the  goodness  to  grant  him  universal  suf- 
frage, and  '  the  five  points,'  by  way  of  remedy.  These  are  not 
symptoms  of  teaching  and  guiding. 

Nay,  at  bottom,  is  it  not  a  singular  thing  this  of  Lahsi-z-faire, 
from  the  first  origin  of  it?  As  good  as  an  aJiilkalioit  on  the  part 
of  governors ;  an  admission  tliat  they  arc  hencefortji  ineompeleiit 
to-govefB,  »hat  (hey  are  not  there  to  govern  at  all,  but  to  do — 
one  knows  not  what!  Tlie  universal  demand  of  Lnltsez-faire  by 
a  people  from  its  governors  or  upper  classes,  is  a  soft-sounding 
demand;  but  it  is  only  one  step  removed  from  the  fatallest. 
'  Laissez-faire,'  esclaims  a  sardonic  German  writer,  •  Wliat  is  this 
'universal  cry  for  Laissez-faire r  Does  it  mean  that  human  af- 
'  fairs  refjuire  no  guidance  ;  that  wisdom  and  forethought  cannot 
'  guide  them  better  than  folly  and  accident  ?  Aln:^.  docs  it  not 
'  mean  :  "  Svc/i  guidance  is  worse  tlinn  none !  Leave  us  alone  of 
'  your  guidance  ;  eat  your  wages,  and  sleep  I" '     And   now  if 
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guidance  have  grown  indisponsable,  and  the  sleep  continue,  what 
becomes  of  the  sleep  and  its  wages  ? — In  those  entirely  surprising  j 
circumstances  to  which  the  Eighteenth  Century  had  brought  us, 
in  the  time  of  Adam  Smith,  Laissez-faire  was  a  reasonable  cry ; —  ; 
as  indeed,  in  all  circumstances,  for  a  wise  goYornor  there  will  be  j 
meaning  in  the  principle  of  it.     To  wise  governors  you  will  cry  :  . 
"See  what  you  will,  and  will  not,  let  alone."     To  unwise  govern-  • 
ors,  to  hungry  Greeks  throttling  down  hungry  Greeks  on  the 
floor  of  a  St.  Stephens,  you  will  cry  :  '<  Let  all  things  alone  ;  for 
Heaven's  sake,  meddle  ye  with  nothing !"     How  Lamez-faire 
may  adjust  itself  in  other  provinces  we  say  not :  but  we  do  ven- 
ture to  say,  and  ask  whether  events  everywhere,  in  world-history 
and  parish-history,  in  all  manner  of  dialects  are  not  saying  it, 
That  in  regard  to  the  lower  orders  of  society,  and  their  govern- 
ance and  guidance,  the  principle  of  Laissez-faire  has  terminated, 
and  is  no  longer  applicable  at  all,  in  this  Europe  of  ours,  still 
less  in  this  England  of  ours.     Not  misgovcrnmcut.  nor  yet  no- 
government  :  only  government   will   now  serve.     What  is  the 
meaning  of  the  '  five  points,'  if  we  will  understand  them  ?     What 
are  all  popular  commotions  and  maddest  bellowings.  from  Peter- 
loo  to  the  Place-de-Greve  itself?     Bellowings.  //larticulate  cries  \ 
as  of  a  dumb  creature  in  rage  and  pain  ;  to  the  ear  of  wisdom 
they  are  inarticulate  prayers-  *•  Guide  me,  govern  me!  I  am 
mad,  and  mii»crable.  and  cannot  guide  myself !'     Surely  of  all/ 
'rights  of  man.'  this  right  of  the  ignorant  man  to  be  guided  by  j 
tJie  wiser,  to  be.  gently  or  forcibly,  held  in  tlie  true  ermrse  by 
him.  is  the  indisputablcst.     Nature^ herself  ordains  it  from  t lie 
first :  Society  struggle.-s  towards  pcrfeetion  by  enforeing  and  ac- 
complishing it  more  and  more.     If  Freedom  liave  any  meaning, 
it  means  enjoyment  of  this  right,  when  in  all  otlier  ri-ihts  are  en- 
joyed.    It  is  a  saercd  right  and  duty,  on  botii  hides :  and  the 
summary  of  all  social  duties  whatsoever  between  the  two.     Why 
does  the  one  toil  with  his  hands,  if  the  otlier  be  not  to  toil,  still 
more  unweariedlv.  with  heart  and  head  ?     The  brawny  crafts- 
man  finds  it  no  child's  play  to  mould  his  unpliant  ru^'ired  mass- 
es :  neither  is  guidance  of  men  a  dilettantism  :  what  it  becomes 
when  treated  as  a  dilettantism,  we  may  see !     The  wild  horse 
bounds  homeless   through   the  wilderness,  is  not  led   to  stall 
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ire  are  well  aware,  what  is  cslled  'self-goTernmenl^ 
de  by  tbe  multitude,  is  in  words  tbe  thing  every- 
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iu  these  latter  times,  and  ever  more  rapid,  in  a 
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where.  And  yet  all  mei 
that  in  democracy  can  ) 
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cracy  may  subsist ;  not  el 

ition  towards  something  other  oiid  farther.  Democracy  never 
yet,  that  we  heard  of,  was  able  to  aecninplish  much  work,  beyond 
that  same  cancelling  of  itself  Rome  and  Athens  arc  themes 
for  tbe  schools ;  unexceptionable  for  that  purpose.  In  Bouic 
and  Athens,  as  elsewhere,  if  we  looh  practically,  we  shall  find 
that  it  was  not  by  loud  voting  and  debating  of  many,  but  by 
wise  insight  and  ordering  of  a  few  that  the  work  was  done.  Po 
is  it  ever,  so  will  it  ever  be.  The  French  Convention  was  a  Tur- 
liament  elected  '  hy  the  five  points,'  with  ballot -bose?,  universal 
suffrages,  and  what  not,  as  perfectly  as  Parliament  can  hope  to 
be  in  this  world  ;  and  had  indeed  a  pretty  spell  of  work  to  do, 
and  did  it.  The  French  Convention  had  to  cease  from  being  a 
free  Parliament,  and  become  more  arbitrary  than  any  Sultan  Ba- 
jazet,  before  it  could  so  much  as  subsist.  It  had  to  purge  out 
its  argumentative  Girondins,  elect  its  Supreme  Couiniittee  of 
Salal,  guiilotine  into  silence  and  extinction  all  that  gain?ajed  it, 
and  rule  and  work  literally  by  the  sternest  despotism  ever  seen 
in  Europe,  before  it  could  rule  at  all.  Napoleon  was  not  presi- 
dent of  a  republic  ;  Cromwell  tried  hard  to  rule  in  that  way,  but 
found  that  be  could  not.     These, '  the  armed  soldiers  of  demo- 
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oraoy/  had  to  chain  democraoj  under  their  feet,  and  beoome  defr*  * 
pots  over  it,  before  they  could  work  out  the  earnest  obscure  pur* 
pose  of  democracy  itself  1     Democracy,  take  it  where  you  will  in  1 
our  Europe,  is  found  but  as  a  regulated  method  of  rebellion  and  { 
abrogation ;    it  abrogates  the  old  arrangement  of  things ;  and  ! 
leaves,  as  we  say,  zero  and  vacuity  for  the  institution  of  a  new  , 
arrangement.     It  is  the  consummation  of  No-government  and*"' 
Laissez-faire.     It  may  be  natural  for  our  Europe  at  present ;  but 
cannot  be  the  ultimatum  of  it.     Not  towards  the  impossibility, 
^  self-government'  of  a  multitude  by  a  multitude ;   but  towards 
some  possibility,  government  by  the  wisest,  does  bewildered  Eu- . 
rope  struggle.     The  blessedest  possibility :  not  misgovernment, 
not  Laissez-faire^  but  veritable  government!      Cannot  one  dis- 
cern too,  across  all  democratic  turbulence,  clattering  of  ballot- 
boxes  and  infinite  sorrowful  jangle,  needful  or  not,  that  this  at 
bottom  is  the  wish  and  prayer  of  all  human  hearts,  everywhere 
and  at  all  times  :  ^^  Give  me  a  leader ;  a  true  leader,  not  a  false 
sham-leader ;  a  true  leader,  that  he  niny  guide  me  on  the  true 
way,  that  I  may  be  loyal  to  him,  that  I  may  swear  fealty  to  him 
and  follow  him.  and  feel  that  it  is  well  with  me !"     The  relation 
of  the  taught  to  their  teacher,  of  the  loyal  subject  to  his  guid- 
ing king,  is.  under  one  shape  or  another,  the  vital  element  of  hu- 
man Society  ;  indispensable  to  it.  perennial  in  it;  without  which, 
as  a  body  reft  of  its  soul,  it  falls  down  into  death,  and  with 
horrid  noisome  dissolution  passes  away  and  disappears. 

But  verily  in  these  times,  with  their  new  stern  Evangel,  that 
Speciosities  which  arc  not  Realities  can  no  longer  be.  all  Aristo- 
cracies. Priesthoods,  Persons  in  Authority,  are  called  upon  to 
consider.  What  is  an  Aristwraoy  I  A  corporation  of  the  Best, 
of  the  Bravest.  To  this  joyfully,  with  heart-loyalty,  do  men  pay 
the  half  of  their  substance,  to  e([uip  and  decorate  their  Best,  to 
lodge  them  in  palaces,  to  set  them  high  over  all.  For  it  is  of  the 
nature  of  men.  in  every  time,  to  honour  and  love  their  Best  ;  to 
know  no  limits  in  honouring  tliem.  Whatsoever  Aristocracy 
IS  still  a  corporation  of  the  Best,  is  safe  from  all  peril,  and  the 
land  it  rules  is  a  safe  and  blessed  land.  Whatsoever  Aristocracy 
does  not  even  attempt  to  be  that,  but  only  to  wear  the  clothes  of 
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But  if  no,  thcu  le»  ..  strive  earnestly  to  alter,  for  a. 
them  is  nothing  well !  Nothing,  we  say  :  and  indeed  is  not  ibis 
that  we  call  spiritual  guidaneo  properly  the  soul  of  the  whole, 
the  life  and  eyesight  of  the  whole .'  The  world  aaks  of  its 
Church  in  these  times,  more  passionately  than  of  any  other  Insti- 
tution any  question,  "  Canst  thou  teach  us  or  not  I" — A  Priest- 
hood in  France,  when  the  world  asked,  -'  ^Vhat  oanst  thou  do  for 
us  ?"  answered  only,  aloud  and  ever  louder,  ■■  Are  we  not  of  (Jod  ,' 
Invested  with  nil  power  ?"— till  at  length  France  tut  short  this 
controversy  too.  in  what  frightful  way  we  know.  To  all  men  who 
believed  in  the  Church,  to  all  men  who  believed  in  God  and  the 
Boul  of  man,  there  was  no  issue  of  the  French  Re»-olution  half  to 
sorrowful  as  that,  France  east  out  its  benighted  blind  Priesthood 
into  destruction  ;  yet  with  what  tiluss  to  France  also!  A  solution 
fof  continuity,  wliat  we  may  well  call  such  ;  and  this  where  eonti- 
/  nuMity  is  so  momentous :  the  New,  whatever  it  may  be,  cannot  now 
ermr  out  of  tlie  Old,  but  is  severed  sheer  asunder  from  the  Old. 
— how  mueli  lies  wasted  in  that  gap !  That  one  whole  goncralioL 
of  tliinkers  should  be  without  a  religion  to  believe,  or  even  to  con- 
tradict;  that  Christianity,  in  thinking  France,  should  as  it  w«ro 
fade  away  so  long  into  a  remote  extraneous  tradition,  was  one  of  the 
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saddest  facts  connected  with  the  future  of  that  country.  Look 
at  such  Political  and  Moral  Philosophies,  St-Simonisms,  Bobert- 
Macairisms,  and  the  '  Literature  of  Desperation'  1  Kingship  waa 
perhaps  but  a  cheap  waste,  compared  with  this  of  the  Priestahip ; 
under  which  France  still,  all  but  unconsciously,  labours ;  and 
luay  long  labour,  remediless  the  while.  Let  others  consider  it, 
aud  take  warning  by  it !  France  is  a  pregnant  example  in  all 
ways.  Aristocracies  that  do  not  govern.  Priesthoods  that  do  not] 
teach  ;  the  misery  of  that,  and  the  misery  of  altering  that, — ay^t 
written  in  Belshazzar  fire-letters  on  the  history  of  France. 

Or  does  the  British  reader,  safe  in  the  assurance  that  ^  England 
IS  not  France,'  call  all  this  unpleasant  doctrine  of  ours  ideolc^, 
perfectability,  and  a  vacant  dream  ?  Does  the  British  reader,  rest- 
ing on  the  faith  that  what  has  been  these  two  generations  was  from  . 
the  beginning,  and  will  be  to  the  cud,  assert  to  himself  that  things 
are  already  as  they  can  be,  as  they  must  be ;  that  on  the  whole, 
no  Upper  Classes  did  ever  *  govern'  the  Lower,  in  this  sense  of 
govcruiug?  Believe  it  not,  O  British  reader!  Man  is  man 
everywhere ;  dislikes  to  have  '  sensible  species'  and  *  ghosts  of 
defunct  bodies'  foisted  on  him,  in  England  even  as  in  France, 
llow  much  the  Upper  Classes  did  actually,  in  any  the  most  per- 
fect Feudal  time,  return  to  the  Under  by  way  of  recompense,  in 
jr<»vernmeut,  guidance,  protection,  we  will  not  undertake  to  specif]^  ..,  .< 
here.  In  Charity-Balls,  Soup-Kitchens,  in  Quarter-Sessions, 
Prison-Discipline  and  Treadmills,  wo  can  well  believe  the  old 
Fciulal  Aristocracy  not  to  have  surpassed  the  new.  Yet  wo  do 
siy  that  the  old  Aristocracy  were  the  governors  of  the  Lower 
Clar^ses,  the  guides  of  the  Lower  Classes :  and  even,  at  bottom, 
that  they  existed  as  an  Aristocracy  because  they  were  fouud  ade- 
quate for  that.  Not  by  Charity-Balls  and  Soup-Kitchens ;  ut)t 
so :  far  otherwi'-e '  But  it  was  their  happiness  that,  in  strugtrling 
fj»r  their  own  objects,  they  /iw/  to  govern  the  Lower  Clas.scs,  even 
in  this  sense  of  governing.  For.  in  one  word.  Cash  Paifmcnt  had  ■ 
not  then  gro\Yn  to  be  the  universal  sole  nexus  of  man  to  man;  it 
was  something  other  than  money  that  the  high  then  expected 
from  the  low.  and  could  not  live  without  getting  from  the  low. 
Not  as  buyer  and  seller  alone,  of  laud  or  what  else  it  might  be, 
but  in  many  souses  still  as  soldier  and  captain,  as  clansman  and 
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Anoth  g,  which  the  British  reader  often  reads  and  hears 

in  this  tin>-  ■  irotth  his  meditating  for  a  moment:  That  Society 
'  exists  foi  ■-"•—lion  of  i*""—-*-  '     To  which  it  is  added,  that 

the  poor  m  i  pr"'  y,  his  '  labour,'  and  the  Bf- 

teen-penoo  and  s  ho  can  get  for  that.     True 

enough,  0  frit       ,  '  for  p  perly  ;'  most  true :  and  in- 

deed if  you  will  once  Fufiit  -ce  that  Eighth  Command- 

ment, the  whole  ■  riglita  "*  well  cared  for ;    I  know  no 

better  definition  of  the  i  7%ou  thall  not  steal,  than 

thait  nst  be  itoUmfrom :  \  were  that ;  Plato'B  Repub- 

lic, More's  Utopia  mere  et  !     Give  every  man  what  is 

his,  the  accurate  price  ot  t  t  be  has  done  and  bean,  no  nian 
shall  any  more  complain,  neither  shall  the  earth  suffer  any  more. 
Por  the  protection  of  property,  in  very  truth,  and  for  that  alone? 
— And  now  what  is  tliy  property?  That  parchment  title-deed, 
that  purse  thou  buttonest  in  thy  brcei;ho5-pocket  ?  Is  that  thy 
valuable  property?  Unhappy  brother,  most  poor  insolvent  bro- 
ther, I  without  parchment  at  all,  with  purse  oftoncst  in  the  flaccid 
state,  impondorous,  which  will  not  fling  against  the  wind,  have 
quite  other  property  than  that!  I  have  the  miraculous  breath  of 
Life  in  me,  breathed  into  my  iioslrils  by  Almighty  God,  I  have 
affections,  thoughts,  a  god-given  rapiifti/iVj/ to  he  and  do  ;  rigliw, 
therefore,— the  right  for  instance  to  thy  love  if  I  love  thcc,  to 
thy  guidinice  if  I  obey  thee:  the  strangest  rights,  ivhereof  in 
churph-pu!|)it3  0ue  still  hears  something,  though  almost  unintelligi- 
ble now,  rights,  stretching  high  into  Iiiiiiicnsily.  far  into  Eteriiilv! 
Fifteen-pence  a-day  ;  threc-aud-six  pence  aday  ;  eight  hundred 
pounds  and  odd  a-day,  dost  thou  call  that  my  property?  I  value 
that  but  little  ;  little  all  I  could  purchase  with  that  For  truly. 
SB  is  said,  what  matters  it  I  In  torn  boots,  in  soft -hung  earriages- 
and-four,  a  man  gets  always  to  hia  journey's  cud,  Socrates 
walked  barefoot,  or  in  wooden  shoes,  and  yet  arrived  happily. 
They  never  asked  him,  iria/ shoes  or  conveyance?  never,  What 
wages  hadst  thou?    but  simply,  What  work  didst  thou?— Pro- 
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perty,  0  brother?  '  Of  my  very  body  I  have  but  a  life-rent' 
As  for  this  flaccid  purse  of  mine,  'tis  something,  nothing ;  has 
been  the  slave  of  pickpockets,  cutthroats,  Jew-brokers,  gold-dust 
robbers ;  'twas  his,  'tis  mine ; — 'tis  thine,  if  thou  care  much  to 
steal  it.  But  my  soul,  breathed  into  mo  by  God,  my  Me  and 
what  capability  is  there  ;  that  is  mine,  and  I  will  resist  the  steal- 
ing of  it.  I  call  that  mine  and  not  thine  ;  I  will  keep  that,  and 
do  what  work  I  can  with  it:  God  has  given  it  me,  the  Devil 
shall  not  take  it  away ! — Alas,  my  friends,  Society  exists  and  has 
existed  for  a  great  many  purposes,  not  so  easy  to  specify ! 

Society,  it  is  understood,  does  not  in  any  age,  prevent  a  man  \ 
from  being  what  he  can  be.  A  sooty  African  ca7i  become  a  Tons-  ' 
saint  L'ouverturc,  a  murderous  Three-fingered  Jack,  let  the  yel- 
low West  Indies  say  to  it  what  they  will.  A  Scottish  Poet, 
*  proud  of  his  name  and  country.'  ran  apply  fervently  to  *  Gentle- 
men of  the  Caledonian  llunt,^  and  become  a  gauger  of  beer-barrels, 
and  tragical  immortal  brokon-hoartcd  Singer ;  the  stifled  echo  of 
his  melody  audible  through  long  centuries,  one  other  note  in  •  that 
sacred  Misemn'  that  rist'S  up  to  Heaven,  out  of  all  times  and 
lands.  What  I  can  be  thou  decidedly  wilt  not  hinder  me  from 
being.  Nay  even  for  being  what  I  could  /x*,  I  have  the  strangest 
claims  on  thee, — not  convenient  to  adjust  at  present !  Protection 
of  breeches-pocket  property  ?  0  reader,  to  what  shifts  is  jK)or 
Society  reduced,  struggling  to  give  still  some  account  of  herself^ 
in  epochs  when  Cash  Paynicnt  has  })oeome  the  sole  nexus  of  man 
to  men  !  On  the  whole,  we  will  advise  Societv  not  to  talk  at  all 
about  what  she  exists  for :  but  rather  with  lior  whole  industry  to 
exi>t,  to  try  how  she  can  keep  existing!  Thai  is  her  best  plan.  ^ 
Slio  may  depend  u])on  it,  if  she  ever,  hv  cniL'l  c-hanco.  did  come 
to  oxi.st  only  for  proloetion  of  hreeehcs-poikft  property,  she  would 
loose  very  soon  the  gift  of  protecting  even  that,  and  find  her 
career  in  our  lower  world  on  the  point  of  terminating! — . 

For  the  rest,  that  in  the  most  perfect  Feu<lal  Ages,  the  Ideal 
of  Aristocracy  nowhere  lived  in  vacant  serene  purity  as  an 
Ideal,  but  always  as  a  poor  imperfect  Actual,  little  heeding  or 
not  knowing  at  all  that  an  Ideal  lay  in  it, — this  too  we  will 
cheerfully  admit.     Imperfection,  it  is  known,  cleaves  to  human 


things ;  tbo  Ideal  departed  from,  ia  most   tioica  ;    verj 

far  !  Ai  bo  long  aa  au  Ideal  (anjr  soul  of  Truth}  does, 
in  never  *ased  a  manner,  exist  and  work  wiiliiu  tbe  Aetna], 
it  is  a  to  busiuesB.  Not  so,  when  the  Ideal  has  entirely 
depurtec  Ke  Actual  owns  to  itself  that  it  baa  no  Idea,  no 
aoul  of  '  ny  longer  :  at  tbat  degree  of  imporfeotion  human 
things  01.  lontinue  livinif :  thftv  are  obliged  to  alter  or  ex- 
pire, wile  to  t.  bes  and  diseaaea  exist  on 
the  skiu  :  thi  nuing  whole  ;  but  it  is  an- 
other ma         , omes  dbeased ;  when  there 

e  pretending  to  exiat  there 


-It 


I  m — « 

On  tbs  whole,  O  !>      e 

which  have  had  au  ei. — 

I  have  B.  truth  and  worth 

',  realities.  Nothing  but  a  - 
"Board  to  it  for  long.  Lo 
maisui,  even  Dalai- Lam a,iBiii,  ,,..>, 
worth  its  victuals  in  this  world  ;  r 
not  a  nothing  but  a  something '. 
believe  that  fraud,  force,  injuati 
howsoever  cloaked  and  decorated, 
principle  of  niau'a  rclatioua  to  m; 
It  is  the  error  of  the  iuUdcI ;  in  v 
It  is  an  error  pregnant  with  mere 


ad  everywhere  that  things 

;n  have  first  of  all  had  to 

were  not  semblances  but 

et  got  men  to  pay  bed  and 

et«sism  itself  I     Dalai-La- 

.cjoices  to  discover,  may  be 

jt  a  ([uaekery  but  a  sinccrily  ; 

The    mistake    of  those  who 

c,  whatsoever    untrue    thing, 

n,  is  great,  and  the  greatest, 
iom  tbe  truth  as  yet  is  not. 
rrors  and  miseries ;  an  error 


&tal,  lamentable,  to  bo  abandoned  by  all  men. 


ft   .• 
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CHAPTER   VII. 

NOT   LAISSEZ-FAIRB. 

How  an  Aristocraoy,  in  these  present  times  and  ciroumstan- 
ces,  could,  if  never  so  well  disposed,  set  about  goveming  the 
Upper  Class  ?  What  they  should  do ;  endeavour  or  attempt 
to  do  ?  That  is  even  the  question  of  questions  : — the  question 
which  they  have  to  solve ;  which  it  is  our  utmost  function  at ' 
present  to  tell  them,  lies  there  for  solving,  and  must  and  will 
be  solved. 

Insoluble  we  cannot  fancy  it.  One  select  class  Society  has 
furnished  with  wealth,  intelligence,  leisure,  means  outward  and 
inward  for  governing ;  another  huge  class,  furnished  by  Society 
with  none  of  these  things,  declares  that  it  must  be  governed : 
Negative  stands  fronting  Positive  ;  if  Negative  and  Positive  canr 
not  unite, — it  will  be  worse  for  both  !  Let  the  faculty  and  ear- 
nest constant  effort  of  England  combine  round  this  matter ;  let 
it  once  be  recognized  as  a  vital  matter.  Innumerable  things  our 
Upper  Classes  and  Lawgivers  might  ^  do ;'  but  the  preliminary 
of  all  things,  we  must  repeat,  is  to  know  that  a  thing  must  needs 
be  done.  We  lead  them  here  to  the  shore  of  a  boundless  conti- 
nent ;  ask  them,  Whether  they  do  not  with  their  own  eyes  see  it, 
see  strange  symptoms  of  it,  lying  huge,  dark,  unexplored,  inevita- 
ble ;  full  of  hope,  but  also  full  of  diflSculty,  savagery,  almost  of 
despair  ?  Let  them  enter  ;  they  must  enter  ;  Time  and  Neces- 
sity have  brought  them  hither;  where  they  are  is  no  continuing! 
Let  them  enter ;  the  first  step  once  taken,  the  next  will  hive  be 
come  clearer,  all  future  steps  will  become  possible.  It  is  a  great 
problem  for  all  of  us ;  but  for  themselves,  we  may  say,  more  than 
for  any.  On  them  chiefly,  as  the  expected  solvers  of  it,  will  the 
failure  of  a  solution  first  ficdL  One  way  or  other  there  must  and 
will  be  a  solution. 


CHiRTISM 


r      Trn  latters  lie  far,  very  far  lodeed^  from  the  'usual 

I    habila  mEiutj' .  in  Ute  times ;  froiu  the  roatine  couree  6F 

any  Le^  or  AdmiDistrative  body  of  meu  that  esista  among 

ns.     Too  And  that  is  even  the  thing  we  complain  of:  had 

the  miecL  Bn  looked  into  as  it  gradually  rose,  it  would  cot 

have  attaiBeci  i.hie  magnitude.  That  self-caDcelling  Donothing- 
ism  and  Laissez-faire  should  have  got  so  ingrained  into  our  Prac- 
tice, JH  the  source  of  all  tl  b.  It  is  too  trae  that  Par- 
liament, for  the  matter  of  -ury  now,  has  been  able  10 
I  undertake  the  adjustment  e  thing  alone,  of  itself  and 
■  its  own  interests  ;  leaving  ita  to  rub  along  very  much 
aa  they  could  and  would.  s  was  the  practice  of  the 
whole  Eighteenth  Century  :  {gles  still  to  prolong  itself 
into  the  Nineteenth, — whif  is  no  longer  the  lime  for 
it !  Those  Eighteonth-cen  mcnts,  one  may  hope,  will 
become  a  curious  object  one  u  .  not  these  same  '  MemoiTa' 
of  Horace  Walpole,  to  an  Uujm  mentary  eye,  already  a  cu- 
rious objeet  ?  One  of  the  clearest  ,.p;hted  men  of  Ihc  Eighteenth 
Century  writes  down  his  Parliamentary  observation  of  it  there  ; 
a  dclermined  despiser  and  merciless  dissector  of  cant  ;  a  liberal 
withal,  one  who  will  go  all  lengths  for  the  'glorious  revolution,' 
and  resist  Tory  principles  to  the  death  :  he  writes,  with  an  indig- 
nant elegiac  feeling,  how  Mr.  This,  who  had  voted  so  aud  then 
voted  BO,  and  was  the  son  of  this  and  the  brother  of  that,  and 
had  such  claims  to  the  fat  appointment,  was  nevertheless  scandal- 
ously postponed  to  Mr.  That ; — whereupon  are  not  the  affairs  of 
this  nation  in  a  bad  way!  IIow  hungry  Greek  meets  hungry 
Greek  on  the  floor  of  St.  Stephcos.  and  wrestles  him  and  throttles 
him  till  he  has  to  cry.  Hold !  the  office  is  thine ! — of  this  does 
Horace  write. — One  must  say,  the  destinies  o£  itatiomi.uln_m)t 
always  rest  entirely  on  Parliament.  One  must  say,  it  is  a  won- 
^derftri" nflirir  that  science  of  *  government'  as  practised  in  the 
Eighteenth  Century  of  the  Christian  era.  and  still  struggling  to 
practise  itself  One  must  say,  it  was  a  lucky  century  that  could 
get  it  so  practised  :  a  century  which  had  inherited  richly  from 
its  predecessors  ;  and  also  which  did,  not  unuaturallv.  bequeath 
to  its  successors  a  French  Revolution,  general  overturn,  and 
reign  of  terror  ; — intimating,  in  most  audible  thunder,  couflagra- 
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lion,  gniUotinement,  cannonading  and  universal  war  and  earth- 
quake, that  such  century  with  its  practices  had  ended. 

Ended ; — ^for  decidedly  that  course  of  procedure  will  no  longer 
serve.  Parliament  will  absolutely,  with  whatever  effort,  have  to 
lift  itself  out  of  those  deep  ruts  of  donothing  routine :  and  learn  to 
say,  on  all  sides,  something  more  edifying  than  Laissez-faire.  If 
Parliament  cannot  learn  it,  what  is  to  become  of  Parliament  ? 
The  toiling  millions  of  England  ask  of  their  English  Parliament 
foremost  of  all.  Canst  thou  govern  us  or  not  ?  Parliament  with 
its  privileges  is  strong ;  but  Necessity  and  the  Laws  of  Nature 
are  stronger  than  it.  If  Parliament  cannot  do  this  thing.  Parlia- 
ment we  prophesy  will  do  some  other  thing  and  things  which,  in 
the  strangest  and  not  the  happiest  way.  will  forward  its  being 
done, — not  much  to  the  advantage  of  Parliament  probably !  Bone, 
one  way  or  other,  the  thing  must  be.  In  these  complicated  times, 
with  Cash  Payment  as  the  sole  nexus  between  man  and  man,  the 
Toiling  Classes  of  mankind  declare,  in  their  confused  but  most 
emphatic  way,  to  the  Untoiling,  that  they  will  be  governed ;  that 
they  must — under  penalty  of  Chartisms,  Thuggeries,  Rick-burn- 
ings, and  oven  blacker  things  than  tho.^^e.  Vain  also  is  it  to  think 
that  the  misery  of  one  class,  of  the  great  universal  under  class,  can 
be  isolated,  und  kept  apart  and  peculiar,  down  in  that  class.  By 
infallible  contagion,  evident  enough  to  reflection,  evident  even  to 
Political  Economy  that  will  reflect,  the  misery  of  the  lowest 
spreads  upwards  and  upwards  till  it  reaches  the  ver}-  highest ;  till 
all  has  grown  miserable,  palpably  false  and  wrong ;  and  poor 
drudges  hungering  •  on  meal-husks  and  boiled  grass'  do.  l>y  cir- 
cuitous but  sure  mctliods.  bring  kings'  heads  to  the  block ! 

Ca.sli  Payment  tlie  .sole  nexus ;  and  there  are  so  many  things 
which  cash  will  not  pay !  Ca.^^h  i.s  a  great  miracle  :  yet  it  has  not 
all  power  in  Heavon,  nur  even  on  Earth.  •  Supply  and  demand' 
we  will  hniioiir  also:  and  yet  how  many  •  demand.s' are  there, 
entirely  indispensable.  whi<rh  have  to  go  elsewhere  than  to  the 
shoi)s.  and  prodiuv*  <[iiite  other  than  cash,  before  they  can  get 
their  supply !  On  th«!  whole,  what  a-^tnnishing  payments  dors 
cash  make  in  this  world !  Of  your  Samuel  Johnson  furnished 
with  •  fourpence  halfpenny  a-day,"  and  solid  lodging  at  nights  on 
the  paved  streets,  as  his  payment,  we  do  not  speak : — not  in  the 
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Wftj  of  c  t:  it  is  a  world-old  bnainoeB  for  the  like  of  him, 

that  saaicp  [omeot  or  &  worse  ;  perliaps  the  maa,  for  hia  owd 

uses,  had  l.         vcd  of  that  and  of  do  better.    Na;  is  not  Society, 
bus;  with  .Uburd  Copyright  Bill  »ud  the  like,  sttuggUug  to 

do  somelh  fiotvkal  for  that  man  ; — coacting  with  all  industry 

that  bia  d        uivatlon  be  accounted  hifi  own  mauufocture,  and 
contiDue  u  s.  ot  -—  iwn  ; — '■"'  ""and,  for  so  loDg  as  sixty 

years  1    F'  Society  it  for  discrepancies  on  that 

side  too  mi         u^mc  esces-.  en  are  not  patient  docits 

Johnsoiia ;  suoie  of  them  i  inflammable  Rousscaus. 

Such,  ill  peculiar  times,  yc^  i  too  far.     In  France,  for 

iflb  ;  Society  contrived  to 
I  three  huudred  thousand 
rough  the  streets  of  Paris 
luragement,  arraagemeut, 
t  had  nothing  to  give  thia 
ine;  whose  brain  in  oonaq- 


Buoie  of  them  i 
eculiar  times,  yc^ 
esainplo,  Society  was  not  de 
pay  Philippe  d'Orleans  not 
a-year  and  odd,  for  driving  o 
and  other  work  done  :  but  i^  . 
recompense  or  recognition  of  an 
Banie  Italf-mad  Rousseau  for  his 
quence,  loo '  much  enforced'  for  a  wean  orain,  uttered  hasty  sparka, 
Coiilral  SociiU  and  the  like,  which  proved  not  so  ^uonchable 
again  I  In  regard  to  tliat  species  of  men  too,  who  knows  whether 
La.if:si:z-faire.  itself  (which  is  Sergeant  Talfourd's  Copyright  Bill 
continued  to  eternity  instead  of  sixty  years)  will  not  turn  out  in- 
sufficient, and  have  to  cease,  one  day  ] — 

Alas,  in  regard  to  so  very  many  things,  Lahscz-faire  ought 
partly  to  endeavour  to  cease  !  But  in  regard  to  poor  Sanspotatoe 
peasants,  Trados-Unipn  craftsmen,  Chartist  (.■ottuii-spliiucrs.  the 
time  has  come  when  it  must  cither  cease  or  a  worse  thing  straight- 
way begin,^ — a  thing  of  tinder-boics,  vitriol-bottles,  second-hand 
pistols,  a  visibly  inuupportable  thiLg  in  the  eyes  of  all. 
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CHAPTER   VIII. 

NEW   ERAS. 

For  in  very  truth  it  is  a  <  new  Era )'  a  new  Practice  has  be- 
come indispensable  in  it.  One  has  heaid  so  often  of  new  eras, 
new  and  newest  eras,  that  the  word  has  grown  rather  empty  of 
late.  Yet  new  eras  do  come ;  there  is  no  fact  surer  than  that 
the  J  have  come  more  than  once.  And  always  with  a  change  of 
era,  with  a  change  of  intrinsic  conditions,  there  had  to  be  a 
change  of  practice  and  outward  relations  brought  about, — if  not 
peaceably,  then  by  violence ;  for  brought  about  it  had  to  be,  there 
could  no  rest  come  till  then.  How  mauy  eras  and  epochs,  not 
Dot«d  at  the  moment ; — which  indeed  is  the  blessedest  condition 
of  epochs,  that  they  come  quietly,  making  no  proclamation  of 
thenmelves,  and  are  only  visible  long  after :  a  Cromwell  Rebel- 
lion, a  French  Revolution, '  striking  on  the  llorologc  of  Time,'  to 
toll  all  mortals  what  o'clock  it  has  become,  are  too  expensive,  if 
one  could  help  it ! — 

In  a  strange  rhapsodic  *  History  of  the  Teuton  Kindred  ( Gcs- 
chichte  der  Teutsrhcii  Sippsrhaf}),^  not  yet  translated  into  our  lan- 
guage, we  have  found  a  Chapter  on  the  Eras  of  England,  which, 
were  there  room  for  it,  would  be  instructive  in  this  place.  We 
shall  crave  leave  to  excerpt  some  pages ;  partly  as  a  relief  from 
tlie  too  near  vexations  of  our  own  rather  sorrowful  Era ;  partly 
as  calculated  to  throw,  more  or  less  obliquely,  some  degree  of 
light  on  the  meanings  of  that.  The  Author  is  anonymous  :  but 
we  have  heard  him  called  the  Ilerr  Professor  Sauerteig,  and  in- 
deed think  we  know  him  under  that  name : 

/ '  Who  shoU  say  what  work  and  works  this   England  has  yet 

*  to  do  f     For  what  purpose  this  land  of  Britain  was  created,  set 

like  a  jewel  in  the  encircling  blue  of  Ocean  ;  and  this  Tribe  of 
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Saxons,  fiuhioned  in  the  depths  of  Timep'  on  the  shores  of  the 
Black  Sea"  or  elsewhere,  ''  out  of  Hangebirge  rock"  or  what- 
erer  other  material,  was  sent  travelling  hitherward?/'^No  man 
can  say :  it  was  for  a  work,  and  for  works,  incapable  of  announce- 
ment in  words.  Thou  seest  them  there,  these  works  ;  part  of 
them  stand  done,  and  visible  to  the  eye ;  even  these  thou  canst 
not  name :  how  much  less  the  others  still  matter  of  prophecy 
only/K— They  live  and  labour  there,  these  twenty  million  Saxon 
men  ;  they  have  been  born  into  this  mystery  of  life  out  of  the 
darkness  of  Past  Time : — how  changed  now  since  the  first  Fa- 
ther and  first  Mother  of  them  set  forth,  quitting  the  Tribe  of 
TTievth,  with  passionate  farewell,  under  questionable  auspices ;  on 
scanty  bullock-cart,  if  they  had  even  bullocks  and  a  cart ;  with 
axe  and  hunting-spear,  to  subdue  a  portion  of  our  common  Planet ! 
This  Nation  now  has  cities  and  seedfields.  has  spring-vans,  dray- 
waggons.  Long-acre  carriages,  uay  railway  trains :  has  coined- 
moncy.  exchange-bills,  laws,  lx)oks.  war-fleets,  spinning  jennies, 
warehouses  and  West-India  Docks :  sec  what  it  has  built  and 
done,  what  it  can  and  will  yet  build  and  do !  These  umbrageous 
ploaj>ure-woods,  greon  meadows,  .<haven  stubble-fields,  smooth- 
sweeping  roads :  these  high-domed  cities,  and  what  they  hold  and 
bear :  this  mild  Good-morrow  which  the  stranffcr  bids  thee, 
equitable,  nay  forbearant  if  need  were,  judicially  calm  and  law- 
observing  towards  thee  a  stranger,  what  work  has  it  not  cost  ? 
How  many  brawny  arms,  generation  after  generation,  sank  down 
wearied :  how  many  noble  hearts,  toiling  while  life  lasted,  and 
wise  heads  that  wore  themselves  dim  with  scanning  and  discern- 
'  ing,  before  this  waste  Whitcdiff.  Albion  so-called,  with  its  other 

*  Cassiteride«»  Tin  Is/a/iU.  hcciune  a  British  Empire  I  The  stream 
*of  World-History  has  altered  its  complexion  :  Romans  are  dead 

*  out,  English  are  come  in.  The  red  broad  mark  of  Homanhood, 
'  stamped  iueffaceably  on  that  Chart  of  Time,  has  disappeared 
'  from  the  present,  and  belongs  only  to  the  past.     England  plays 

*  its  part :  England  too  has  a  mark  to  leave,  and  we  will  hope 
»  none  of  the  least  siirTiifieant.     Of  a  truth,  whosoever  had,  with 

*  the  bodilv  eve.  seen  IIen«rst  and  Horsa  moorinj:  on  the  mud- 

*  beach  of  Thanet,  on  that  spring  morning  of  the  Year  4 19 :  and 
'then,  with  the  spiritoal  eye,  looked  forward  to  New  York,  Cal- 
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cutta,  Sidney  Gove,  across  the  ages  and  the  oceans ;  and  thought 
what  Wellingtons,  Washingtons,  Shakspears,  Miltons,  Watts, 
Arkwrights,  William  Pitts  and  Davie  Crocketts  had  to  issue  from 
that  business,  and  do  their  several  taskwords  so, — he  would  have 
said,  those  leather-boats  of  Hengst's  had  a  kind  of  cargo  in  them ! 
A  genealogic  Mythus  superior  to  any  in  the  old  Greek,  to  almost 
any  in  the  old  Hebrew  itself;  and  not  a  Mythus  either,  but  every 
fibre  of  it  fact  An  Epic  Poem  was  there,  and  all  manner  of 
poems ;  except  that  the  Poet  has  not  yet  made  his  appearance.' 
^  Six  centuries  of  obscure  endeavour,'  continues  Sauerteig, 
which  to  read  Historians,  yuu  would  incline  to  call  mere  obscure 
slaughter,  discord,  and  misendeavour  ;  of  which  all  that  the  hu* 
man  memory,  after  a  thousand  readings,  can  remember,  is  that 
it  resembled,  what  Milton  names  it,  the  ^'  flocking  and  fighting 
of  kites  and  crows :"  this,  in  brief,  is  the  history  of  the  Hep- 
tarchy or  Seven  Kingdoms.  Six  centuries  ;  a  stormy  spring- 
time, if  there  ever  was  one,  for  a  Nation.  Obscure  fighting  of 
kites  and  crows,  however,  was  not  the  History  of  it ;  but  was 
only  what  the  dim  Historians  of  it  saw  good  to  record.  Were 
not  forests  felled,  bogs  drained,  fields  made  arable,  towns  built, 
laws  made,  and  the  Thought  and  Practice  of  men  in  many  ways 
perfected  ?  Venerable  Bede  had  got  a  language  which  he  could 
now  not  only  speak,  but  spell  and  put  on  paper :  think  what 
lies  in  that.  Bcmurmured  by  the  German  sea-flood  swinging 
slow  with  sullen  roar  against  those  hoarse  Northumbrian  rocks, 
the  venerable  man  set  down  several  things  in  a  legible  manner. 
Or  was  the  smith  idle,  hammering  only  war-tools  ?  He  had 
learned  metallurgy,  stithy -work  in  general ;  and  made  plough- 
shares withal,  and  adzes  and  mason-hammers.  Castra,  Caesters 
or  Chesters,  Dons,  Tons  (Zavns,  Inclosures  or  2</if/w).  not  a  few, 
did  they  not  stand  there  ;  of  burnt  brick,  of  timber,  of  lath-and- 
clay ;  sending  up  the  peaceable  smoke  of  hearths  I  England 
had  a  History  then  too ;  though  no  Historian  to  write  it.  Those 
'*  flockings  and  fightings."  sad  inevitable  necessities,  were  the  ex- 
pensive tentative  steps  towards  some  capability  of  living  and 
working  in  concert :  experiments  they  were,  not  always  con- 
clusive, to  ascertain  who  had  the  might  over  whom,  the  right 
over  whom. 


■  M.  Thierry  huB  written  an  ingcnions  Book,  celebrating  with 
'considerable  pathos  tbe  &t«  of  the  Saxoae,  fallen  uoder  thst 
'fierce-hearted  Coa^nesior,  Acquirer  or  Conqueror,  as  he  is  Dsmed. 
'M.  Thierry  professes  to  have  a  turn  for  looking  at  that  side  of 
'things:  the  fate  of  tha  Welsh  too  raoves  him;  of  the  Celts  ge- 
'nerallj,  whom  a  fiercer  race  swept  before  them  into  the  monutain- 
'oua  nonks  of  the  West,  whi'"---  '"■ —  were  not  worth  following, 
'  Noble  deeds,  acoorditig  to  :y,  were  done  by  these  nn- 

'successful   men,   heroic   su  ndergone;    which   it   is  a 


'pious  dnty  to  rescue  fr  i^.  ilness.  True,  surely  I  A 
'  tear  at  leaat  is  dne  to  the  uui  t  is  right  and  fit  that  there 

'should  be  a  man  to  assert  thui,  lunt  ''ause  too,  and  sec  what  can 
'still  he  made  of  it.  Most  right : — ai  d  jet  on  the  whole,  taking 
'  matters  on  that  great  scale,  what  cuu  we  say  but  that  the  cause 
'which  pleased  the  gods  has  in  the  end  to  please  Cato  also? 
'Cato  cannot  alter  it;  Cato  will  find  that  he  cannot  at  bottom 
'wisli  to  alter  it  Might  and  Bight  do  differ  frightfully  from 
'hour  to  hour;  but  give  them  centuries  to  try  it  in,  they  are 
'found  to  be  identical.  Whose  land  iras  this  of  Britain  1  God^s 
'who  made  it,  Hia  and  no  other's  it  was  and  is.  Who  of  God's 
'creatures  had  right  to  live  in  it?  The  wolves  and  bisons?  Yea 
'they;  till  one  with  a  better  right  showed  himself  The  Celt, 
'"aboriginal  savage  of  Europe,"  as  a  snarling  antiquary  names 
'him,  arrived,  pretending  to  have  a  better  right ;  and  did  aeeord- 
'ingly  not  without  pain  to  the  bisons,  make  good  the  same.  He 
'had  a  better  right  to  that  piece  of  God's  land  ;  namely  a  better 
'might  to  turn  it  to  use; — a  might  to  settle  himself  there,  at 
'least,  and  try  what  use  he  could  turn  it  to.  The  bisons  disap- 
'peared;  the  Celts  took  possession,  and  tilled.  Forever,  was  it 
'to  be?  Alas,  Firrteer  is  not  a  category  that  can  establish  itself 
'in  this  world  of  Time.  A  world  of  Time,  by  the  very  defini- 
'tion  of  it,  is  a  world  of  mortality  and  mutability,  of  Beginning 
'and  Ending,  No  property  is  eternal  but  God  the  Maker's: 
'whom  Heaven  permits  to  take  possession,  his  is  the  right; 
'heaven's  sanction  u  such  pcrmissioD, — while  it  lasts:  nothing 
'more  can  he  said.  Why  does  that  hyssop  grow  there,  in  the 
'ohink  of  the  wall  1  Because  the  whole  universe,  sufficiently  oc- 
■  oupied  otherwise,  could  not  hitherto  prevent  ita  growing !    It  has 
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'  the  might  and  the  right.     By  the  same  great  law  do  Roman 

<  Empires  establish  themselves,  Christian  Religions  promulgate 
'  themselves,  and  all  extant  Powers  bear  role.     The  strong  thing 

<  is  the  just  thing :  this  thou  wilt  find  throughout  in  our  world ; — 

<  as  indeed  was  Grod  and  Truth  the  Maker  of  our  world,  or  Was 

*  Satan  and  Falsehood  ? 

^  One  proposition  widely  current  as  to  this  Norman  Conquest 
'  id  of  a  Physiologic  sort :  That  the  conquerors  and  conquered  here 
*•  were  of  different  races ;  nay  that  the  Nobility  of  England  is 

<  still,  to  this  hour,  of  a  somewhat  different  blood  from  the  com- 
^  monalty,  their  fine  Norman  features  contrasting  so  pleasantly 
'  with  the  coarse  Saxon  ones  of  the  others.     God  knows,  there  are 

<  coarse  enough  features  to  be  seen  among  the  commonalty  of  that 
'  country ;  but  if  the  Nobilit^-'s  be  finer,  it  is  not  their  Norman- 
>  hood  that  can  be  the  reason.  Does  tlie  above  Physiologist  re- 
'  fleet  who  those  same  Normans,  Northmen,  originally  were? 
^  Baltic  Saxons,  and  what  other  miscellany  of  Lurdanes,  Jutes 
'  and  Dcutseh  Pirates  from  the  East-sea  marshes  would  join  them 

*  in  plunder  of  France !     If  living  three  centuries  longer  in  Hea- 

*  then  ism,  sea-robbery,  and  the  unlucrative  fishing  of  ambergris 

*  could  ennoble  them  beyond  the  others,  then  were  they  ennobled. 
'  The  Normans  were  Saxons  who  had  learned  to  speak  French. 
^  No :  by  Thor  and  Wodan.  the  Saxons  were  all  as  noble  as  was 
'  needful ; — shaped,  says   the   Mj'thus,   *'  from   the  rock   of  tlie 

*  Uarzgebirgc ;''  brother-tribes  being  made  of  clay,  wood,  water, 
^  or  what  other  material  might  bo  going !     A  stubborn,  taciturn, 

*  sulky,  indomitable  rock-made  race  of  men ;  as  the  figure  they 

*  cut  in  all  ([uarters.  in  the  cane-brake  of  Arkansas,  in  the  Ghauts 
'  of  the  Ilimmalayha,  no  less  than  in  London  City,  in  Warwick 
^  or  Lancaster  County,  does  still  abundantly  manifest.' 


'  To  this  English  People  in  World-Histor}*,  there  have  been, 
*  shall  I  prophesy.  Two  grand  tasks  assigned }  Huge-looming 
^  through  the  dim  tumult  of  the  always  incommensurable  Present 
^  Time,  outlines  of  two  tasks  disclose  themselves :  the  grand  In- 
^  dustrial  task  of  conquering  some  half  or  more  of  this  Terraqueous 
<  Planet  for  the  use  of  man ;  then  secondly,  the  grand  Constitu- 
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'  tional  tasK        Bhariog,  Lu  Eome  paciSc  eudurable  manner,  the 

'fruit  of  saia  conquest,  and  showing  nil  people  liow  it  might  be 
'  done.  These  I  will  call  their  two  tasks,  dlscernibli;  hitherto  tn 
'World-History:  in  both  of  these  tJiey  have  made  respectablA 
'  though  unequal  progress.  Steam  engines,  plougbebarcs,  piek- 
wbat  is  meant  by  conquering  this  I'lauel,  they  partly 


'know.     Elective  franchis' 
'  how  to  accomplish  sharing 
^inow.     Europe  knows  not 
'  days,  but  receives  no  answer,  e 
-partial  Delolmish,  Benthame"  ' 
'  Bwers,  carrent  in  the  proper  t 
'  indiBpeoBable  there,  thy  disbi 
'take  it]  is  oomplete.' 


— ,  represeutative  assembly ; 
nquest,  they  do,  not  so  well 
vehemently  asks  iu  these 
b!o  answer.  For  aa  to  the 
ler  French  or  English  an- 
and  highly  beneficial  and 
them  as  final  answere.  I 


'Succession  of  rebellions?  Bncoessive  clippings  away  of  the 
'  Supreme  Authority ;  class  after  class  rising  in  revolt  to  say, 
'"We  will  no  more  be  governed  so''/  That  is  not  the  history 
'  of  the  English  Constitution  ;  not  altogether  that.  Rebellion  is 
'  the  means,  hut  it  is  not  the  motive  cause.  The  motive  cause. 
'  and  true  secret  of  the  matter,  were  always  this  ;  The  necessity 
'there  was  for  rebelling? 

'  Bights  I  will  permit  thee  to  call  everywhere  forrcdly-ajiiai- 
'  laled  mights.  A  dreadful  business  to  articulate  correctly !  Con- 
'  aider  those  Barons  of  Runnymead  ;  consider  all  manner  of  sue- 
'cessfully  revolting  men  !  Your  Great  Charter  has  to  be  experi- 
'  mented  on,  by  battle  and  debate,  for  a  hundrod-and-fifty  years  ; 
'is  then  found  to  be  correct ;  and  stands  as  true  Magna  Char. 
'  ta, — nigh  cut  in  pieces  by  a  tailor,  short  of  measures,  in  later 
'  generations.  Mights,  I  say,  are  a  dreadful  business  to  articn- 
'late  correctly!  Yet  articulated  they  have  to  be  ;  the  time  conies 
'  for  it,  the  need  comes  for  it,  and  with  enormous  difficulty  and 
'  experimenting  it  is  got  done.  Call  it  not  aucceaaion  of  rebel- 
'lions  ;  call  it  rather  succession  of  expansions,  of  enlightenments, 
'gift  of  articulate  ntterance  descending  ever  lower.  Clasa  after 
'oUbb  acquires  faculty  of  utterance, — Necessity  teaching  and 
•  compelling ;  as  the  dnmb  yoath  ueing  the  knife  at  his  Other's 
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'  throftt,  suddenly  aoqaired  speech  t  Consider  too  how  class  after 
<  class  not  only  acquires  faculty  of  articulating  what  its  might  isi 
*but  likewise  grows  in  might,  acquires  might  or  loses  might; 
'  so  that  always,  after  a  space,  there  is  not  only  new  gift  of  ar- 
Hioulating,  but  there  is  something  new  to  articulate.  GonstL 
'  tutional  epochs  will  never  cease  among  men.' 


'  And  so  now.  the  Barons  all  settled  and  satisfied,  a  new  class 

<  hitherto  silent  had  begun  to  speak  ;  the  Middle  Class,  namely. 

<  In  the  time  of  James  First,  not  only  Knights  of  tlie  Shire  but 
'  Parliamentary  Burgesses  assemble,  to  assort,  to  complain  and 
'  propose ;  a  real  House  of  Commons  has  come  decisively  into 
'  play, — ^much  to  the  astonishment  of  James  First.  Wo  call  it  a 
^  growth  of  mights,  if  also  of  necessities  ;  a  growth  of  power  to 
^  articulate  mights,  and  make  rights  of  them. 

^In  those  past  silent  centuries,  among  those  silent  classes, 

*  much  had  been  going  on.  Not  only  had  red-deer  in  the  New 
'  and  other  Forests  been  got  preserved  and  shot ;  and  treacheries 
^  of  Simon  dc  Montfort,  wars  of  Red  and  White  Roses,  Battles 

<  of  Crec}',  Battles  of  Bosworth  and  many  other  battles  been  got 
'  transacted  and  adjusted ;  but  England  wholly,  not  without  sore 
^  toil  and  aching  bones  to  the  millions  of  sires  and  the  millions 
'  of  sons  these  eighteen  generations,  had  been  got  drained  and 

*  tilled,  covered  with  yellow  harvests,  beautiful  and  rich  posscs- 
'  sions :    the   mud-wooden   Caesters  and   Chestcrs   had   become 

# 

'steepled  tile-roofed  compact  Towns.  Slieffield  had  taken  to 
'the  manufacture  of   Sheffield  whittles:    Worstead  could  from 

*  wcK)l  spin  yarn,  and  knit  or  weave  the  same  into  stockings  or 
'  breeches  for  men.     England  had  property  valuable  to  the  auc- 

*  tioneer  ;  but  the  accumulated  manufacturing,  commercial,  econo- 

*  mic  skiil  which  lay  impalj)ably  warehoused  in  English  hands  and 
'  heads,  what  auctioneer  could  estimate  I 

•  Hardly  an  Englishman  to  be  met  with  but  could  do  sunie- 

*  thing :  some  cunninger  thing  than  break  his  fcllow-oroaturf's 

*  liead  with  battle-axes.  The  seven  incorporated  trades,  with  thoir 
"  million  guild-brethren,  with  their  hammers,  their  shuttles  and 
'  tools,  what  an  army  ; — fit  to  conquer  that  land  of  England  .i.'*  we 

IT 


'say,  aud  to  iiold  it  conquered  I  Naj,  strangest  of  all,  the  Bug 
'lisb  people  had  acqiiirod  the  faculty  and  habit  of  thiukiag,— , 
'  evou  of  believing :  iudiFiduul  consoieuce  liad  unfolded  ita«lf 
I  among  them  ;  Conscieuce,  and  Intelligenoc  its  bandinud.  Idcu 
,'pC  iantlmeFalile  kiads  were  circuhiting  among  these  men:  wit- 
'  acss  uue  fjhakspenre,  a  wooliMiubor,  poacher,  or  wljMeTer  eUe 
.'at  Stratford  in  Warwii'taliirfl  whn  happened  to  write  books) 
'  The   fineet  human    figutu-  -r,  jrehend,  (bat  Nature   has 

' '  hitherto  seea  fit  to  mul  iij  diffused  Tcutontc  day. 

'  Saion,  ■Norman,  Celt  oi  nd  no  human  aoui  so  beau-  ^ 

Hiful,  tbeee  fifteeu  •"■         '■       -  ars; — our  supreme  modern 

'  Europeiia  man.  _  lu  j       coutrivcd  to  realise  ;  were 

'  there  ttbt  ]Bml£  1 

'  Ideas  poetio  auu  also  Puritanic, — that  l|»d  to  seek  \ittenuice~ 
'  in  tbe  aotablost  way  \  England  hail  got  her  Sbakspeare ;  but 
'  was  now  about  to  gat  her  Milton  and  Oliver  Cromwell.  This 
'  too  we  v,iil.  call  a  new  expa^iim,  hard  as  it  might  be  to  arttou- 
'Ute  and  adjust;  this,  that  a  man  eouM  actually  have  aConseience 
'  for  his  own  behoof,  and  not  for  bia  Priest's  only  ;  that  his  Priest, 
'  be  who  he  might,  would  henceforth  have  to  take  that  fact  along 
'  with  him.  One  of  the  hardest  things  to  adjust !  It  is  not  adjusted 
*  dflwn  to  this  hour.  It  lasts  onwards  to  the  time  tliey  call  ■■  Olori- 
'  OUB  Revolution"  before  so  much  us  a  reasonable  truce  can  be  made, 
'  and  the  war  proceed  by  logic  mainly.  And  still  it  is  war,  and 
'  no  peace,  unless  we  call  waste  vacancy  peace.  Hut  it  needed  to 
'be  adjusted,  as  the  others  had  done,  as  still  others  will  do, 
'  Nobility  at  Runnymead  cannot  endure  foul-play  grown  palpa- 
'  ble ;  no  more  can  Gentry  in  Long  Parliiinient ;  no  more  can 
'Commonalty  in  Parliament  they  name  Reformed,  Pryuiie's 
'bloody  ears  were  as  a  testimony  and  question  to  all  England  : 
*"  Englishmen,  is  this  fair?"'  England,  no  longer  continent  of 
'  herself,  answered,  bellowing  as  with  the  voice  of  lions  ,  ■■  No,  it 
'  is  not  fair  !'" 


'  But  now  on  the  Industrial  aide,  while  thia  great  Gonstitu- 
'  tional  controversy,  and  revolt  of  the  Middle  Class  had  not  ended, 
'  had  yat  but  begun,  what  k  iboot  wu  that  that  England,  oare- 
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'  lesaly,  in  quest  of  other  objecta,  struck  out  across  the  Ocean, 
^  into  the  waste  land  which  it  named  New  Enghind !  Hail  to 
*•  thee,  poor  little  ship  Mayflower,  of  Delft-Haven  :  poor  common- 
^  looking  ship,  hired  by  common  oharterparty  for  coined  dollasa ; 
'  caulked  with  mere  oakum  and  tar  ;  provisioned  with  vulgarest 
'  biscuit  aad  baoon  ; — ^yet  what  ship  Argo.  or  miraculous  epic  ship 

*  built  by  the  Sea-gods,  was  other  than  a  foolish  bumbarge  in  com- 
'•  parison !  Golden  fleeces  or  the  like  these  sailed  fior,  with  or 
'  without  effect ;  thou  little  Mayflower  hadst  in  thee  a  veritabia 
'  Promethean  spark ;  the  life-spark  of  the  largest  Nation  on  o«r 

*  Earth, — so  we  may  already  name  the  Transatlantic  Sason 
'  Nation.  They  went  seeking  leave  to  hear  sermon  in  their  own 
'  method,  these  Mayflower  Puritans ;  a  most  honest  indiflpensable 
'  search :  and  yet,  like  Saul  the  son  of  Kish,  seeking  a  small 
'  thing,  they  found  this  unexpected  great  tiling !  Honour  to  the 
'  brave  and  true ;  they  verily,  we  say,  carry  fire  from  Heaven,  and 
<  have  a  power  which  themselves  dream  not  of  Let  all  men 
^  honour  Puritanism,  since  God  has  so  honoured  it.  Islam  itself, 
^  with  its  wild  heartfelt  ^^  Allah  akbar,  God  is  great,"  was  it  not 
'  honoured  ?  There  is  but  one  thing  without  honour  ;  smitten 
'  with  eternal  barrenness  and  inability  to  do  or  be :  Insincerity, 
^  Unbelief  He  who  believes  no  tliiftff,  who  believes  only  the 
^  sliows  of  things,  is  not  in  relation  with  Nature  and  Fact  at  all. 
^  Nature  denies  him  ;  orders  him  at  his  earliest  convenience  to 
^  disappear.  Let  him  disappear  from  her  domains, — into  tlioso 
'of  Chaos,  Hypothesis  and  Simulacrum,  or  wherever  else  his 
'  parish  may  be.' 


'  As  to  the  third  Constitutional  controversy,  that  of  the  Work- 
^ing  Classes,  which  now  debates  itself  everywhere  these  fifty 
'  years,  in  France  tipccificuUy  .since  1789.  in  England  too  since 
M»3i,  it  i>«  doubtlcsH  the  hardest  of  all  to  get  articulated  ;  finis 
'  of  peace,  or  even  reasonable  truce  on  this,  is  u  thing  I  have  little 
'  prospect  of  for  several  generations.  Dark,  wild -weltering, 
'dreary,  boundless;  nothing  heard  on  it  yet  but  ballot-boxes^ 
'  Parliamentary  arguing  ;  not  to  speak  of  much  tar  worse  argu- 
*■  ing,  by  steel  and  lead,  from.  Yabaj  to  Waterloo,  to  Peledoo  !'^ 
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'  And  yet  of  Representative  AaflemblieB  may  not  this  good  be 
'  said:  Tba*  ""^tending  parties  in  a  country  do  thereby  ascertain 
'one  ano*''  strength?  Tliey  fight  there,  since  fight  they 
'  must,  bj  on,  Parliament-ftry  eloquence,  not  by  eword,  bsjo- 

I  of  military  cannon.     Why  do  men  Sght  at  all, 
iBt  thoj  are  jet  u?taoquainted  with  one  another 


'  if  it  be 

'  strength,       ■  "lusl  fight  ai 

'  art  HtrOD»         n  I,  that  thi 

' thee :  ui  i  ehance  to  ] 

'cnitouasQi  ,here  is  ni 

'  land,  bv  i     iiic  meetings,  ■"■ 

'  articles  ler  jangling 

'  petuall  in  everywhere  i' 

'  one  anoiuurs  strength,  and 

'  has  to  yield  and  give  iu  befo 

'  lotincnient ;  this  is  a  saving  oharacteriatie  of  England,     Nay, 

'  at  bottom,  is  not  this  tbe  celebrated  English  Constitution  itself? 

'This  unspoken  Constitution,  whereof  Privilege  of  Parliament, 

'Money-Bill,  Mutiny-Bill,  and   all  that  eould   be   spoken  and 

'  enacted  hitherto,  is  not  the  essence  and  body,  but  only  the 

'  shape  and  skin  t     Such  Constitution  is,  in  our  times,  verily  in- 

.'  valuable.' 


Knowing  that  thoti 
'mpcl  me,  I  will  sabmit  to 
minntioD,  and  slightly  cii^ 
se  for  me.  That  in  £ng- 
OB,  by  eloctioni,  leadiug- 
d  tongue-fence  which  per- 
country,  people  agcerlain 
It  obdurate  House  of  Lords 
0  cannonading  and  guil- 


'  Long  stormy  spring-time,  wet  contentious  April,  wmter  chill- 
ing the  lap  of  very  May  ;  but  at  length  the  season  of  summer 
does  come.  So  long  the  tree  stood  naked ;  angry  wiry  naked 
boughs  moaning  and  creaking  in  (he  wind  ;  you  would  say,  Cut 
it  down,  why  eumboreth  it  the  ground  ?  Not  so  ;  we  must  wait  j 
all  things  will  have  their  time. — Of  the  mau  Shakspeare,  and  his 
Elizabethan  Era,  with  its  Sydneys,  Ralcighs,  Baeons,  what  could 
we  say?  That  it  was  a  spiritual  flower-time.  Suddenly,  as  with 
the  breath  of  June,  your  rude  naked  tree  is  touched;  bursts  into 
leaves  and  flowers,  sucA  leaves  and  flowers.  The  past  long  ages  of 
nakedness,  and  wintry  fermentation  and  elaboration,  have  done 
their  part,  thofigh  seeming  to  do  nothing.  The  past  silence  has  got 
a  voice,  all  the  more  significant  the  longer  it  had  continued  silent. 
Id  trees,  men,  institutions,  oreeda,  nations,  in  ah  things  extant 
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•nd  growing  in  this  aniverse,  we  may  note  sueh  yicissitades, 
and  badding-times.  Moreover  there  are  spiritual  budding- 
times  ;  and  then  also  there  are  physical  appointed  to  nations. 
<  Thus  in  the  middle  of  that  poor  calumniated  Eighteenth 
Century,  see  once  more !  Long  winter  again  past,  the  dead- 
seeming  tree  proves  to  be  living,  to  have  been  always  living ; 
after  motionless  times,  every  bough  shoots  forth  on  the  sudden, 
very  strangely : — it  now  turns  out  that  this  fiftvoured  England 
was  not  only  to  have  had  her  Shakspeares,  Bacons,  Sydneys,  but 
to  have  her  Watts,  Arkwrights,  Brindleys !  We  will  honour 
greatness  in  all  kinds.  The  Prospero  evoked  the  singing  of 
Ariel,  and  took  captive  the  world  with  those  melodies  :  the  same 
Prospero  can  send  his  Fire-demons  panting  across  all  oceans  ; 
shooting  with  the  speed  of  meteors,  on  cunning  highways,  from 
end  to  end  of  kingdoms  ;  and  make  Iron  his  missionary,  preach- 
ing its  evangel  to  the  brute  Primeval  Powers,  which  listen  and 
obey :  neither  is  this  small.  Manchester,  with  its  cotton-fuz, 
its  smoke  and  dust,  its  tumult  and  contentious  squalor,  is  hide- 
ous to  thee  ?  Think  not  so  :  a  precious  substance,  beautiful  as 
magic  dreams,  and  yet  no  dream  but  a  reality,  lies  hidden  in 
that  noisome  wrappage  ; — a  wrappage  struggling  indeed  (look 
at  Chartisms  and  such  like)  to  cast  itself  off,  and  leave  the 
beauty  free  and  visible  there !  Hast  thou  heard,  with  sound 
ears,  the  awakening  of  a  Manchester,  on  Monday  morning,  at 
half  past  five  by  the  clock  ;  the  rushing  off  of  its  thousand  mills, 
like  the  broom  of  an  Atlantic  tide,  ten  thousand  times  ten 
thousand  spools  and  spindles  all  set  humming  there. — it  is  per- 
haps, if  thou  knew  it  well,  sublime  as  a  Niagara,  or  more  so. 
Cotton-spinning  is  the  clothing  of  the  naked  in  its  result :  the 
triumph  of  man  over  matter  in  its  means.  Soot  and  despair  are 
not  the  essence  of  it ;  they  are  divisible  from  it, — at  this  hour, 
are  they  not  crying  fiercely  to  be  divided  ?  The  great  Goethe, 
looking  at  cotton  Switzerland,  declared  it.  I  am  told,  to  be  of  all 
things  that  he  had  seen  in  this  world  the  most  poetical.  Where- 
at friend  Kanzler  von  M tiller,  in  search  of  the  palpable  pic- 
turesque, could  not  but  stare  wide-eyed.  Nevertheless  our 
World-Poet  knew  well  what  he  was  saying.* 


■  Ktchard  Arkwright.  it  would  BOem,  was  not  a  beautiful  miui ; 
no  romance-hero  witL  haughty  eyes,  Apollo-lip,  and  gesture  like 
the  h«rulcl  Mercury  ;  >  piaiu  almost  groBS,  bag-ehecked,  potbellied 
Lniicaahire  man,  with  an  air  of  paiiifol  rafleotion,  jet  also  of  copi- 
ous free  digcetioD  : — a  man  Blatioued  by  the  coiainunity  to  bhavo 
eertaiti  duatj  beards,  in  the  Northern  parts  of  England,  at  a  half- 
penny each.  To  hucL  end.  we  e  '  "orethought,  oversight,  acci- 
dent and  arrangement,  had  Ric„.  rkwrighl  beeu,  by  the  eoin- 
rauriiiy  of  England  and  his  owr  t,  set  apart,  Nevcrthelege, 
in  Htrapping  of  raxors,  is  lathe.,  dnety  btarda,  anil  the  con- 
tradictious and  confa»ODS  attend'  ercon,  the  man  had  notions 
in  that  rough  head  of  his ;  epiu  ^buttles,  wheels  and  oonlri- 
vaneue  plying  ideally  within  the  eanie  .  rather  hopeless-looking; 
whiuh,  however,  he  did  uUlast  bring  to  bear.  Not  witbont  diffi.<!a]- 
ty.  His  townsfolk  rose  in  mob  round  bini,for  threatening  to  short- 
en labour,  tq  shorten  wages ;  so  that  he  had  to  fly,  with  broken 
waslipots,  scAttored  household,  and  seek  refuge  eUevhere.  Nay 
his  wife  too.  as  I  learn,  rebelled  ;  burnt  his  wooden  model  of  bis 
spinning- wheel :  resolute  that  be  should  slick  to  his  razors  rather  : 
for  which,  however,  bo  decisively,  ns  thou  wilt  rejoice  ti>  under- 
stand, packed  lier  out  of  doors.  O  reader,  what  a  Historical  Pbe- 
noiiienoii  isthatlag-cliei-kcd.  potbellied,  much  enduring,  mucli-in' 
venting  man  and  barber  ?  French  Revolutions  were  a-brewing 
to  resist  the  same  in  any  measure,  imperial  Kaisers  were  impo- 
tent without  the  cotton  and  cloth  of  England  :  and  it  was  this 
man  that  had  to  give  England  the  power  of  cotton.' 

'  Neitlicr  had  Watt  of  the  Pteamengiue  a  heroic  origin,  any 
kindred  with  the  princes  of  this  world.  The  princes  of  this 
world  were  shooting  their  partridges  ;  noisily,  in  Parliament  or 
elsewher'%  solving  the  question,  Head  or  tail  ^  while  this  man. 
with  blackened  fingers,  with  grim  brow,  was  searching  out.  in 
hie  workshop,  the  Fire-secret  ;  or,  having  found  it,  was  painfullv 
wending  to  and  fro  in  quest  of  a  '■  monied  man"  as  indispenisa- 
ble  man-midwife  of  the  same.  Reader,  thou  shalt  admire  what 
is  admirable,  not  what  lit  dressed  in  admirable.  Thou  shalt 
learn  to  know  tlie  British  lion  even  when  ho  is  not  throne  sup- 
porter, and  also  the  British  jackass  in  lion's  skin  even  wjipo  he 
is.     Ab,  couldst  thou  always,  what  a  world  were  it  I     But  has 
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*  the  Berlin  Royal  Academy  or  any  English  Useful-Knowledge 
'  Society  discovered,  for  instance,  who  it  was  that  first  scratched 
'  earth  with  a  stick  ;  and  threw  coms^  the  biggest  he  could  find, 
^  into  it ;  seedgrains  of  a  certain  grass,  which  he  named  ickiie  or 
'  vhttU  /  Again,  what  is  the  whole  Tecs-water  and  other  breeding- 
^  world  to  him  who  stole  home  from  the  forests  the  first  bison- calf, 

*  and  bred  it  up  to  be  a  tame  bison,  a  milk-cow?  No  machine  of 
^all  they  showed  me  in  Birmingham  can  be  put  in  comparison  for 
'  ingenuity  with  that  figure  of  the  wedge  named  kiufc,  of  the  wedges 
'  named  satt^  of  the  lever  named  hammer : — nay  is  it  not  with  the 
^  hammer-knife,  named  sword,  that  men  fight,  and  maintain  any 
'semblance  of  constituted  authority  that  yet  survives  among  UB? 
^  The  steamengine  I  call  fire-demon  and  great ;  but  it  is  nothing 
'  to  the  invention  oifirf.  Prometheus.  Tubal-cain,  Triptolcmus ! 
'  Are  not  our  greatest  men  as  good  as  lost  I  The  men  that  walk 
'  daily  among  us,  clothing  us,  warming  us,  feeding  us,  walk 
'  shrouded  in  darkness,  mere  mvthic  men. 

*  It  is  paid,  ideas  produce  revolutions  :  and  truly  so  they  do ; 
'  not  spiritual  ideas  only,  but  even  mechanical.  In  this  clanging 
'  clashing  universal  Sword-dance  which  the  European  world  now 

*  dances  for  the  last  lialf-ccntury.  Voltaire  is  but  one  choragus, 

*  where  Richard  Arkwright  is  another.     Lot  it  dance  itself  out. 

*  When  Arkwri^rht  shall  have  become  mvthic  like  Arachne,  we 
"  shall  spin  in  peaceable  profit  by  him  ;  and  the  Sword-dance,  with 
*all  its  sorrowful  shufliings,  Waterloo  waltzes.  Moscow  gallop- 

*  ades,  how  forgotten  will  that  be !' 


'On  the  whole,  were  not  all  these  things  most  unexpected,  un- 
'  foreseen  ?  As  indeed  what  thing  is  foreseen  ;  especially  what 
'man.  the  parent  of  things!  Robert  Clive  in  that  same  time 
'  went  out.  with  a  developed  gift  of  pcnman.^hip,  as  writer  or  su- 
'  perior  book-keeper  to  a  Trading  Factory  establitjlied  in  the  dis- 
'  tant  East.  With  gift  of  penmanship  doveloped :  with  other 
'gifts  not  yot  developed,  which  the  calls  of  the  case  did  by  and 
'  by  devcl(»]je.  Not  fit  for  bof»k-kot*])ing  alone,  the  man  was  found 
'  fit  for  conquering  Nawaubs.  founding  kingd<»nis.  Indian  Em- 
cpires!     In  a  questionable  manner,  Indian  Empire  from  the 


'  other  hemUphiire  took  up  its  abode  in  Le&denhtll  Street,  in  the 

*  City  i>f  London. 

'Accidental  all  those  thinga  and  persona  look,  imoipected 
'  every  one  of  them  to  man.  Yet  ineTitable  erery  one  of  them  ; 
'  fortBcon,  not  uneipeotcd,  by  Supreme  Power  ;  pre|)ared,  ap- 
'  pointed  from  afar.  Advancing  always  through  all  ceaturies,  in 
'  the  middle  of  the  eighteenth    '  ired.     The  Saxon  kindred 

'  burat  forth   into  ootton-spinn  jth-oroppiag,  iron-forging, 

'  steam- engining,    railwaying,    i  ^jing    aud    careering    to- 

'  wards  all  the  winds  of  Heaven  3  thia  inespUcable  noisy 
'  manner ;  the  noise  of  which,  in  i  wmills,  in  progress-of-thc- 
'  species   Magazines,   still   duafi  ^   somewhat.     Most  noisy, 

*  sndden  !  The  Staffordshire  c„.  ■atiim,  and  coal-strata,  lay 
'  side  by  aide  with  iron-atrata,  quiet  since  the  creation  of  the 

*  world  !  Water  flowed  itt  Lancashire  and  Lanarkshire  ;  bilu- 
'  minoua  fire  fay  bedded  in  roclta  there  too, — over  which  how 
'  many  fighting  Stanleys,  blaok  Douglases,  and  other  the  like  con- 
'  teutious  persona,  had  fought  out  their  bickerings  and  broils,  not 
'  without  result,  we  will  hope  !  But  God  said.  Let  the  iron  mis- 
'  sionaritis  be  ;  and  tliey  were.  Coal  aud  iron,  so  long  close  unre- 
'gardfal  neighbours,  are  wooded  togctlier ;  JSirminghamand  Wol- 
'  verhampton,  and  the  hundred  Stygian  forges,  with  their  fire- 
'  throata  and  never-resting  sledge-hammers,  rose  into  day,  AVet 
'  Mancunium  stretched  out  her  hand  towards  Carolina  and  the 
'  torrid  zone,  and  plucked  cotton  there  .  who  could  forbid  her,  her 
'  that  had  the  skill  to  weave  it  ?  Fish  fled  thereupon  from  the  Mer- 
'  sey  River,  vexed  with  inuumerable  keels,  England.  I  say,  dug  out 
'  her  bitumen-fire,  and  bade  it  work :  toitns  rose,  and  atecplc-cliini- 
'  ncys  ; — Chartisms  also,  and  Parliaments  they  name  Reformed,' 

Such,  figuratively  given,  are  some  prominent  points,  chief 
mountain-summits,  of  our  English  history  past  and  present,  ac- 
cording to  the  Author  of  this  strange  untranslated  \Vork,  whom 
[we  think  we  recognise  to  be  an  old  aoquaintance. 
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CHAPTER    IX. 

PARLIAMENTARY    RADICALISM. 

To  118  looking  at  these  matters  somewhat  in  the  same  light, 
Keform-Bills,  French  Revolutions,  Louis-Philippes,  Chartisms, 
ReTolts  of  Three  Days,  and  w]|^t  not,  are  no  longer  inexplicable. 
Where  the  great  mass  of  men  is  tolerably  right,  all  is  right ; 
where  they  are  not  right,  all  is  wrong.     The  speaking  classes 
speak  and  debate,  each  for  itself;  the  great  dumb,  deep-buried 
class  lies  like  an  Enceladus,  who  in  his  pain,  if  he  will  complain 
of  it.  has  to  produce  earthquakes!     Everywhere,  in  these  conn-- ^ 
tries,  in  these  times,  the  central  fact  worthy  of  all  consideration 
forces  itself  on  us  in  this  shape :  the  claim  of  the  Free  Working- 1 
man  to  be  raised  to  a  level,  we  may  say,  with  the  Working  Slave ; ' 
his  anger  and   cureless  discontent  till  that  be  done.     Food,  i  • 
shelter,  due  guidance,  in  return  for  his  labour :  candidly  inter-    ^."^  ^^ 
preted.  Chartism  and  all  such  isms  mean  that ;  and  the  madder     ("^  i 
they  are,  do  they  not  the  more  emphatically  mean,  "See  what     x." 
guidance  you  have  given  us  !     What  delirium  we  are  brought  to 
talk  and  project,  guided  by  nobody  !*'     LaissezMire  on  the  part 
of  the  Governing  Classes,  we  repeat  again  and  again,  will,  with 
whatever  difficulty,  have  to  cease  ;  pacific  mutual  division  of  the 
spoil,  and  a  world  well  let  alone,  will  no  longer  suffice.     A  Do- 
nothiug  Guidance  :  and  it  is  a  Do-something  World !     Would  to 
God  our  Ducal  Duces  would  become  leaders  indeed ;  our  Aris- 
tocracies and  Priesthoods  discover  in  some  suitable  degree  what 
the  world  expected  of  them,  what  the  world  could  no  longer  do 
without  getting  of  them !     Nameless  unmeasured   confusions, 
misery  to  themselves  and  us,  might  so  be  spared.     But  that  too 
will  be  as  God  has  appointed.     If  they  learn,  it  will  be  well  and  i 

happy  :  if  not  they,  then  others  instead  of  them  will  and  must,  and     ^  ^ 
onoe  more,  though  after  a  long  aad  oirooit,  it  will  be  well  and  happy. 

17* 
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Neither  is  the  history  of  Ciinrtism  myBterioua  in  these  times  ; 
especially  if  that  of  Badiculism  be  looked  at.  All  along  for  the 
last  fiveand-tweBty  j'cars,  it  was  enrious  to  note  Low  the  internal 
discontent  of  England  struggled  to  God  rent  for  itself  through 
ani/  orifice :  the  poor  patient  all  eioi  from  centre  to  surface,  com- 
plains now  of  this  member,  nowof  tliat ; — corn -laws,  currencr-la  we, 
free  trade,  protection,  wantof  free*— ''":  the  poor  patient  tossing 
from  Kide  to  side,  seeking  a  bo'  ie  to    Lio  on,  finds  none 

This  Doctor  says,  it  is  the  liver ;  ,  ')ther,  it  is  tiie  lungs,  tho  - 
head,  the  heart,  defective  transp  in  the  skin.     A  thoroogli- 

goiiig  Doctor  of  eminence  »aid.  i.  ittcu  boroughs  ;  the  want 

of  extended  suffrage  to  destroy  boroughs.      From  of  old, 

the  Knglihh  patient  himself  hue  .mually   recurring   aotioB 

Ithat  this  was  it.     The  English  je  u^d  to  suffrage ;  it  is 

[their  panacea  for  all  that  goi  ,  with  them  ;  they  have  a 

|fixed  idea  of  suffrage.  Singular  euuugn  ;  one's  right  to  vote  for 
^MuiriberofParliamoDt,  to  Bend  one's  ■  twenty  thousandth  part  of 
fi  master  of  tongue-fence  to  National  Palaver,' — the  Doctors  as- 
serted that  this  was  Freedom,  tliis  and  no  other.  It  seemed  cre- 
dible to  many  men,  of  high  degree  and  of  low.  The  persuasion 
of  remedy  grew,  the  evil  was  pressing  ;  Swing's  ricks  were  on  fire. 

'  Some  nine  years  ago,  a  State-surgeon  rose,  and  in  peculiar  cir- 
cumstances said  ;  Let  there  be  extension  of  the  suffrage  ;  let  the 
great  Doctor's  nostrum,  the  patient's  old  passionate  prayer  be 

'  fulfilled ! 

Parliaraentar^Radicalism,  while  it  gave  articulate  utterance  to 
the  discontent  of  the  English  people,  could  not  by  its  worst  enemy 
be  said  to  be  without  a  function.  If  it  is  in  the  natural  order  of 
things  that  there  must  he  discontent,  no  less  so  is  it  that  such 
discontent  should  have  an  outlet,  a  Parliamentary  voice.  Here 
the  matter  is  debated  of,  demonstrated,  contradicted,  qualified. 
reduced  to  feasibility  ; — can  at  least  solace  itself  with  hope,  and 
die  gently,  convicted  of  anfensibility.  TJic  New.  Untried  ascer- 
tains how  it  will  fit  itself  into  the  arrangements  of  the  Old ; 
whether  the  Old  eau  be  compelled  to  admit  it:  how  in  that  case 
it  may,  with  the  minimum  of  violence,  he  admitted.  Nor  let  us 
oount  it  an  easy  one,  this  function  of  Badicalism  ;  it  was  one  of 
the  most  difficult.     The  pain-etricken  palieat  does,  indaed,  with- 
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out  effort  groan  and  complain  ;  bat  not  without  efibrt  does  the 
phjaioian  ascertain  what  it  is  that  has  gone  wrong  with  him,  how 
some  remedy  may  be  devised  for  him.     And  above  all,  if  your 
patient  is  not  one  sick  man,  but  a  whole  sick  nation !     Dingy 
dumb  millions,  grimed  with  dust  and  sweat,  with  darkness,  rage 
and  sorrow,  stood  round  these  men,  saying,  or  struggling  as  they 
could  to  say  :  '*  Behold,  our  lot  is  unfair  ;  our  life  is  not  whole 
but  sick  :  we  cannot  live  under  injustice  ;  go  ye  and  get  us  jus- 
tice !''     For  whether  the  poor  operative  clamoured  for  Time-bill, 
Factory-bill,  Corn-bill,  for  or  against  whatever  bill,  this  was  what 
he  meant     All  bills  plausibly  presented  might  have  some  look  of  '• 
hope  in  them,  might  get  some  clamour  of  approval  from  him ;  \ 
as,  for  tlie  man  wholly  sick,  there  is  no  disease  in  the  Nosology  ,' 
but  he  can  trace  in  himself  some  symptoms  of  it.     Such  wa8| 
the  mission  of  Parliamentary  Kadicalism.  --' 

Uow  Parliamentary  Kadicalism  has  fulfilled  this  mission,  en- 
trusted to  its  management  these  eight  years  now,  is  known  to  all 
men.  The  expectant  millions  have  Hat  at  a  feast  of  the  Barme- 
cide ;  been  bidden  fill  themselves  with  imagination  of  meat. 
What  thing  has  Radicalism  obtained  for  them  ;  what  other  than 
shadows  of  things  has  it  so  much  as  asked  for  them '?  Cheap 
Justice,  Justice  to  Ireland.  Irish  Appropriation -Clause,  Rate- 
paying  Clause,  Poor-Rate,  Church-llate,  Household  Suifrage^ 
Ballot-Question  *  open'  or  shut :  not  things  but  shadows  of  things ; 
Bentliamce  formulas  ;  barren  as  the  east-wind  !  An  Ultra-radi-_ 
cal.  not  seemingly  of  the  Bcnthamee  species,  is  f^ced  to  exclaim : 

*  The   people  are  at  last  wearied.     They  say,  Why  should  we 

*  be  ruined  in  our  shops,  thrown  out  of  our  farms,  voting  for 

*  these  men  ?  Ministerial  majorities  decline  ;  this  Ministry  has 
'  l>ecome  iniputent.  had  it  even  the  will  to  do  good.     They  have 

*  called  lon^  ti»  u.**.  *•  Wo  are  a  Reform  Ministry  :  will  ye  not  sup- 

*  port  //.<  .'■'     We  have  supported  them :  borne  them  forward  in- 

*  dignuntly  on  our  nhouhUTs,  time  after  time,  fall  after  fall,  when 
'  ihiT  had  Ik»oii  hurled  out  into  the  street ;  and  lay  prostrate,  help- 
'le.ss.  like  deail  lu^pigc.  It  is  the  fact  of  a  Reform  Ministry,  not 
'  the  name  of  one  that  we  would  support !  Languor,  sickness  of 
'hope  deferred  pervades  the  public  mind  :  the  public  mind  says  at 
'  last,  Why  all  this  struggle  for  the  name  of  a  Reform  Ministry  f 


'  Let  the  Tories  be  Ministrj  if  they  will ;  let  at  least  some  living 
'  reality  be  Ministry  1  A  rearing  horse  that  will  only  run  backward, 
'  he  is  DOt  the  horse  one  would  choose  to  travel  on  :  yet  of  all  con- 
'  ceivable  horsea  the  worst  ia  the  dead  liorse.  Mounted  on  a  rear- 
'  ing  horse,  you  may  back  biiu,  spur  hiin,  check  hitn,  niake  a  little 
'way  even  backward b  ;  but  sealed  astride  of  your  dead  horse, 
'what  chance  is  there  for  yoa  in  '""i  chapter  of  possibilities? 
'  You  sit  motionless,  bopeless,  a  cle  to  gods  and  men.' 

There  is  a  class  of  revolutionii  j'ned  Girondins,  whose  fate  in 
history  ia  remarkable  enough  I  who  rebel,  and  urge  the 

Lower  Classes  to  rebel,  onght  to  im.  other  than  Formulas  tc  go 
upon.  Men  who  discern  in  the  n  }  of  the  toiling  complaining 
mlllious  not  misery,  but  only  a  rair  .„„terial  wbieh  can  be  wrought 
upoD,  and  traded  in,  for  one's  own  poor  hidebound  theories  sod 
egoisms;  to  whom  millions  of  living  fellow-creatures,  with  boat- 
ing hearts  in  their  bosoms,  beating,  suffering,  hoping,  are 'masses,' 
mere  '  explosive  musses  for  blowing  down  Baatillea  with,'  for  vo- 
ting at  hustings  for  vs :  such  men  are  of  the  questionable  species ! 
No  man  is  justified  in  resisting  by  word  or  deed  the  Authority 
he  lires  under,  for  a  light  cause,  be  such  Authority  what  it  may. 
.  Obedience,  little  as  many  may  consider  that  side  of  the  matter, 
I  is  the  primary  duly  of  man.  No  man  but  is  bound  indefcasibly, 
with  all  force  of  obligation,  to  obey.  Parents,  teachers,  superiors, 
leaders,  these  all  creatures  recognise  as  deserving  obedience. 
Recognised  or  not  recognised,  a  man  hm  liis  superiors,  a  regular 
hierarchy  nbovt?  Iiim  ;  extending  up,  degree  above  degree  ;  to 
Heaven  itself  and  Uod  the  Maker,  who  made  His  world  not  for 
anarchy  but  for  rule  and  order !  It  is  not  a  iight  matter  when 
the  just  man  can  recognise  in  the  powers  set  over  iiim  no  longer 
anything  that  is  divine  ;  when  resistance  against  such  becomes  a 
deeper  law  of  order  than  obedience  to  them  ;  when  the  just  man 
sees  himself  in  the  tragical  position  of  a  stirrer  up  of  strife! 
Rebel  without  due  and  most  due  cause,  is  the  ugliest  of  words  ; 
the  first  rebel  was  Satan. — 

13ut  now  in  these  circumstances  shall  wo  blame  the  unvoting 
disappointed  millions  that  they  turn  away  with  horror  from  this 
name  of  a  Reform  Ministry,  name  of  a  Parliamentary  Radicalism, 
tnd  demand  a  fact  and  reality  thereof  ?     That  they  too,  having 
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still  £uth  in  what  so  many  had  faith  in,  still  count '  extension  of 
the  suffrage'  the  one  thing  needful ;  and  say,  in  such  manner  as 
they  can,  Let  the  suffrage  be  still  extended,  then  all  will  be  well  ? 
It  is  the  ancient  British  faith ;  promulgated  in  these  ages  by 
prophets  ancf  evangeLists ;  preached  forth  from  barrel-heads  by 
all  manner  of  men.  He  who  is  free  and  blessed  has  his  twenty- 
thousandth  part  of  a  master  of  tongue-fence  in  National  Palaver ; 
whosoever  is  not  blessed  but  unhappy,  the  ailment  of  him  is  that 
he  has  it  not.  Ought  he  not  to  have  it  then  ?  By  the  law  of 
God  and  of  men.  Yea ; — and  will  have  it  withal  t  Chartism, 
with  its  '  five  points,'  bom  aloft  on  pikeheads  and  torchlight  meet- 
ings, is  there.  Chartism  is  one  of  the  most  natural  phenomena  in 
England.  Not  that  Chartism  now  exists  should  provoke  wonder ; 
but  that  the  invited  hungry  people  should  have  sat  eight  years  at 
such  table  of  the  Barmecide,  patiently  expecting  somewhat  from 
the  Name  of  a  Reform  Ministry,  and  not  till  after  eight  yean 
have  grown  hopeless,  this  is  the  respectable  side  of  the  miracle. 


CHAPTER    X. 


"  BcT  what  a 


E  to  do  V  e 
ttently  on  every  side :  '•  Desecn 
pulpit,  down  into  the  rough  ma 
done  !''— O  prswticai  man,  thert 
pmctioe  and  true  manlike  effot 
actuallv  avail  to  do.     But  thf 
is  to  gird  thyself  up  for  — ' 
either  muBt  do.  or,  as  tl  « 

It  is  not  a  lucky  word  this  sani 
those  that  have  it  so  often  in  the! 
waja,   There  is  a  lion  in  t!ie  wai 
lion,  then  :   the  way  lia: 


s  the  practical  nan,  impa- 
)  speculation  and  the  safe 
>'ace.  and  say  what  can  be 
very  many  things  which 
liament  and  out  of  it,  might 
all  thinga.  as  already  said, 
to  know  that  thon  actually 
J,  -come  out  of  th«t,' 
10  impos'il'l'- :  no  good  eomes  of 
nioulh.  Who  is  he  thatsays  aU 
Sluggard,  thou  must  slay  the 
ivelledi'  In  Art,  in  Practice, 
innumerable  critics  will  demonstrate  that  most  things  are  hence- 
forth impossible  ;  that  wc  are  got,  once  for  all.  into  the  region  of 
perennial  commonplace,  and  must  eontentedh  continue  there. 
Let  Buch  critics  demonstrate ;  it  is  the  nature  of  them  what 
harm  is  in  it?  Poetry  once  well  demonstrati.d  to  bt  impo'-siblo, 
arises  the  Burns,  arises  the  Goethe.  Unheroic  commonplace  be- 
ing now  clearly  all  we  have  to  look  for,  comes  the  Napoleon, 
comes  the  conquest  of  the  world.  It  was  proicd  b>  flusioniry 
calculus,  that  steninships  could  never  get  across  from  the  farthest 
point  of  Ireland  to  the  nearest  of  Newfoundland  :  impeliiu!;  force, 
resisting  force,  maximum  here,  minimum  there  ;  by  law  of  Nature, 
and  geometric  demonstration  ;^wh:it  could  bo  dune  ?  The 
Great  Western,  eould  weigh  anchor  from  Bristol  Port  ;  that  t-ouKl 
be  done.  The  Great  Western,  bounding  safe  through  the  gullets 
of  the  Hudson,  threw  her  cable  out  on  thccapstan  of  New  York, 
and  left  our  still  moist  paper-demonstration  to  dry  ilself  at  loi- 
mre.     "  Impossible  }"  cried  Mirabeau  to  his  secretary,   ''  A~cf  mt 
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dites  jamais  ce  beU  de  nud,  Never  Dame  to  me  that  blockhead  of  a 
word !" 

There  is  a  phenomenon  which  one  might  call  Paralytic  Badi- 
calism,  in  these  days;  which  gauges  with  Statistic  measaring- 
reed,  sounds  with  Philosophic  Politico- Economic  plummet  the 
deep  dark  sea  of  troubles  ;  and  having  taught  us  rightly  what  an 
infinite  sea  of  troubles  it  is,  sums  up  with  the  practical  inference,  ; 
and  use  of  consolation,  That  nothing  whatever  can  be  done  in  it  I 
by  man,  who  has  simply  to  sit  still,  and  look  wistfully  to  ^  time 
and  general  laws ;'  and  thereupon  without  so  much  as  recommend- 
ing suicide,  coldly  takes  its  leave  of  us.  Most  paralytic,  unin- 
structive ;  unproductive  of  any  comfort  to  one !  They  are  an 
unreasonable  class  who  cry,  '*  Peace,  peace,"  when  there  is  no 
peace.  But  what  kind  of  class  are  they  who  cry,  ^'  Peace,  peace, 
have  I  not  iold  you  that  there  is  no  peace  !"  Paralytic  Radical- 
ism, frequent  among  those  Statistic  friends  of  ours,  is  one  of  the 
most  afflictive  phenomena  the  mind  of  man  can  be  called  to  con- 
template. One  prays  that  7^  at  least  might  cease.  Let  Paraly- 
sis retire  into  secret  places,  and  dormitories  proper  for  it ;  the 
public  highways  ought  not  to  be  occupied  by  people  demonstra- 
ting that  motion  is  impossible.  Paralytic ; — and  also,  thank 
Heaven,  entirely  false !     Listen  to  a  thinker  of  another  sort : 

*  All  evil,  and  this  evil  too.  is  as  a  nightmare  ;  the  instant  you  be- 

•  gin  to  stir  under  it,  the  eril  is  properly  speaking  gone.*  Consider, 
0  reader,  whether  it  be  not  actually  so  ?  E\'il.  once  manfully 
fronted,  ceases  to  be  evil :  there  is  generous  battle-hope  in  place 
of  dead  passive  misery  ;  the  evil  itself  has  become  a  kind  of  good. , 

To  the  practical  man.  therefore,  we  will  repeat  that  he  has,  as 
the  first  thing  he  can  •  do,'  to  gird  himself  up  for  actual  doing ; 
to  know  well  that  he  is  either  there  to  do.  or  not  there  at  all.  Once 
rightly  girded  up,  how  many  things  will  present  themselves  as 
doable  which  now  are  not  attemptible  !  Two  things,  great  things^ 
dwell  for  the  last  ten  years,  in  all  thinking  heads  in  England ; 
and  are  hovering,  of  late,  even  on  the  tongues  of  not  a  few. 
With  a  word  on  each  of  these,  we  will  dismiss  the  praetieal  man, 
and  right  gladly  take  ourselves  into  obscurity  and  silence  again. 
Universal  Education  is  the  first  great  thing  we  mean )  general 
Emigration  is  the  second. 


-4^ 


Who  would  sapposc  that  Education  were  a  thing  which  had  to 
be  advocated  on  the  ground  of  IikhI  espediency,  or  indeed  on  nnj 
grouod  f  As  if  it  stood  not  on  the  basis  of  cverht^tJng  duty,  u 
a  prime  neccBsitj  of  man.  It  is  a  thbg  that  should  need  no  ad- 
Tocaling ;  much  as  it  does  actually  need.  To  impart  the  gift  of 
thinliiog  to  those  who  CMiDot  think,  and  yet  who  could  in  that 
ca^e  think:  this,  one  would  i  '  :,  was  the  first  function  a 
government  had  to  set  about  die  ing.     Were  it  not  a  cruel 

tiling  to   see,  in   any  provino<>  i  orapire.   the  inhabitants 

living  all  mutilated  in  tbeir  1  eneh  strong  man  with  bis 

right  arm  lamed  ?  IIow  much  cr  ler  tn  find  the  strong  soul, 
with  its  eyes  still  sealed,  its  •  extinct  eo  tbat  it  sees  not  I 
Light  has  eome  into  the  world,  >  this  poor  peasant  it  has 

come  ill  vain.     For  six  thou^  ra  the  Sons  of  Adam,  in 

sleepless  efibrt,  have  been  de  oing,  discovering ;  in  mya- 

terioufl  infinite  indissoluble  communion,  warring,  a  little  band  of 
brothers,  against  the  great  black  empire  of  Necessity  and  Nigbt ; 
thej;  have  necompliHhed  anch  n  ci)ni|uost  and  conquests :  and  to 
this  man  it  is  all  as  if  it  had  not  been.  The  four-and-twenty 
letters  of  the  Alphabet  arc  still  Buaio  enigmas  to  him.  Ue 
passes  by  on  the  other  side  ;  and  that  great  Spiritual  Kingdom, 
the  toilwon  conquest  of  his  own  brothers,  all  that  his  brothers 
have  conquered,  is  a  tbiug  noa-estnnt  for  him.  An  inTisible  em- 
pire ;  he  knows  it  not,  suspects  it  not.  And  is  it  not  his  withal ; 
the  conquest  of  his  own  brothers,  the  lawfully  acquired  posses- 
sion of  all  men?  Baleful  enehnntmeut  lies  over  him,  from  gen- 
lUration  to  generation  ;  he  knows  not  that  such  an  empire  is  bis, 
;  that  auch  an  empire  is  at  all.     Oli,  what  are  bills  of  rights, 

■  emancipations  of  black  slaves  into  black  apprentices,  lawsuits  in 

■  chancery  for  some  short  usufruct  of  a  bit  of  land  ?      The  grand 
\  '  seedfield  of  Time'  is  this  man's,  and  you  give  it  him  not.    Time's 

seedfield,  which  includes  the  Earth  and  all  her  seedfields  and 
pearl-oceans,  nay  her  sowers  too  and  pearl  divers,  all  that  was 
wise  and  heroic  and  victorious  here  below  ;  of  which  the  Earth's 
centuries  are  but  as  furrows,  for  it  stretches  forth  from  the  Be- 
ginning onward  even  into  this  Day  1 

'  My  inherilance,  how  lordly  wide  and  fair ; 
Time  i*  my  fair  wedgeld,  to  TLue  I'm  heir  I' 
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Heavier  wrong  is  not  done  under  the  sun.  It  lasts  from  year  to 
year,  from  century  to  century ;  the  blinded  sire  slaves  himself 
out,  and  leaves  a  blinded  son  ;  and  men,  made  in  the  image  of 
God,  continue  as  two-legged  beasts  of  labour ; — and  in  the  largest 
empire  of  the  world,  it  is  a  debate  whether  a  small  fraction  of 
the  Revenue  of  one  Day  (30,000^  is  but  that)  shall,  after  Thir- 
teen Centuries,  be  laid  out  on  it,  or  not  laid  out  on  it.  Have  we 
Governors,  have  we  Teachers ;  have  we  had  a  Church  these  thir- 
teen hundred  years  ?  What  is  an  Overseer  of  souls,  an  Arch- 
overseer,  Archicpiscopus  ?  Is  ho  something  ?  If  so,  let  him  lay 
his  hand  on  his  heart,  and  say  what  thing  ! 

But  quitting  all  that,  of  which  the  human  soul  cannot  well 
speak  in  terms  of  civility,  let  us  observe  now  that  Education  is 
not  only  an  eternal  duty,  but  has  at  length  become  even  a  tempo- 
rary and  ephemeral  one,  which  the  necessities  of  the  hour  will 
oblige  us  to  look  after.  These  Twenty-four  million  labouring 
men,  if  their  affairs  remain  unregulated,  chaotic,  will  burn  ricks 
and  mills ;  reduce  us,  themselves  and  the  world  into  ashes  and 
ruin.  Simply  their  affairs  cannot  remain  unregulated,  chaotic  ; 
but  must  be  regulated,  brought  into  some  kind  of  order.  What 
intellect  were  able  to  regulate  them  ?  The  intellect  of  a  Bacon, 
the  energy  of  a  Luther,  if  left  to  their  own  strength,  might  pause 
in  dismay  before  such  a  task ;  a  Bacon  and  Luther  added  together, 
to  be  perpetual  prime  minister  over  us,  could  not  do  it.  No  one 
great  and  greatest  intellect  can  do  it.  What  can  i  Only  Twenty- 
four  million  ordinary  intellects,  once  awakened  into  action ;  these, 
well  presided  over,  may.  Intellect,  insight,  is  the  discernment 
of  order  in  disorder ;  it  is  the  discovery  of  the  will  of  Nature, 
of  God's  will :  the  beginning ^f  the  capability  to  walk  according 
to  that.  With  perfect  intellect,  were  such  possible  without  per- 
fect morality,  the  world  would  be  perfect ;  its  efforts  unerringly 
correct,  its  results  continually  successful,  its  condition  faultless. 
Intellect  is  like  light ;  the  Chaos  becomes  a  World  under  it :  JUU 
lux.  These  Twenty-four  million  intellects  are  but  common  intel- 
lects ;  but  they  are  intellects ;  in  earnest  about  the  matter,  in- 
structed each  about  his  own  province  of  it ;  labouring  each  per- 
petually, with  what  partial  light  can  be  attained,  to  bring  such 
province  into  rationality.     From  the  partial  determinations  and 
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thw"  coufiict,  EpringB  the  universal,  Preuisely  wlwt  quantity  of 
\  iutelleet  wae  in  tLe  T wen tj  four  millions  will  bo  eshiblted  bv  the 
\  result  they  arrive  at ;  that  quantity  and  no  more.  Ao^ording  u 
there  was  intellect  or  no  int<?lleot  in  the  individuals,  will  the  gc»- 
eml  couoluBion  they  make  out  embody  itiielf  as  a  world -heal  tog 
Truth  and  Wisdom,  or  as  o  baaeloBS  fateful  Hallucination,  a  (.'hi- 
TaasTB.  breathing  no!  fabulous  fire  I 

Dissenters  call  for  one  Bohcino  of  Edncalion,  the  Church  ob- 
jects i  this  party  objects,  aud  that ;  there  is  endless  objection,  by 
him  aud  by  her  and  by  it :  a  subject  encumbered  with  difficulties 
on  every  side  ?  Pity  that  diffieultiea  exist ;  that  Religion,  of  all 
things,  should  occasion  difficulties.  We  do  not  estenuat«  them  ; 
in  their  reality  thej  are  considerable ;  in  their  appearance  and 
preten^^ion,  they  are  insuperable,  heart-appalling  to  all  SecrelAriM' 
_^  I  of  the  Home  Department,  For,  in  very  truth,  how  can  Religion 
^be  divorced  from  Education  7  An  irreverent  knowledge  is  n» 
''  kiiowleclge  ;  may  be  a  development  of  the  logical  or  other  hsndl- 
cnift  faculty  inward  or  outward  ;  but  is  no  culture  of  tlie  soul  of 
a  man,  A  Itnowlcdge  tliat  ends  in  barren  f'elfwor>liip,  compara- 
tive indifference  or  contempt  for  all  Gods  Universe  except  one 
.  insignificunt  item  thereof,  what  is  it  ?  Handicraft  development, 
and  even  shallow  as  handicrofl  Nevertheless  is  handicraft  it- 
self, and  the  hnbit  of  the  merest  logic,  nothing^  It  is  already 
something:  it  is  the  inciippensoUe  beginning  of  every  thing! 
Wise  men  know  it  to  be  ou  indispensable  siuncthing  :  not  yH 
much  ;  and  would  so  gladly  superadd  to  it  the  element  whereby 
it  may  become  all.  Wise  men  would  not  tiuarrel  in  attempting 
this  ;   tiiey  would  lovingly  co-operate  in  attempliiig  it 

'  And  now  how  teach  religion  V -so  asks  the  indignant  Ultra- 
radical, citi  d  above :  an  Ultra  radical  seemingly  not  of  the  Bent- 
hamee  species,  with  whom,  though  his  dialect  is  far  difl'erent,  there 
are  sound  churchmen,  wo  hope,  who  have  fome  fellow-feeling : 
'  How  teach  religion  ?  By  plying  with  liturgies,  catechisms,  cre- 
'dos;  droning  thirty-nine  or  other  articles  incessantly  into  the 
'  infant  car  !  Friends  !  In  that  case,  why  not  applv  to  Birming- 
'  ham.  and  have  Machines  made,  ai.d  set  up  at  all  Street -corners, 
'in  highwavs  and  byways,  to  repeat  and  vociferate  the  same,  not 
<  ceasing  night  or  day  ?     The  geoius  of  Birmingham  iB  adequate 


IMPOSSIBLE.  370 


'  to  that.     Albertus  Magnus  had  a  leather  mau  that  could  articu- 

*  late ;  not  to  speak  of  Martiuus  Scriblerus's  Nflraberg  man  that 
^  could  reason  as  well  as  we  know  who !  Depend  upon  it,  Bir- 
^  niiiighain  can  make  machines  to  repeat  liturgies  and  articles ; 
^  to  do  whatsoever  feat  is  mechanical.  And  what  were  all  school- 
-  masters,  nay  all  priests  and  churches  compared  with  this  Bir- 

*  minghaui  Iron  Church !  Votes  of  two  millions  in  aid  of  the 
'  church  were  then  something.  You  order,  at  so  many  pounds 
'  a  head,  60  many  thousand  iron  parsons  as  your  grant  covers ; 

*  and  fix  them  by  satisfactory  masonry  in  all  quarters  wheresoever 
wanted,  to  preach  there  independent  of  the  world.  In  loud 
thoroughfares,  still  more  in  unawakened  districts,  troubled  with 
argumentative  infidelity,  'you  make  the  windpipes  wider, 
strengthen  the  main  steam-cylinder ;  your  parson  preaches,  to 
the  due  pitch,  while  you  give  him  coal ;  and  fears  no  man  or 
thing.     Here  itere  a  "  Church-extension  ;"  to  which  I,  with  my 

last  penny,  did  I  believe  in  it.  could  subscribe. Ye  blind 

leaders  of  the  blind  !  Are  we  Calmucks,  that  pray  by  turning 
of  a  rotatory  calebash  with  written  prayers  in  it  \  Is  Mammon 
and  machinery  the  means  of  converting  human  souls,  as  of  spin- 
ning cotton  ?  Is  God,  as  Jean  Paul  predicted  it  would  be.  be- 
come verily  a  Force  ;  the JEther  too  a  Gas !  Alas,  that  Athe- 
ism should  have  got  the  length  of  putting  on  priests'  vestments, 
and  penetrating  into  the  sanctuary  itself!  Can  dronings  of  ar- 
ticles, repetitions  of  liturgies,  and  all  the  cash  and  conirivance 
of  Birmiiigbam  and  the  Bank  of  England  united  bring  ethe- 
real fire  into  a  human  soul,  quicken  it  out  or  earthly  darkness 
into  heavenly  wisdom  ?  Soul  is  kindled  only  by  soul.  To 
" toach'  religion,  the  first  thing  needful,  and  also  the  last  and 
the  only  thing,  is  finding  of  a  man  who  has  religion.  All  else 
follows  from  this,  church-building,  church  extension,  whatever 
else  is  needful  follows  ;  without  this  nothing  will  follow.^ 

From  which  we,  for  our  part,  conclude  that  the  method  of 
teaching  religion  to  the  English  people  is  still  far  behindhand  ; 
that  the  wise  and  pious  may  well  ask  themselves  in  silence  wist- 
fully. *•  How  is  that  last  priceless  element,  by  which  education 
becomes  perfect,  to  be  superadded  ?"  and  the  unwise  who  think 


themselTea  pions,  ariHfferiDg  aloud,  "  B;  this  method,  By  t)ub 
method,''  long  argue  uf  it  to  amall  purpose. 

But  non,  in  tbe  mean  time,  could  not  b;  some  fit  official  per- 
son, some  fit  asnonncemeDt  be  made,  in  irords  well-weighed.  In 
plan  wcll-Gohemed,  adeq^oatelj  repreaentiog  the  facta  of  the  thing, 
That  after  thirteen  centuriea  of  waiting,  he  the  official  person, 
and  England  with  him,  was  mindeii  now  to  have  the  mystery  of 
the  Alphabetic  Letters  imparted  to  all  human  sould  in  this 
realm  i  Teaching  of  religion  was  a  thing  he  coula  not  under- 
take to  settle  thb  day;  it  would  be  work  for  a  day  after  this ; 
the  work  of  this  day  was  teaching  of  the  alphabet  to  all  people. 
The  miraculous  art  of  reading  and  writing,  such  seemed  to  him 
the  ni^cdfol  preliminary  of  all  teaching,  the  first  corucr-stono  >^ 
what  foundation  soever  could  he  laid  for  what  edifice  soever,  in 
the  teaching  kind.  Let  pious  Cburchism  make  haate,  let  piooa 
Disseuterifim  make  haste,  let  all  pious  preachers  and  missianariu 
make  haste,  bestir  themselves  according  to  their  Ecal  and  skill : 
he  the  official  person  stood  up  for  the  Alphabet ;  and  was  even 
impatient  for  it,  having  waited  thirteen  centuries  now.  Jle  in- 
sisted, and  would  take  no  denial,  postponement,  promise,  excuse 
or  subterfuge,  Tliat  ail  Kuglish  persona  sliould  he  taught  to  read- 
,  He  appealed  to  all  rational  Englishmen,  of  all  creeds,  classes  and 
colours,  Whether  this  was  not  a  fair  demand ;  nay  whether  it  was 
not  an  indispensable  one  in  these  days,  Swing  aud  Chartism 
having  risen !  For  a  choice  of  inofTcnsive  Hornbooks,  aud 
Schoolmasters  able  to  teach  reading,  he  trusted  tlie  mere  secular 
sagacity  of  a  National  Collective  Wisdom,  in  proper  committee, 
might  be  found  sufficient.  He  purposed  to  appoint  such  Pcbool- 
masters,  to  venture  on  the  choice  of  such  Horuhooks  ;  to  send  a 
Schoolmaster  aud  Hornbook  into  every  tuwciship,  parish  and 
,  hamlet  of  Eugland  ;  so  that,  in  ton  years  hence,  an  Englishman 
I  who  could  not  read  might  be  acknowledged  as  the  monster,  which 
he  really  is  ! 

This  official  person's  plan  we  do  not  give.  The  thing  lies 
there,  with  the  facts  of  it,  and  with  the  appearances  or  sham-facts 
of  it;  a  plan  adequately  representing  the  facts  of  the  thing  eould 
by  human  energy  be  struck  out,  does  lie  there  for  discovery  and 
striking  out.     It  is   his,  the  official   person's   duty,  not  ours,  to 
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mature  a  plan.  We  can  beUevo  tliat  Churchism  and  Dissenter- 
ism would  clamour  aloud;  but  yet  that  in  the  mere  secular  ^ 
Wisdom  of  Parliament  a  perspicacity  equal  to  the  choice  of  Horn- 
books might,  in  very  deed,  be  found  to  reside.  England  we 
believe  would,  if  consulted,  resolve  to  that  effect.  Alas,  grants  of 
a  half-day's  revenue  once  in  the  thirteen  centuries  for  such  an 
object,  do  not  call  out  the  voice  of  England,  only  the  superficial 
clamour  of  England !  Hornbooks  unexceptionable  to  the  candid  / 
portion  of  England,  we  will  believe,  might  be  selected.  Nay,  we  j 
can  conceive  that  Schoolmasters  fit  to  teach  reading  might,  by  a 
board  of  rational  men,  whether  from  Oxford  or  Iloxton,  or  from 
both  or  neither  of  these  places,  be  pitched  upon.  We  can  con- 
ceive even,  as  in  Prussia,  that  a  penalty,  civil  disabilities,  that 
penalties  and  disabilities  till  they  were  found  effectual,  might  be 
by  law  inflicted  on  every  parent  who  did  not  teach  his  children 
to  read,  on  every  man  who  had  not  been  taught  to  read.  We 
can  conceive  in  fine,  such  is  the  vigour  of  our  imagination,  there 
might  be  found  in  England,  at  a  dead-lift,  strength  enough  to 
perform  this  miracle,  and  produce  it  henceforth  as  a  miracle 
done :  the  teaching  of  England  to  read !  Harder  things,  we  do 
know,  have  Ijecn  performed  by  nations  before  now,  not  abler- 
looking  than  England.  Ah  me !  if,  by  some  beneficent  chance, 
there  should  be  an  ofiicial  man  found  in  England  who  could  and 
would,  with  deliberate  courage,  after  ripe  counsel,  with  candid 
insight,  with  patience,  practical  sense,  knowing  realities  to  be 
real,  knowing  clamours  to  be  clamorous  and  to  seem  real,  propose 
this  thing,  and  the  innumerable  things  springing  from  it, — wo  to 
anv  Churchism  or  anv  Dissenterism  that  cast  itself  athwart  the 
path  of  that  man !  Avaunt  ye  gainsaycrs !  is  darkness,  and  igno- 
rance of  the  Alphabet  neoe.»«8ary  for  you  ?  Reconcile  yourselves 
to  the  Alphabet,  or  depart  elsewhither ! — Would  not  all  that  has 
genuineness  in  England  gradually  rally  round  such  a  man ;  all 
that  has  strength  in  England  ?  For  realities  alone  have 
strength  :  wind-bags  are  wind  :  cant  is  cant,  leave  it  alone  there. 
Nor  are  all  clamours  momentous:  among  living  creatures,  we 
fiud.  the  loudest  is  the  longest-eared ;  among  lifeless  things  the 
loudest  is  the  drum,  the  emptiest.  Alas,  that  official  persons, 
and  all  of  us,  had  but  eyes  to  sec  what  was  real,  what  was  mftt^l'^ 


chimerioal,  and  thought  or  culled  itiwlf  reai !  How  many  dread 
QUQatorj  Caetle- spectres  shcatd  we  leave  there,  with  their  a^mon- 
inhiug  rigbt-luHid  and  ghastly-burning  eaucer-ejea,  to  do  simplj 
whatsoever  they  might  fiad  themselTes  able  to  dol  Alas,  thftt 
we  were  but  real  ourselves;  we  Bbould  then  have  surer  vision  for 
the  ruaL  Castle -spei; tree,  in  their  utmost  terror,  are  but  poor 
mimicries  of  that  real  and  mc  Krror  which  Lies  id  the  Life 

of  every  Man  :  that,  tLon  cowa  th«  thing  to  be  afraid  of,  if 

thou  wilt  lire  in  feur.     It  is  bui  jcrat^h  of  a  bare  bodkin  ;  it 

is  but  the  flight  of  a  few  days  oi  &.  i ;  and  even  thou,  poor  palpi- 
tatiug  featherbrain,  wilt  find  ho%  eal  it  is.  Kternity:  but 
thou  heard  of  that )  In  that  a  fatt,  or  is  it  no  fact  I  '  Are  Book- 
iugham  Boose  and  St.  Stephens  in  that,  or  not  in  that  ? 

But  DOW  we  have  to  speak  of  the  second  great  thing  :  Emigtfr 
tion.     It  wae  said  above,  all  new  epoeha,  so  oobv ulsed  aad  tiuiah- 

uous  to  look  upon,  are  'espansiona'  mereaae  of  faculty  not  yet 
organised.  It  is  eminentlj  true  of  the  confu-.ions  of  tliis  time  of 
ours,  Disorganie  Mauchester  niHicts  us  nith  it-  tliariisnis  ;  jet 
is  not  spinning  of  clothea  f>r  tht  naked  mlnuaieally  a  most 
blessed  thing?  Manchester  once  organic  will  bless  and  uot 
afBict.  The  confusions,  if  we  would  understand  them,  a^e  at 
bottom  mere  increase  which  wo  liiion  not  jet  how  to  manage; 
'new  wealth  which  the  old  eofii-ra  will  not  hold  How  true  ia 
this,  above  all,  of  the  strange  pheuomuiun  (alLd  '  over-popuU- 
tion  r  Over -population  is  the  grand  anoniah  which  is  bringing 
all  other  aDomalics  to  a  criais  Now  ouce  more  as  at  the  end  of 
the  Uoman  Empire,  a  most  contused  epoch  and  ^et  one  of  the 
greatest,  the  Teutonic  Countries  find  tht.m3Ll\(.a  too  full.  On  a 
certain  western  rim  of  our  small  buript  there  irc  more  men 
than  were  expected.  lIca)H;d  upigainst  ihewL-teni  shore  there, 
and  for  a  couple  of  hundred  miks  inward  the  tidt.  of  {Mpulation' 
swells  too  high,  and  confuses  itself  someviliat !  ,  Over-population  t 
And  yet,  if  this  small  western  riin  of  Kurope  is> overpeopled,  docs 
not  everywhere  else  a  whole  vacant  Earth,  as  it  were,  call  to  us, 
Come  and  till  me,  come  and  reap  me  !  Can  it  be  an  evil  that  in 
an  Earth  such  as  ours  there  should  be  new  Men  ?  Considered  as 
Tiarfaitt-il^  ooauucMlitieK,  ad  working  iimthin"f,  ia  there  iu  fiii- 
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mingham  or  out  of  it  a  machine  of  such  value  ?  '  Good  Heaveiis ! 
^  a  white  European  Man,  standing  on  his  two  legs,  with  his  two 
*•  five-fingered  Hands  at  his  shackle-bones,  and  miraculous  Head 

*  on  his  shoulders,  is  worth  something  considerable,  one  would 
*say!'  The  stupid  black  African  man  brings  money  in  the 
market ;  the  much  stupider  four-footed  horse  brings  money : — it 
is  we  that  have  not  yet  learned  the  art  of  managing  our  white 
Kuropean  man ! 

The  coutrovorsies  on  Malthus  and  the  *  Population  Principle,* 
'  Preventive  Check'  and  so  forth,  with  which  the  public  ear  has 
been  deafened  for  a  long  while,  are  indeed  sufficiently  mournful. 
Dreary,  stolid,  dismal,  without  hope  fur  this  world  or  the  next,  is 
all  that  of  the  preventive  check  and  the  denial  of  the  preventive 
check.  Anti-Multhusians  quoting  their  Bible  against  palpable 
facts,  are  not  a  pleasant  .spectacle.  On  the  other  hand,  how  often 
have  we  read  in  Malthusian  benefactors  of  the  species :  '  The 

*  working  people  have  their  condition  in  their  own  hands :  let  them 
'  diminish  the  supply  of  lal>ourers,  and  of  course  the  demand  and 
'  the  remuneration  will  increase !'  Yes.  let  Ificm  diminish  the 
supply  :  but  who  are  they  ?  They  are  twenty-four  millions  of 
human  individuals,  scattered  over  a  hundred  and  eighteen  thou- 
sand square  miles  of  space  and  more ;  weaving,  delving,  hammer- 
ing, jinnering ;  ciich  unknown  to  his  neighbour :  each  distinct 
within  his  own  skin.  T/irt/  are  not  a  kind  of  character  that  can 
take  a  resolution,  and  act  on  it,  verv  readilv.  Smart  Sallv  in  our 
alley  proves  ail-too  fascinating  to  brisk  Tom  in  yours :  can  Tom 
be  called  on  to  make  pause,  and  calculate  the  demand  for  labour 
in  the  British  Empire  tirst  ?  Nay,  if  Tom  did  renounce  his  highest 
blessedness  of  life,  and  struggle  and  conquer  like  a  ^i^aint  Francis 
of  Assisi,  what  would  it  profit  him  or  us  /  Seven  millions  of  the 
finest  peasantry  do  not  renounce,  but  proceed  all  the  more  briskly; 
and  with  blue-visaged  Hibernians  instead  of  fair  Saxon  Tomsons, 
and  Sallysuns,  the  latter  end  of  that  country  is  worse  than  the 
l>egiuning.  O  wonderful  Malthusian  prophets  !  Millenniums  are 
undoubtedly  coming,  must  come  one  way  or  the  other :  but  will  it 
be,  think  you.  by  twenty  millions  of  working  people  simultane- 
ously striking  work  in  that  department :  passing,  in  universal 
tradM-union,  a  reaolntioa  not  to  b^get  aay  more  till  tli«  \&3MNia» 
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'Mldrot  '        "to  Bntisfnctorj  ?     By  Day  and  Nigbt!  they  wersi 
indeed  iriw     ibly  so ;  not  to  be  compelled  by  l&w  ur  wur ;  might  J 
nuks  tlieir      a  terms  with  tbe  richer  daases,  tuid  defy  the  world! 
A  sha  ire  rational  is  that  of  thosu  other  bea«factors  of  the 

species,  oounsel  that  in  eaoli  paiieh.  in  muk  central  locality, 

instead  oi  ine  Parish  Clerg>-man,  there  might  be  eBtabUahcd  Bom« 

"Parish  Exterminator  ;  or  voir  of  Arsenic,  kept  up  kt 

,  ike  public  eipeuse,  frte  (o  'ner&i  for  irhicA  Chnrch  the 

rates  probably  would  not  I  —Ah,  it  is  bitter  jesting  on 

such  a.  subjeot     One's  heai  o  look  at  the  dreary  chaos, 

and  ^^lluy  of  Jeboxaphat,  1th  the  limbs  and  souls  of 

one':^  feUow-men  ;  and  n'  :e,  only  creaking  of  hungry 

vultures,  inarticulate  bod  horn-eyed  pattots  that  do 

articulate,  proclainiiug,  Li  nes  live ! — Dante'a   Dirina 

Ccniiia/iais  caUed  the  moi  f  books:  traasceodant  mia- 

temper  of  the  noblest  soul ;  «  of  a  boandleas,  godlike,  ua- 

Bpeakable,  implacable  sorrow  ana  protest  against  the  world.  But 
in  Holywell  Street,  not  long  ago,  we  bought,  for  three-pence-  a 
book  Btill  mournfuller :  the  Pamphlet  of  one  '•  Marcus,''  whom  his 
poor  Chartist  editor  and  republisbcr  calls  the  ■■  Dciwou  Author. '" 
This  Marms  Pamphlet  was  the  book  alluded  to  by  Stepheua  the 
Preacher  Chartist,  in  one  of  his  harangues :  it  proves  to  be  no 
&ble  that  such  a  book  existed ;  here  it  lies, '  Printed  by  John 
'  Hill,  Black -horse  Court,  Fleet  Street,  and  now  reprinted  for  the 
'  instruction  of  the  labourer,  by  William  Dugdale,  Holywell  Street, 
'  Strand,'  the  esasperated  Chartist  editor  who  sella  it  you  for  three- 
pence. We  have  read  Marcus;  but  his  sorrow  ia  not  divine.  We 
hoped  he  would  turn  out  to  have  been  in  sport :  ah  no.  it  is  grim 
earnest  with  him  ;  grim  as  very  death.  Marcus  is  not  a  demon 
author  at  all :  be  ia  a  beneiactor  of  the  species  in  his  own  kind ; 
has  looked  intensely  on  the  world's  woes,  from  a  Benthamee  Mal- 
thusian  watch-tower,  under  a  Heaven  dead  as  iron  :  and  does  now, 
with  much  longwindedness,  in  a  drawling,  snuffling,  c: 
extremely  dull,  yet  at  bottom  hand  fast  and  posiltv 
commend  that  all  children  of  working  people,  after  the  third,  bo 
disposed  of  by  *  painless  extinction.'  Charcoal  vapour  and  other 
methods  esiat.  Xhe  mothers  would  consent,  might  be  made  to 
•onaent.     Three  children  might  be  left  living ;  or  perhaps,  for 


]|H«a^AwloaliUtaManMtjiip«fMt,«MMd«UI(  ttM| 
■1^  In  'baMtifal  BBnmBriw  vith  «alMudM  lai  immftHj 
IB  ^uoh  th*  pfttiiot  inftntiBidn  nitm>  wif^  dalig^  ttlkk*. 
thor  evening  walk  fffoiMtMi^UtiD^;  aiS  niMtntet  ]wlribtlMw 
tli^  w«n^  iriut  ft  olMaifol  AaviQ^TOtM  it  «h.  Swk  ift  tba 
adiame  of  Harovi  tUaia  what  k4-falu>ahan,«oHad0fiM  to 
beal  the  wwld'a  woa»  A  bwMJaatw  oC  the  ipawM,  akiilj 
TOoogiuAble  u  nAi^tha  aaddaat  awantitg  Mortal  wv  hara  «nv 
ia  this  world  Ula&  in  withj  aaddar  eran  than  pootie  DaawAT 
HiaiBaMgod4ik«iorrowindd<Ttkaathagodmw.  ThoOfaaitirt 
•ditOTi  dull  u  he,  oalla  ^in  daoton  aathor,  aod  &  laaiK  Mit  on  W 
tlM  Pow-Law  CoBunianoBen.  Vhat  a  Uaak,  godlaaa,  wada- 
atzoggUnfjworid,  in  tbia  onoe  aiany  Bnglaad  of  oon,  do  waift 
panpbUta  and  soeh  editors  batokan  I  LaumM-ftirt  and  Malthna, 
Ualthna  and  Lauta-fairt .-  oaght  not  tteo  two  at  laagtb  to  part 
ocaupan J  t  Uight  we  not  hofa  that  both  of  them  had  as  good  aa 
delivered  their  mesuge  now,  and  were  about  to  go  Uieir  wajal 

for  all  thia  of  the  '  painleMi  axtinotion,'  and  tba  raal^  ia  ia  a 
woild  where  Canadian  Foreata  aland  unMled,  bo«adlMi  PUaa 
and  Prvriea  unbrokan  wiUi  tta  plou^ ;  on  the  waat  and  en  the 
east,  green  desert  Bpaeea  narer  yet  nada  white  with  aorm ;  and 
to  the  overcrowded  little  wostem  nook  of  Snrope,  onr  Terreatrial 
Planet,  nine-tenths  of  it  yet  vacant  or  tenanted  by  nomadea,  is 
still  crying,  Come  and  till  me,  come  and  reap  me  I  And  in  an 
England  with  wealth,  and  means  for  mating,  inch  as  no  nation 
ever  befbre  had.  With  ships ;  with  war-ships  rotting  idle,  which, 
but  bidden  move  and  not  rot,  might  bridge  all  oceans.  With 
trained  men,  educated  to  pen  and  practice,  to  administer  aod 
act;  briefless  Barristers,  chargeleso  Clergy,  taskleas  Scholars, 
laugnishing  in  all  oourt-hooses,  hiding  in  ohaenre  garrets,  besieg- 
ing all  antechambers,  in  passionate  want  of  simply  one  thing, 
Work  ; — ^with  as  many  Half-pay  Officers  of  both  Services,  wear*  . 
ing  themselves  down  in  wretched  tedium,  as  mi^t  lead  an  Em- 
igrant host  larger  than  Xerxes'  was  I  Z«UMz^treand  Halthna 
positively  must  part  company.  Is  it  not  as  if  this  swelling, 
simmering,  never-resting  Eorope  of  ours  stoa4i  ones  mora,  on 
the  verge  of  an  ezpansiOD  without  parallel:  strag^in^  itn^ 
^ing  like  a  mighty  (TM  again  aboatto  bvnira  ^Om  vstenaftj^, 
18 
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lot  forth  broad  frondont  boaghs  «hiah  >roald  fill 

1     A  disease  but  th«  noblest  of  all, — u  of  ker 

nd  sore  trayail,  but  travails  that  she  nutj  be  & 

,  Behold;  there  ia  a  new  Man  bom  ! 

old-Bo^tii,'  exclaims  aa  eloquent  satirical  Qer- 
'     ■  Book  of  hifl,"  '  True  thoa 

M  HeaDwhile  what  portion 

be  bare  ye  actually  tilleil 
How  thiok  Btands  your 
inaa  of  America;  round 
F  Africa  ;  on  both  slopea 
;form  of  Asia  ;  in  Spain, 
rragh  of  Kildare  7  One 
it,  if  you  leod  him  earth, 
Vlaa,  where  now  are  the  - 
[,  itill  expaadiiig  Europe ; 
irrow.  will  enlist  and,  like 


■  Gold-Uofraioi .   M 

'  of  this  inconsiderable 

'  and  delved,  till  it  vill  gra 

'  population  in  the  Pampt 

'  ancient  Carthage,  and  in  tei 

'  of  the  Altaic  chain,  in  the  c 

'  Greece,  Turkey,  Crim  T»rU 

'  man,  in  one  year,  as  I  have  ui 

'  will  feed  himself  and  nine  i 

'  HengstB  and  Alarios  of  our  ati 

'who,  when  tlieir  boiiie  if  grown  too  iiurro 

*  fire-pillars,  guide  onwards  those  superfluous  masses  of  indomit- 

'  able  living  Valour ;  equipped,  not  now  with  the  hattle-axe  and 

<  war'obariot,  but  with  the  steamengine  and  ploughshare!    Where 

'  »re  they  )— Preserving  their  Game  I' 

*  Sartor  ReEartoa,  b.  ill.  c  4. 
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I.  HioHxsT  ChAJSSf  Booksxllie's  Tabtsk. 

Toiter  to  Bookseller. — ^^  The  Aathor  of  Thtfelsdrdckh  is  a  person  of  talent ; 
his  work  displays  here  and  there  some  felicity  of  thought  and  expression, 
considerable  ftiney  and  knowledge:  but  whether  or  not  it  would  take  with 
the  public  seems  doubtful  For  Ajeu  d^ esprit  of  that  kind,  it  is  too  long ;  It 
would  have  suited  better  as  an  essay  or  article  than  as  a  Tolume:  The 
Author  has  no  great  tact :  his  wit  is  frequently  heaTy ;  and  reminds  one  of 
the  German  Baron  who  took  to  leaping  on  tables,  and  answered  that  he  was 
learning  to  be  lively.    Is  the  work  a  translation  ?'' 

Booksdhr  to  Editor. — ^*  Allow  me  to  say  that  such  a  writer  requires  only 
a  little  more  tact  to  produce  a  popular  as  well  as  an  able  work.  Directly 
on  receiving  jour  permission,  I  sent  your  MS.  to  a  gentleman  in  the  highest 
class  of  men  of  letters,  and  an  accomplished  German  scholar ;  I  now  enclose 
you  his  opinion,  which,  you  may  rely  upon  it,  is  a  just  one;  and  I  have  too 
high  an  opinion  of  your  good  sense  to^'  &c.  &c — MS.  {penes  nos)^  London^ 
nth  September^  1831. 

11.  Critic  of  tbe  Sv!f. 

"Fraser's  Magasine  exhibita  the  usual  brilliancy,  and  also  the"  &e. 
'*  Sartor  Resartus  is  what  old  Dennis  used  to  call  ^  a  heap  of  clotted  non- 
sense,' mixed,  however,  here  and  there,  with  passages  marked  by  thought 
and  striking  poetic  vigot»r.  But  what  does  the  writer  mean  by  *  Baphometio 
firC'baptism  ?'  Way  cannot  he  lay  aside  his  pedantry,  and  write  so  as  to 
make  himself  generally  intelligible  »  We  quote  by  way  of  curiosity  a  sen- 
ter.ce  fVom  the  Sartor  Rfsartus;  which  may  be  read  either  backwards  or 
forwanb.  for  it  is  equally  intelligible  cither  way.  Indeed,  by  beginning  at 
the  tail,  an<l  so  working  up  to  the  head,  we  think  the  reader  will  stand  the 
fairest  chance  of  getting  at  its  meaning:  ^ The  fire-bnptiscd  soul,  long  so 
8cathe<l  and  thunder-riven,  here  fi^cU  its  own  fl-ee<lom;  which  fueling  is  its 
Raphoinetic  baptism  :  the  citadel  of  its  whole  kingdom  it  has  thuA  gained 
by  u«*sault.  and  will  keep  inexpugnable ;  outwards  from,  which  the  remain- 
ing dominions,  not  indeed  without  hard  battering^  will  doubtless  by  degreee 
be  conquered  and  pacificated.'  Here  is  a"— ....  —Am  ^^e«tftt^^^«. 
Ajnily  1834. 


III.  North  Asebicas  BBvicwutt. 
.  .  .  .  "  After  a  carefiil  Hurrej  of  the  whole  groand,  our  belief  is  di&i 
no  inch  persons  u  Professor  TeufvUdrflclch  or  Counsellor  HeuBchrecks 
«Tcr  existed ;  that  the  six  Paper-haEia,  willi  their  CbiuadDk  iowrijllloaa  and 
nroltibrioas  content},  ue  b  mere  figine:i*  "'  'he  brain ;  that  the  '  pmmt 
iEditor'  13  the  anl;  person  who  hna  erei  en  upon  the  Fhilosophf  of 

Clothes  ,  imd  that  the  Sarloi  Resarlui  is  ilj  trwtise  that  hu  f  et  ap- 

Jieared  upon  chat  subject; — in  abort,  thai  «bole  account  of  the  origin 

of  the  work  before  as,  itliich  the  snppc  Editor  reUle?  with  90  much 

^avit;,  DQd  of  which  we  hare  giren  a  bn     abstract,  is,  in  plain  En^liih, 

"Wilbout  troubling  our  readers  at  any  great  length  with  our  reuons  for 
•ntertaiuiag  these  suBpiciona,  we  ma;  remark,  that  the  absence  of  all  othar 
information  on  the  sulyect,  except  wliat  is  contained  in  the  work,  is  itself  a 
Dtct  of  a  most  signilicaiil  character.  The  whole  Qerman  press,  as  well  aa 
the  particular  one  where  the  work  purports  to  have  been  prtBtod,  seems 
to  be  under  the  control  of  StilUehireigeii  and  Co*"**-, — Silence  and  Com- 
pany. If  the  Clothes-Philosophy  and  its  Anthor  are  making  so  great  a 
sensation  throughout  Gorronnj  as  is  pretended,  how  happens  it  that  the 
only  notice  we  have  of  the  Rict  is  contained  in  a  few  numbers  of  a  monthly 
Magazine,  published  at  London)  How  happens  it  that  no  intelligeuco 
about  (be  matter  has  come  out  directly  to  this  country!  We  pique  our- 
Mlreshere  in  New  England  upon  knowing  at  least  as  much  of  what  ia  going 
on  in  the  literary  way  in  the  old  Dutch  Mother-bind  ns  our  brethren  of  Ihe 
fhst-anchored  Isle ;  but  thus  tor  we  bave  no  tidings  whatever  of  the  '  exlen- 
UTB  close-printed  close-medilaled  volume.'  which  forma  the  aubject  of  this 
pretended  commentary.  Again,  we  would  respectfully  inquire  of  the  ■  pre- 
sent Editor  upon  what  p^irt  of  the  map  of  Gernuiny  are  we  to  look  fiw  the 
dtyof  WeissnUlilicB, — 'Know-noi-where,' at  which  place  the  work  is  sup- 
posed (0  have  been  jirinled  and  the  Author  to  have  resided.  It  has  been 
onr  fortune  to  visit  several  portions  of  the  Qermn^  lerrilory,  and  to  ex- 
amine protty  careftilly,  at  different  timea  and  for  various  purposes,  maps  of 
the  whole ;  but  we  have  no  recollection  of  any  auch  place.  We  auapect  that 
the  city  of  Kaoir-not-irhete  might  be  called,  with  at  least  as  much  propriety, 
Nobody-kjuufs-Jrhfe,  and  is  to  be  found  in  the  kingdom  of  NsKhere.  Again, 
the  village  of  Eal'pfM,—^  Duck-pond,'  where  the  aupposod  Author  of  the 
wort  is  said  to  have  passed  his  youth,  and  (hat  of  Hinr-rschh^,  where  ha 
had  his  education,  ore  equally  foreign  to  our  geography.  Dnck-ponds 
enough  there  undoubtedly  are  in  almost  every  village  in  Germany,  as  the 


travel  ler  it 


but  any  parlici 


lage  denominated  Duck-pund  is  to  ua  altogelher 

of  the  personages  are  not  less  singular  than  (hose  of  (he  phices.     Who  can 

fe/hdn  frota  a  smile  at  the  yoking  together  of  auch  a  pair  of  appellatives  i|i 


Mtm  tti%  aad  m  deaU  mj  Muk.  wkMhtr  tmj  CkriMaa  panBt  weold 
tbiak  of  «and«nai^  A  MB  to  «an7  ihn^  Ulb  tke  boidm  of  w  BB^lMHBt 
A  titla.  Tkal  of  Couaidlor  Tliiiwilii  iiit.  ni«iJiii|iiiii,  thimgk  Mt  at- 
fimdra,  loohi  mndi  mar*  like  a  idM*  of  fkasj-work  (Iwb  a  'ftlr  bodMM 
tnnMotian.'  Tko  nim  maj  bo  Mid  of  Jh^in*,— Floww  OoddMi,  tbo  h^ 
ToinB  of  O*  fkUo,  ud  M  of  ao  Kit. 

"In  oluirtiOiir  prlnto  o^nioBi^n  wo  kwo  ■T'"**^,  that  thowkolo 
■(017  of  ft  corw^otMionM  irlth  niiiiMiij,  o  anlnni^  of  Nohady-kBOW^ 
Khsr^  a  ProfoMor  4tf  Tkian  in  Gonnol,  «  ConiMlkr  HiMilininni,  m 
FtowM^43oddflM  Blamino,  oad  m  Ibrth,  hM  obovt  m  mook  fbudfttka  Is 
troth,  u  tba  Imta  eiit«rtaiBlBg  aomont  of  Sir  John  HwAePi  dlMortiiM  Ik 
tin  mocHL  Fiotion*  of  this  kind  on^  koworw,  not  oneMnBon,  ond  oo^ 
not,  perhi^«,  to  b«  oondcouied  vith  too  mnok  Mtority ;  bat  wt  an  not  mm 
that  we  can  emdso  the  raise  indulgenoe  in  regaid  to  the  att<aipt  whi«k 
seems  to  be  made  U)  misltad  the  poblio  m  to  the  labatatioe  of  the  work  b*- 
fore  oi,  uid  it«  pretended  Gennan  oripnaL  Both  porport,  a*  wo  havo 
«eea,  to  be  upon  the  anl^eot  of  Clothei,  or  dreo.  Cltlha,  Ik^  OrigiK  mtt 
MHtnte,  ii  the  title  of  the  mppoied  German  treatisa  of  Profenor  TeoftU- 
drSokh,  and  the  rather  odd  nam*  of  8mta*  Bttmttui,-~4h.t  Tailor  Patehed, 
— whioh  the  preient  Editor  has  affixed  to  hii  pretended  eooimenlarf,  m«m 
to  look  the  sraw  war-  Bntthoo^  therelRagooddnlof  TCmarfc  tkrwo^ 
out  the  work  in  a  half-serious,  half-comlo  i^Ie  npoB  drea,  it  Mam  to  be  im 
realitj  a  treatise  upon  the  great  science  of  Things  la  Oenttal,  whioh  Ten- 
fUsdrMkh  is  sapposed  to  hare  profeiMd  at  the  onim^T  of  Nobodj-knowa- 
where.  Nov,  withont  Intending  to  adopt  a  too  rigid  ataadard  tf  moral^ 
we  own  that  we  doubt  a  little  the  propriety  of  offering  to  the  [mbilo  a  tr(»> 
tise  on  Thioge  in  General,  under  the  name  and  in  tike  tbrm  of  an  E*H7  «■ 
Drees.  For  omaolTca,  adTsneed  as  we  unfortnnatal;  are  in  th*  Joniuflf  of 
life,  far  beyond  the  period  when  drcM  i*  praotieallj  a  matter  of  intetM^ 
we  have  no  hetitation  in  Mjing  that  the  real  sul^ect  of  the  work  Is  to  a* 
more  atlraotire  than  the  oatendble  one.  Bat  this  is  probablj  not  th*  oaM 
wllh  the  mam  of  readen.  To  tb«  jonnger  portion  of  the  coonmimi^. 
which  constitutes  vrwrj  where  the  Tcry  great  majority,  the  nit))eot  of  droM 
Is  one  of  Intense  and  paramount  Importance.  An  anthor  who  tieata  It  k^ 
peels,  like  the  poet,  to  the  jaiing  men  and  maidens — rirgvutu  fmtriifM,— 
and  calls  upon  than  bj  all  the  motives  which  habitnallj  operate  most 
Mronglj  upon  Ibeir  fceUng*  to  bo;  his  book.  When,  after  otwalng  their 
pnisa  fbr  this  pnrpoae,  th<7  hare  earrled  home  the  work  la  trinm^k^ox- 
P*eting  to  flad  in  It  •one  parlicalar  taitraette  \b  T«v■&^M^«^^>i^*■' 


their  ncokclotlis,  or  the  oat  of  their  coracU,  onJ  meet  with  Dothlng  IwHar 
thaa  a  dissertation  OD Things  in  General,  th^  irill,— to  use  th^mildeM  term, 
— not  b(^  in  mj  good  homour.  If  the  l>3t  improTemenls  in  IcgislstioD, 
"Which  we  hjLTe  made  in  this  cauntry,  should  hnie  found  their  ws;  to  Eng- 
land, the  UDthor  no  think  would  atuid  Beme  ch&Dfe  of  being  XyncAnC 
Whether  his  ol^Mt  in  this  piece  oT  svperchme  be  merelj  (lectiniary  profit, 
or  whether  he  takea  a  malidoas  pleasure  '  uJiiiog  the  Dandies,  we  aball 
not  undertake  to  ny.  In  th«  latter  part  <  le  work,  he  devotea  a  leiwrata 
chapter  to  this  claH  of  peraoos,  trom  the  nr  of  which  we  ihoaM  be  di» 
posed  to  conclude  that  he  would  <x>niidei  au/  mode  of  diTcsting  them  of 
their  property  rer;  much  in  the  nature  of  a  spoiling  of  the  Egyptians. 

"  The  only  thing  about  the  work,  tending  to  prove  that  It  is  what  It  pur- 
ports CO  be.  a  oommenlary  on  a  real  German  treatjse,  is  the  style,  whioh  is 
•  sort  of  Bahyloiiiah  dialect,  not  deatituta,  it  is  true,  of  richness,  ligoor, 
and  at  times  a  sort  of  aiogular  felicity  of  eipression,  but  rery  strongly 
tiuged  throughout  with  the  peculiar  idiom  of  the  Ocmian  language.  Tbia 
ijuality  ill  thu  style,  however,  may  be  a  mere  result  of  a  great  fhmiliarily 
with  German  literature,  and  we  cannot,  therefore,  took  upon  it  as  in  itself 
deeialTe,  still  less  as  outweighing  bo  much  eiidenca  of  an  opposite  character." 
— North  Ameruxm  Sevien,  No.  89,  Oaaber,  1835. 


IV.  New-Esglakd  EniToaa. 

"  The  Editors  have  been  induced,  by  the  expressed  desire  of  many  per- 
•ODs,  \a  collect  the  fallowing  sheets  out  of  the  ephemeral  pttmphlets*  in 
which  they  Qrst  appeared,  under  the  conviction  that  they  contain  in  them- 
selves the  a'aurance  of  a  longer  date. 

"  The  Editors  have  no  eipectalian  that  this  little  Work  will  have  a  sud- 
den and  general  popularity.  They  will  not  undertake,  as  there  is  no  need, 
to  Justify  the  gay  costaine  in  which  the  Author  delights  to  dress  his 
thoughta,  or  the  German  idioms  with  which  he  has  sportively  sprinkled  his 
pages.  It  is  his  humour  to  advance  the  gravest  speculations  upon  the  gravest 
topics  in  a  quaint  and  burlesque  slyie.  If  his  maequerade  otiend  any  of 
his  audience,  to  that  degree  that  they  will  not  hear  what  he  has  to  ssy,  it 
may  chanco  to  draw  others  to  listen  to  his  wudom  ;  and  what  work  of  im- 
agination can  hope  to  please  all  1  But  we  will  venture  to  remark  that  the 
distaste  excited  by  these  peculiarities  in  some  readers  is  greatest  at  first,  and 
is  soon  Ibi^tlen ;  and  that  the  foreign  dress  and  aspect  of  the  Work  are 
quite  superficial,  and  cover  a  genuine  Saxon  heart.  We  believe,  no  book 
\aa  been  published  fbr  many  years,  written  in  a  more  sincere  style  of 
idiomatic  English,  or  which  discovers  an  equal  mastery  over  all  the  riches 
of  the  IftUguage.    The  Author  makes  ample  amends  for  the  occasional  eo- 

*  "  FiaHr*!  (LoadoBj  HafuLae.  IBI3-4." 


TBflrriMONIBB  OF  AtrTHOBS. 


omMfbbj  «f  Ui  pmhaM,  not  oalj  Ij  frtqnml  tNunli  «f  p«M  mlwuki 
bvllij  the  wil  aad  MBM  wUek  Bfffcr  Ikil  him. 

"  But  whui  will  chiefly  oonmid  the  Book  to  the  lilw wning  awidwp  h  tfct 
meniftit  dMign  of  the  work,  which  if,  e  Critidm  iqpoa  the  Spiftfc  of  the 
Agc^— we  had  almoit  Mid,  of  the  hour,  in  which  we  lire ;  eihihhiiig  in  the 
moot  Jut  end  norel  li^t  the  preeent  liipeeli  of  RcUgioiiy  PoUlIci^  LitiM- 
toreyAiti,  end  Social  UlbL  Under  all  hie  faiefy  the  Writer  hM  an  eanMil 
meaning^  and  disoorcri  an  inal^t  into  the  ■anIfhW  wanta  and  tcndcneiea 
of  human  natore^  which  ia  tcvj  rare  among  our  popular  asthon.  The 
philanthropy  and  the  pmity  of  moral  acntiment^  which  impire  the  wori^ 
will  And  their  way  to  the  heart  of  erery  lorer  of  Tirtne."— JV|^/e  Av- 
tor  Biuartus:  Bost9fi^  1834, 1837. 
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CHAPTER    I. 

PRELIMINARY. 

Considering  our  present  advanced  state  of  caltnre,  and  how 
the  Torch  of  Science  has  now  been  brandished  and  borne  abont, 
with  more  or  less  effect,  for  five  thousand  years  and  upwards ; 
how,  in  these  times  especially,  not  only  the  Torch  still  bums,  and 
perhaps  more  fiercely  than  ever,  but  innumerable  Rust-lights, 
and  Sulphur-mat<?hc3,  kindled  thereat,  are  also  glancing  in  every 
direction,  so  that  not  the  smallest  cranny  or  doghole  in  Nature 
or  Art  can  remain  un illuminated. — it  might  strike  the  reflective 
mind  with  some  surprise  that  hitherto  little  or  nothing  of  a  fun- 
damental character,  whether  in  the  way  of  Philosophy  or  History, 
has  been  written  on  the  subject  of  Clothes. 

Our  Theory  of  Gravitation  is  as  good  as  perfect :  Lagrange,  it 
iH  well  known,  has  proved  that  the  Planetary  System,  on  this 
scheme,  will  endure  for  ever  ;  Laplace,  still  more  cunningly,  even 
guesses  that  it  could  not  have  been  made  on  any  other  scheme. 
Whereby,  at  least,  our  nautical  Logbooks  can  be  better  kept ; 
and  water-transport  of  all  kinds  has  grown  more  commodious. 
Of  Geology  and  Geognosy  we  know  enough :  what  with  the 
labours  of  our  Werners  and  Huttons,  what  with  the  ardent 
genius  of  their  disciples,  it  has  come  about  that  now,  to  many  a 
Royal  Society,  the  Creation  of  a  W^orld  is  little  more  mysterious 
than  the  cooking  of  a  Dumpling ;  concerning  which  last,  indeed, 
there  have  been  minds  to  whom  the  question.  How  the  Appl:s 
icere  got  ia,  presented  difficulties.     Why  mention  our  dis(iui.'«L- 

2 


tioDE  ou  tko  Social  Contract,  on  ttio  Standard  of  Taste,  on  the 
Migrations  of  the  Hcrriug  ?  Then,  have  wo  not  a  Doctriue  of 
Rent,  a  Theory  of  Value  ;  PLiloBOphieB  of  Language,  of  History, 
of  Pottery,  of  Apparitions,  of  Intoxicating  Liquors?  Man 'a 
whole  life  and  environment  have  been  laid  open  and  elucidated ; 
Scarcely  a  fragment,  or  hbro  of  his  Soul,  Body,  and  Posseaeions, 
but  lioB  been  probed,  disaected,  diBtillad,  deaiocated,  and  scientifi- 
caJly  decomposed  ;  our  spiritual  Facultica,  of  which  it  appears 
lliere  are  not  a  few,  have  tbcir  Stewarts,  Consina,  Eojer  Col- 
tarda :  every  cellular,  vascular,  muscular  Tbeuc  glories  in  its 
Jjawrences,  Majendiea,  Bichftte. 

How,  then,  comes  it,  may  the  reflective  mind  repeat,  that  the 
grand  Tisano  of  all  Tiaanao,  the  osiy  real  TisBae,  Bhotild  haTe  been 
quite  overlooked  by  Soienoe, — the  veBturalTiBBne,aam«ly,  of  wool- 
len or  other  olotb ;  whloh  Hui'i  Soul  weari  u  ita  ontmort  wrap- 
puge  and  overall ;  wherein  hie  whole  other  TiiBiiee  are  isoloded 
and  acreened.  his  whole  Faculties  worlc,  his  whole  Self  lives,  movefi, 
and  has  its  being  ?  For  if,  now  and  then,  some  atragjrlinj^  brn- 
ken-winged  thinker  has  cast  an  onl'g  ghince  into  thia  obscure 
rngion,  the  most  have  soared  over  it  altogether  heedless;  regard- 
ing Clothes  as  a  property,  not  an  aeeidcnt.  as  quite  natural  and 
spontaneous,  like  the  leaves  of  trees,  like  the  plumage  of  birda. 
In  all  speculations  they  have  tacitly  figured  man  as  a  CltilAnl 
Animal;  whereas  ho  is  by  nature  a  JS'alcnl  Aiiiina! ;  and  only  in 
certain  circumslanees,  by  purpose  and  device,  masks  himself  in 
Clothes.  Shakspeare  says,  we  are  creatures  that  look  beforu 
and  after ;  the  more  surpriaing  that  we  do  not  look  round  a  little, 
and  sec  what  is  passing  under  our  lory  eyes. 

But  here,  as  in  so  many  other  cases,  Germany,  learned,  inde- 
fatigable, deep -thinking  Qerm any  comes  to  our  aid.  Iti^afici 
all,  a  blcasiog  that  m  these  revolutionary  times  there  should  bo 
one  country  where  abstract  Thought  can  still  take  shelter  ;  that 
while  the  din  and  freuzj  of  Catholic  1  wancipationa,  and  Rotten 
Boroughs,  aud  Uevclts  of  Pans  dcafin  e^erv  French  and  every 
English  oar,  the  Gtrmin  cin  stand  peaceful  on  his  scientiHi; 
watch-tower  ;  and,  to  the  raging,  struggling  multitude  here  and 
elsewhere,  solemnly,  from  hour  to  hour,  with  jircparatnry  blast 
•f  cowhorD,  emit  his  Horel   ihr  Herren  vnil  taftet  Eiic/i  sagfii : 
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in  other  words,  tell  the  Universe,  which  so  often  forgets  that  fiict, 
what  o'clock  it  really  is.  Not  nnfrequently  the  Qenoana  have 
been  blamed  for  an  unprofitable  diligence ;  as  if  they  struck  into 
devious  courses,  where  nothing  was  to  be  had  but  the  toil  of  a 
rough  journey ;  as  if^  forsaking  the  gold-mines  of  Finance,  and 
that  political  slaughter  of  fat  oxen  whereby  a  man  himself  grows 
fat,  they  were  apt  to  run  goose-hunting  into  re^ons  of  bilberries 
and  crowberries,  and  be  swallowed  up  at  last  in  remote  poat-boga. 
Of  that  unwise  science,  whTch,  as  our  Humorist  expresses  it, 

'  By  geomctrio  scale 
Doth  take  the  size  of  pots  of  ale ;' 

Btill  more,  of  that  altogether  misdirected  industry,  which  is  seen 
vigorously  enough  thrashing  more  straw,  there  can  nothing  de- 
fensive be  said.  In  so  far  as  the  Germans  are  chargeable  with 
£Euuh,  let  them  take  the  consequence.  Nevertheless  be  it  re- 
marked, that  even  a  Russian  steppe  has  tumuli  and  gold  oma- 
incuts ;  also  many  a  scene  that  looks  desert  and  rook-bound  from 
the  distance,  will  unfold  itself,  when  \isited,  into  rare  valleys. 
Nay,  in  any  case,  would  Criticism  erect  nota>nly  finger-posts  and 
turnpikes,  but  spiked  gates  and  impassible  barriers,  for  the  mind 
of  man  ?  It  is  written,  *  Many  shall  run  to  and  fro,  and  know- 
ledge shall  be  increased.'  Surely  the  plain  rule  is,  Let  each  con- 
siderate person  have  his  way,  and  see  what  it  will  lead  to.  For 
not  this  man  and  that  man,  but  all  men  make  up  mankind,  and 
their  united  tasks  the  task  of  mankind.  How  often  have  we 
been  pome  such  adventurous,  and  perhaps  much-censured  wan- 
<1erer  light  on  some  outlying,  neglected,  yet  vitally  momentous 
proviuee ;  the  hidden  treasures  of  which  he  first  discovered,  and 
kept  proclaiming  till  the  general  eye  and  effort  were  directed 
tliithcr.  and  the  conquest  was  completed  ; — thereby,  in  these  his 
tfceiiiiugly  so  aimless  rambles,  planting  new  standards,  founding 
new  habitable  colonics,  in  the  immeasurable  circumambient  realm 
i»f  Nothingness  and  Night?  Wise  man  was  he  who  counselled 
that  Speculation  should  have  free  course,  and  look  fearlessly  to- 
wards all  the  thirty-two  points  of  the  compass,  whithersoever  and 
howsoever  it  listed. 


Perhaps  it  is  proof  of  the  stinted  condition  in  which  pure 
Science,  espeoi&lly  pure  moral  Scienco,  laoguiaLes  among  oB  Eng- 
lish ;  aod  how  onr  mercantile  greatness,  and  invaluable  Coneti- 
tutioQ,  impreesing  a  political  or  other  immediately  practical  t«n- 

deacy  on  all  fiagUsh  culture  and  endeavour,  cramps  the  free 
flight  of  Thought,— that  ihie,  not  Philosophy  of  Clothes,  but  re- 
cognition even  that  we  bare  no  such  Philosophy,  stands  here  for 
the  first  time  published  in  our  language.  What  Engiish  intellect 
could  have  chosen  soch  a  topic,  or  by  chance  stumbled  on  it^ 
3ut  for  that  same  unshackled,  and  even  aequeat«rcd  condition  of 
the  German  Iiearned,  nliich  permits  and  iuduccs  them  to  fish  in 
all  manner  of  waters,  with  all  mnuner  of  DCts,  it  seems  probable 
enough,  this  abatmso  Inquiry  might,  in  spite  of  the  resnlts  it 
leads  to.  have  continued  dormant  for  indefinite  periods.  The  Edi- 
tor of  those  sheets,  though  otherwise  boasting  himself  a  man  of 
confirmed  speculative  habits,  and  j>erhaps  discursive  enough,  is 
free  to  confess,  that  never,  till  these  last  months,  did  the  above 
very  plain  considerations,  on  our  total  want  of  a  Philosophy  of 
Clothes,  occur  to  him  ;  and  then,  by  quite  foreign  suggestion.  By 
the  arrival,  namely,  of  a  new  Book  from  Professor  TeufelsdrOckli 
of  Weissnichtwo ;  treating  expressly  of  this  subject ;  and  in  a 
style  which,  whether  understood  or  not.  could  not  even  by  the 
blindest  be  overlooked.  In  tiie  present  Editor's  way  of  tliought. 
this  remarkable  Treatise,  with  its  Doctrines,  whether  as  judicially 
acceded  to,  or  judicially  denied,  has  not  remained  without  efl'eot 

'  Die  Kkider,  ikr  [■Verii'-.n  vml  Whki-a  (Clothes,  tlieir  Origin 
'and  Influence):  von  D'tog.  TeufilsdrOrkh,  J.  U.  B.  €k.  Still- 
'  schKfigen  uitd  CC"'^        Wdssn.i'-hlwv,  1831, 

'  Here,'  says  the  WensHichtiFo'srhe  Anzeigee,  '  couios  a  Volume 
'  of  that  extensive,  eiose-printed,  elose-meditatcd  sort,  which  be  it 
'spoken  with  pride,  is  seen  only  in  Germany,  perhaps  only  in 
'  Weissnichtwo,  Issuing  from  the  hitherto  irreproachable  Firm 
'  of  Stillschweigen  and  Company,  with  every  esternal  further- 
'  ance,  it  is  of  such  internal  quality  as  to  set  Neglect  at  de. 
'  fiance.'  •  •  •  •  'A  work,'  concludes  the  well  nigh  enthusias- 
tic Reviewer, '  interesting  alike  to  tlie  antiquary,  the  historian, 
'  and  the  philosophic  thinker ;  a  masterpiece  of  boldness,  lynx- 
■ejed  acuteness,  and  rugged  independent  Germanism  and  Phi 
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'  lanthropy  (derben  Kemdeutschheit  und  MenschenUM) ;  whioh 
<  not,  assuredly,  pass  current  without  opposition  in  high  plaoes  | 
'  but  must  and  will  exalt  the  almost  new  name  of  TeufelsdrOokh 
^  to  the  first  rank  of  Philosophy,  in  our  Oerman  Temple  of 
*  Honour.' 

Mindful  of  old  friendship,  the  distinguished  Professor,  in  this 
the  first  blaze  of  his  fame,  which  however  does  not  daule  him. 
Bends  hither  a  Presentation-copy  of  his  Book ;  with  compliments 
and  encomiums  which  modesty  forbids  the  present  Editor  to  re- 
hearse ;  yet  without  indicated  wish  or  hope  of  any  kind,  except 
what  may  be  implied  in  the  concluding  phrase :  Mdchie  es  (thiB 
remarkable  Treatise)  auch  im  Briitischen  Bodm  gedeihen! 
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If  for  a  gpecuiative  man,  '  n^oae  needfield/  in  ike  snbllme 
words  of  the  Poet,  'is  Time,'  no  coni^ucst  ia  important  but  tliat 
of  new  ideas,  then  might  the  nrrival  of  Proftiseor  Teufeladrdckh'a 
JBook  be  marked  with  cliulk  in  the  Editor's  calendar.  It  is  iq- 
deed  an  'extensive  Volume,' of  boundless,  almost  formless  con- 
tcDtfl,  a  verj  Sea  of  Thought ;  neither  oalm  nor  elear,  if  joa 
will ;  yet  wherein  the  toughest  peul-diver  may  dive  to  Us  utmost 
depth,  and  return  not  only  with  sea-wreck  but  with  true  orients. 

Directly  on  the  first  jwruwal,  almost  on  tbo  first  ilelibonilo  iu- 
epectiou,  it  became  apparent  that  here  a  quite  new  Draiit'li  of 
Philosophy,  Itadiug  to  as  yet  uiidescried  ulterior  results,  was  dis- 
closed; farther,  what  seemed  scarcely  less  interesting,  a  fpiile 
new  human  Individuality,  an  almost  unesampled  personal  charai.-- 
ter,  that,  namely,  of  Professor  TeufelsdriJckL  the  Discloser.     Of 
botli  which  novelties,  a's  far  lis  might  bo  possible,  we  resolved  lo 
master  the  Bigiiificance.     But  as  man  is  cmplialically  a  Pro.-icly- 
tisiug  creature  no  sooner  was  such  mastery  even  fairly  attempted 
than  th    new  juest  on     rose     IIow  m  ^ht  th  s  ac  ju  red  g    d  1 
1  nparted  to  oth  rs  p  rl  aps   n     |ub1  n  cd  thcr     f     1    w  ci  ul  1  tl 
PL  I      phj  of  Clothes      Qd  tl  e  Author    f       1    PI  los  pi       1 
brought  Lome    m  auj    neasure   t     the   bu    n         i   d  1       ms     f 
our  own  Lngl   h  nation '     For    fi   wgtgld    s    idtol 
tht  poiketa  1 11   t  be  east  forth  int     c  rculat  on       ucl    n    r 
now  T  utL 

H  re  however  d  fficult  cs  oeeurre  1      The  first  tl  o  J  t  n  t 
rillj  wa    to  I    11    h  \rt    I    aft  r  Vrt  cl    on  tl  s  r  i  irl    H    \    1 
u    c    n    uch  w  1  1>      culnt  n;,  C    t     1   T  ur     I    i      !      Ill 
ngit  htanlcnnct   W  tl      r  ly     n    j    r  !o  e  p        r 
tt      But  on  th    other  hand      as   t  not  tl  ar  th-kt  su  1  u  att  r  us 
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must  here  bo  revealed  and  treated  of  might  endanger  the  Circu- 
lation of  any  Journal  extant  ?  If,  indeed,  the  whole  parties  of 
the  State  could  have  been  abolished,  Whig,  Tory,  and  Radical, 
embracing  in  discrepant  union ;  and  the  whole  Journals  of  the 
Nation  could  have  been  jumbled  into  one  Journal,  and  the  Phi- 
losophy of  Clothes  poured  forth  in  incessant  torrents  therefrom, 
ilie  attempt  had  seemed  possible.  But,  alas,  what  vehicle  of  that 
hort  have  we,  except  Fraser's  Magazine  f  A  vehicle  all  strewed 
(figuratively  speaking)  with  the  maddest  Waterloo-Crackers,  ex- 
ploding distractively  and  destructively,  wheresoever  the  mystified 
jtas.senger  stands  or  sits  ;  nay,  in  any  case,  understood  to  be.  of 
late  years,  a  vehicle  full  to  overflowing,  and  inexorably  shut! 
B(>«<ides.  to  state  Uie  Philosophy  of  Clothes  without  the  Philoso- 
pher, the  ideas  of  TeufclsdrOckh  without  something  of  his  per- 
sonality, was  it  not  to  insure  both  of  entire  misapprehension  1 
Now  for  Biography,  had  it  been  otherwise  admissible,  there  woro 
no  adequate  documents,  no  hope  of  obtaining  such,  but  rather, 
owing  to  circumKtances.  a  special  despair.  Thus  did  the  Editor 
see  himself,  for  the  while,  shut  out  from  all  public  utterance 
of  these  extraordinary  Doctrines,  and  constrained  to  revolve 
tlieiu,  not  without  disquietude,  in  the  dark  depths  of  his  own 
mind. 

So  had  it  lasted  for  some  months ;  and  now  the  Volume  on 
Clothes,  read  and  again  read,  was  in  several  points  becouiiu^ 
lucid  and  lucent ;  the  personality  of  its  Author  more  and  more 
surprising,  but,  in  spite  of  all  that  memory  and  conjecture  could 
do.  more  and  more  enigmatic ;  whereby  the  old  disquietudo 
srenieJ  fust  settling  into  fixed  discontent, — when  altogether  un- 
expectedly arrives  a  Lett^T  from  llerr  Ilofrath  licuschreckc,  our 
ProffSBor's  chief  friend  and  associate  in  Weissniehtwo,  with 
whom  we  had  not  previously  corresponded.  The  liofrath,  after 
nuieh  quite  extraneous  matter,  began  dilating  largely  on  the 
•;ipration  and  attention' "which  the  Philosophy  of  Clothes  was 
exciting  in  its  own  German  Jlopuhlie  of  Letters ;  on  the  deep 
significance  and  tendency  of  his  Friend's  Volume ;  and  then,  at 
length,  witii  great  circumlocution,  hinted  at  the  practicability  of 
conveying  *some  knowledge  of  it,  and  of  him.  to  England,  and 
through  England  to  the  distant  West:'    a  Work  on  Profesfstir 


a  SARTOR  RESARTOS. 

TenfeMrOckh  'weio  undoubtedly  welcomo  to  tLo  Family,  tb^ 
'  National^  or  any  other  of  those  patriotic  Libraries,  at  present  ths: 
'  glory  of  British  Literature  j'  might  work  revolutions  in  Thought ; 
and  so  forth ; — In  ooncluaion,  intimating  not  obscurely,  that  should 
the  present  Editor  feel  disposed  to  undertake  a.  Biography  of 
T(;ufcLjilrOckh,  he,  Hofrath  HcuBchrecke,  had  it  in  hia  power  to 
furnish  the  requisite  Documents. 

As  in  some  chemical  mixture,  that  haa  stood  long  evaporating, 
but  would  not  crystallisej  instantly  vhcn  tbo  wire  or  other  fixed 
Eubstanco  is  introduced,  crystallisation  oouuneucca,  and  rapidly 
proceeds  till  the  whole  is  finished,  so  was  it  with  the  Editor's 
mind  and  this  ofier  of  Henschrecke's.  Form  rose  out  of  void 
Bolution  and  discontinuity  ;  like  united  itself  with  like  iu  definite 
umiugement :  and  soon  either  in  actual  vision  and  possession,  or 
ID  fixed  reasonable  hope,  the  image  of  the  whole  Enterprise  h&d 
shaped  itself,  so  to  apeak,  into  a  solid  mass.  Cautiously  yet 
courageously,  through  the  twopenny  post,  application  to  the  famed 
redoubtable  Oliver  Yorke  was  uow  made  :  an  interview,  iuler- 
viuws  with  that  singular  man  have  lakeu  place  ;  with  more  of 
asHurauce  on  our  side,  with  less  of  satire  (at  least  of  open  satire) 
on  hia,  than  we  anticipated  ; — for  the  rest,  with  such  issue  as 
is  uow  visible.  As  to  thoiso  same  '  patriotic  iiiraWcs,' (he  IIo- 
frath's  couusol  could  ouly  bo  viewed  with  silent  amazement ;  but 
with  bis  offer  of  Documents  we  joyfully  aud  almost  instautaiie- 
ously  closed.  Thus,  too,  in  the  sure  espectatiou  of  these,  wo 
already  see  our  task  begun  ;  and  this  our  Sarlor  Resaiius,  which 
is  properly  a  ■  Life  and  Opinions  of  Ilerr  Teuft^lsdrockli,'  hourly 
advancing. 

Of  our  fitness  for  the  Enterprise,  to  which  wc  have  such  title 
and  vocation,  it  were  piirhaps  uninteresting  to  say  more.  Let  the 
British  reader  study  and  enjoy,  in  simplicity  of  heart,  what  is 
here  presented  him,  aud  with  whatever  metaphysical  ncuiucu.  and 
talent  for  Meditation  he  is  possessed  of.  Let  him  wtrivc  to  keep 
a  free,  open  souse  ;  cleared  from  the  mists  of  I'rcjudiee,  above  all 
from  the  paralysis  of  Cant;  and  directed  rather  to  the  Book 
itself  than  to  the  Editor  of  the  Book.     Who  or  what  such  Editor 
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may  be,  must  remain  conjectural,  and  even  insignificant  :*  it  is  a 
voice  publishing  tidings  of  the  Philosophy  of  Clothes ;  undoubt- 
edly a  Spirit  addressing  Spirits:  whoso  hath  ears  let  him  hear. 

On  one  other  point  the  Editor  thinks  it  needful  to  give  warn- 
ing :  namely,  that  he  is  animated  with  a  true  though  perhaps  a 
feeble  attachment  to  the  Institutions  of  our  Ancestors ;  and 
minded  to  defend  these,  according  to  ability,  at  all  hazards ;  nay, 
it  was  partly  with  a  view  to  such  defence  that  he  engaged  in  tlus 
undertaking.  To  stem,  or  if  that  be  impossible,  profitably  to 
divert  the  current  of  Innovation,  such  a  Volume  as  Teufels- 
drOckh's,  if  cunningly  planted  down,  were  no  despicable  pile,  or 
floodgate,  in  the  Logical  wear. 

For  the  rest,  be  it  no  wise  apprehended,  that  any  personal  con- 
nexion of  ours  with  Teufelsdrdckh,  Heuschrecke,  or  this  Philo- 
isophy  of  Clothes,  can  pervert  our  judgment,  or  sway  us  to  exten- 
uate or  exaggerate.  Powerless,  we  venture  to  promise,  are  those 
])rivate  Compliments  themselves.  Grateful  they  may  well  be ; 
us  generous  illusions  of  friendship  ;  as  fair  mementos  of  bygone 
unions,  of  those  nights  and  suppers  of  the  Gods,  when  lapped 
in  the  symphonies  and  harmonies  of  Philosophic  Eloquence, 
though  with  baser  accompaniments,  the  present  Editor  revelled 
in  that  feast  of  reason,  never  since  vouchsafed  him  in  so  full  mea- 
ure !  But  what  then  ?  Amicus  Plato,  magis  arnica  Veritas ; 
TeufelsdrOckh  is  our  friend.  Truth  is  our  divinity.  In  our  his- 
torical and  critical  capacity,  we  hope  we  are  strangers  to  all  the 
world  ;  have  feud  or  favour  with  no  one, — save  indeed  the  Devil, 
with  whom,  as  with  the  Prince  of  Lies  and  Darkness,  we  do  at 
all  times  wage  internecine  war.  This  assurance,  at  an  epoch 
when  Puffery  and  Quackery  have  reached  a  height  unexampled 
in  the  annals  of  mankind,  and  even  English  Editors,  like  Chinese 
Shopkeepers,  must  write  on  their  door-lintels.  No  cheating  here, — 
we  thought  it  good  to  premise. 

*  With  us  eren  he  still  commiinicatcs  in  some  sort  of  mask,  or  muffler : 
and,  ire  have  reason  to  think,  under  a  feigned  name ! — O.  Y. 
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CHAPTER    III. 


BEMITTISCEirCZS. 


To  tlie  Autbor'B  private  circle  the  appearance  of  this  Bingular 
Work  oil  Clothea  must  have  oocuBioned  little  tes^s  sarprise  than  it 
has  to  the  rest  of  tht  world.  For  ouraelvea,  at  least,  few  things 
have  been  more  unespectod.  Profesaor  Tcufolsdrtickh,  at  the  pe- 
riod of  our  acquaintuiioe  with  him,  seemed  it)  lead  a  quite  still 
and  self-ooDtaiDed  life :  a  man  devoted  to  the  higher  PhQoso- 
phies,  indeed ;  yet  more  likely,  if  he  pnhliahed  ht  all,  to  publish 
a  Refutation  of  Hopel  and  Uurdili,  totb  of  whom,  strangely 
enough,  he  included  under  a  common  ban  ;  than  to  descend,  as 
he  hat"  here  done,  into  the  angry  noisy  Furaui,  wilh  an  Argumout 
that  cannot  but  exasperate  and  divide.  Not,  that  we  can  reniera- 
ber,  was  the  I'hilosopliy  of  ClotJios  onee  touched  upon  bctwoon 
us.  If  through  the  liigh,  Kileut,  meditative  Transccudoutalism 
of  our  Friend  we  dotoetod  anj'  prattital  tcudcni-y  whatever,  it 
was  at  moat  I'ulitical,  and  towardsi  a  certain  prospuetive.  and  for 
the  present  i]uit«  speculative,  lladicalisni ;  as  indeed  some  corres- 
pondence, on  his  part,  with  Hcrr  Okcn  of  Jena  was  now  and  iheu 
suspected ;  though  his  i^peoia!  contributions  to  the  Inis  eouUI 
never  bo  more  than  surmised  at  Hut,  at  all  events,  nothinj; 
Moral,  still   less  any  thing  Didactico-Keligious,  was  looked  for 

Well  do  we  recollect  the  last  words  he  spoke  in  our  hearing  , 
which  indeed,  with  the  Night  they  wore  uttered  in,  are  to  he  for 
ever  remembered.  Lifting  his  huge  tumbler  of  Giiks.'1'k.'  and 
for  a  moment  lowering  liis  tobaceo-pipo,  lie  stood  up  in  full  coffee- 
house (it  was  Zum  Griinc-i  Ganse,  the  largest  in  Weissnichtwo, 
where  all  the  Virtuosity,  and  nearly  all  the  Int-elleet,  of  the  place 

•  Gukguk  19  unhappily  only  an  ncaJciuicuI— tccr. 
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assembled  of  an  evening);  and  there,  with  low,  soul-stirring 
tone,  and  the  look  truly  of  an  angel,  though  whether  of  a  whito 
or  of  a  black  one  might  be  dubious,  proposed  this  toast:  Die 
Stwhe  fkr  Armenin  Gottes  vnd  Teufds  Namen  (The  Cause  of  the 

Vkyot  in  Heaven's  name  and 's) !     One  full  shout,  breaking 

the  leaden  silence ;  then  a  gurgle  of  innumerable  emptying 
buin'pcrS;  again  followed  by  universal  cheering,  returned  him  loud 
a<'c1aim.  It  was  the  finale  of  the  night :  resuming  their  pipes  ; 
in  the  highest  enthusiasm,  amid  volumes  of  tobacco-smoke ;  tri- 
u  in  pi  I  ant,  cloudcapt  without  and  within,  the  assembly  broke  up, 
(*acli  to  his  thoughtful  pillow.  Bleibt  dork  ein  echter  Spass-und 
(hilf^rnrof^eL  said  several ;  meaning  thereby  that,  one  day,  he 
would  probably  be  hanged  for  his  democratic  sentiments.  Wo 
st>H-t  dtr  Srhalk  ?  adde<l  they,  looking  round  :  but  TeufelsdrOckh 
lind  retired  by  private  alleys,  and  the  Compiler  of  these  pages 
boliold  him  no  more. 

In  such  scenes  has  it  been  our  lot  to  live  with  this  Philosopher, 
siu-h  estimate  to  form  of  his  purposes  and  powers.  And  yet, 
tlioii  brave  Teuft*lsdrOckh,  who  could  tell  what  lurked  in  thee  ? 
Tender  tliose  thick  locks  of  thine,  so  long  and  lank,  overlapping 
rodf-wisc  tbe  gravest  face  we  ever  in  this  world  saw,  there  dwelt  a 
most  busy  brain.  In  thy  eyes  too,  deep  under  their  shaggy 
brows,  and  looking  out  so  still  and  dreamy,  hav^  we  not  noticed 
fleams  of  an  etiiercal  or  else  a  dial)o1io  fire,  and  half  fancied  that 
tlK'ir  stillness  was  but  the  rest  of  infinite  motion,  the  sleep  of  a 
spinning  top?  Thy  little  figure,  there  as,  in  loose,  ill-brushed, 
tliroadbaro  habiliments,  thou  sattest,  amid  litter  and  luml)er, 
wli(»le  days,  to  '  think  and  smoke  tobacco,*  held  in  it  a  mighty 
luart.  The  socrct.s  of  man's  Life  were  laid  open  to  thee;  thou 
^:awost  into  the  mystery  of  the  Universe,  farther  than  another  ; 
thou  hadst  in  -petto  thy  remarkable  Volume  on  Clothes.  Nay, 
was  there  not  in  that  clear  logically-founded  Transcendentalism 
of  thine:  still  more,  in  thy  mock,  silent,  doepseated  Sansculot- 
ti.<m,  combined  with  a  true  princely  (Courtesy  of  inward  nature, 
the  visible  rudinieuts  of  such  speculation  ?  But  great  men  are  too 
often  unknown,  or  what  is  worse,  misknown.  Already,  when  we 
tlroanuMl  not  of  it,  the  warp  of  thy  remarkable  \'olume  lay  on  th«* 
loom;  and  silently,  mysterious  shuttles  were  putting  in  the  woof 


How  tbe  Hofrath  Heuschrecke  is  to  furniali  biographicsl  6*U, 

in  this  case,  may  bo  a  curioaa  question ;  the  answer  of  which, 
liowever,  ia  happllj-  uot  onr  couoern,  but  hit*.  To  ns  it  appeared, 
nfter  repeated  triiil,  that  in  Weiaanichlwo,  from  the  arcUiTes  or 
lUHiuoriea  of  the  beat-iii formed  cksBea,  no  Biography  of  Teufels- 
tktk'kh  waa  to  be  gathered ;  not  so  raueh  aa  a  false  one.  He  . 
was  a  Stranger  there,  wafted  thither  by  what  ie  called  the  coOrse 
.  of  eircumstances ;  ooncerning  whoso  parentage,  birth-place,  pros- 
pects, or  pursuits,  Curiosity  Lad  indeed  made  inquiriea,  but  satis- 
fied herself  with  the  moat  iudistinct  replies.  For  bimaelf,  bo 
was  a  man  so  atill  and  altogether  unparticipating,  tliat  toque?lioB 
him  oven  afar  off  on  audi  particulars  was  a  thing  of  more  than 
usual  delioayy  i  besides,  in  his  aly  way,  be  had  ever  some  quaint 
turn,  not  without  its  satirical  edge,  wherewith  to  divert  suob  in- 
trusions, and  deter  you  from  the  like.  Wits  spoke  of  him 
eccrelly  as  if  he  were  a  kind  of  Molcbizedeic,  without  &ther  or 
mother  of  any  kind  ;  sorootimea,  with  reference  to  his  great  his- 
toric and  statistic  knowledge,  and  (he  vivid  way  he  had  of  esprc's- 
iog  hlmai^lf  like  an  eyo-wituess  of  distant  transactions  and 
scenes,  they  called  him  the  Ihri-'c.  Ji"!'',  E\crlftsting,  or  as  we 
wiy.  Wandering  Jew. 

To  the  luost,  indeed,  he  liad  become  not  so  mucSi  a  Man  as  a 
Thing  ;  which  Thing  doubtless  thej'  were  nccustomed  to  .-ee,  and 
with  ^iiitisfaction  ;  but  no  more  thought  of  accounting  fortlian  for 
the  fabrication  of  their  daily  Al/gtmeiif  Zeitinig,  or  the  domestic 
habits  of  the  Sun.  Both  were  there  and  welcome  ;  the  world  en- 
joyed what  good  was  in  them,  and  thought  no  more  of  tbe  matter. 
The  man  Toufelsdruckh  passed  and  repassed,  iu  his  little  circle, 
aa  one  uf  ihnse  originals  and  uondeiicripts,  mure  frequent  in  (ier- 
man  Universities  than  elsewhere  ;  of  wlioiii.  though  you  sec  them 
alive,  and  feel  certain  enough  that  thry  must  Jiuve  a  History,  no 
History  seems  to  be  discoverable  ;  or  only  sufh  as  men  give  of 
mountain  rocks  and  antediluvian  ruins:  Tlint  tiicy  have  been 
created  by  unknown  agencies,  are  iu  n  slate  of  gradual  decay,  and 
for  the  present  reflect  light  and  resist  pressure  ;  thai  is,  are  visi- 
ble and  tangible  objects  in  this  phantasm  world,  where  so  much 
other  mystery  is. 

It  w^  to  be  remarked  that  though,  by  title  and  diploma.  iVo- 
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ftssor  der  AU^rley-  Ml^senschajly  or  as  wo  should  laj  in  English, 
'"  Professor  of  Things  in  General/  he  had  never  delivered  any 
Course  j  perhaps  never  been  incited  thereto  by  any  public  fur- 
therance or  requisition.  To  all  appearance,  the  enlightened  Gov- 
ernment of  Weissnichtwo,  in  founding  their  New  University,  im- 
agined they  had  done  enough,  if '  in  times  like  ours,'  as  the  half 
official  Program  expressed  it,  ^  when  all  things  are,  rapidly  or 
'  slowly,  resolving  themselves  into  Chaos,  a  Professorship  of  this 
*  kind  had  been  established ;  whereby,  as  occasion  called,  the  task 
'"  of  bodying  somewhat  forth  again  from  such  Chaos  might  be,  even 
'  slightly,  facilitated.'  That  actual  Lectures  should  be  held,  and 
Public  Classes  for  the  ^  Science  of  Things  in  General,'  they  doubt- 
less considered  premature ;  on  which  ground  too  they  had  only  es- 
tablished the  Professorship,  nowise  endowed  it ;  so  that  Teufels- 
drockh,  ^  recommended  by  the  highest  Names,'  had  been  pro- 
moted thereby  to  a  Name  merely. 

Great,  amoDg  the  more  enlightened  classes,  was  the  admira- 
tion of  this  new  Professorship  :  how  an  enlightened  Government 
had  seen  into  the  Want  of  the  Age  (Zciibedurfniss) ;  how  at 
length,  instead  of  Denial  and  Destruction,  wo  were  to  have  a 
science  of  Affirmation  and  Beconstruction ;  and  Germany  and 
Weidsnichtwo  were  where  they  should  be,  in  the  vanguard  of  the 
world.  Considerable  also  was  the  wonder  at  the  new  Professor, 
dropt  opportunely  enough  into  the  nascent  University  ;  so  able 
to  lecture,  should  occasion  call ;  so  ready  to  hold  his  peace  for  in- 
definite periods,  should  an  enlightened  Government  consider  that 
occasion  did  not  call.  But  such  admiration  and  such  wonder, 
being  followed  by  no  act  to  keep  them  living,  could  last  only  nine 
days  ;  and  long  before  our  visit  to  that  scene,  had  quite  died  away. 
The  more  cunning  heads  thought  it  wa.s  all  an  expiring  clutch  at 
popularity,  on  the  part  of  a  Minister,  whom  domestic  embarrass- 
ments, court  intrigues,  old  age,  and  dropsy  soon  afterwards  finally 
drove  from  the  helm. 

As  for  TeufelsdrOckh.  except  by  his  nightly  appearances  at  the 
(tru/u^n  Ca/tse,  Weissnichtwo  saw  little  of  him,  felt  little  of  him. 
Here,  over  his  tumbler  of  Gukguk,  he   sat  reading  Journals; 
sometimes  contemplatively  looking  into  the  clouds  of  his  tobacco- 
pipe,  without  other  visible  employment :  always,  from  his  mild 


wnys,  iLD  agreeable  phenomenon  tLerc  ;  more  especially  wben  he 
opened  his  lips  for  speech  :  On  which  oecasionB  the  whole  Ooffee- 
house  would  hush  itself  into  silence,  as  if  sure  Co  hear  something 
noteworthy.  Naj-,  perhaps  to  hear  a  whole  aeries  onij  river  of  the 
most  memorable  utterances  ;  such  as,  when  onec  thawed,  he  would 
for  hours  indulge  in,  with  fit  andienno :  and  the  more  memorable, 
as  issuing  from  a  head  apparenllj-  not  more  iatcrcated  in  them, 
not  more  oonseioaR  of  them,  than  is  the  sculptured  stone  head  of 
some  pablio  Fountain,  which  through  its  brass  mouth-lube  emits 
water  to  the  worthy  and  the  unworthy ;  careless  whether  it  be  for 
cooking  vietnala  at  (jucnching  conflagrations  ;  ipdeod  maiutaina  the 
same  earnest  assiduous  look,  whether  any  water  be  flowing  or  not. 

To  tJie  Editor  of  tlieao  sheets,  aa  to  a  young  enthusiastic  Ecg- 
lisliman,  however  unworthy,  TeufeladrOckh  opened  himself  per- 
haps more  than  to  the  most.  Pity  only  that  we  could  not  then 
half  ^'uess  his  ioiportance,  and  scrutiniBe  him  with  due  power  of 
vision  !  We  enjoyed,  what  not  three  men  in  Weiasniehtwo  oonld 
boast  of,  a  ecrtaiD  degree  of  access  to  the  I'rofessnr'.s  private  domi- 
cile. It  was  the  altic  floor  of  tl«o  highest  house  in  tlie  Wahngas.se  ; 
and  might  truly  be  called  the  pinnacle  of  Wcissnichtwo,  for  it 
rose  sheer  up  above  the  contiguous  roofs,  llioiiiselvcs  rising  from 
elevated  ground.  Moreover,  with  its  windows,  it  looked  towards 
all  the  four  Orti;  or  as  file  Scotch  say,  and  we  ought  to  say,  A  i'is  : 
the  Sitting-room  itself  commanded  three  ;  another  came  to  view 
in  the  Srhlafytmach  (Bed-room)  at  the  tlie  opposite  end  ;  to  say 
nothing  of  the  Kitchen,  which  offered  two,  as  it  were  iliijJi'-iiles, 
and  shewing  nothing  new.  So  that  it  was  in  fact  tlio  speculum 
or  watch-tower  of  TeufelsdrOckh  ;  wherefroni,  sitting  at  ease,  lie 
might  see  the  whole  life-circulation  of  that  considerable  City  ;  thu 
streets  and  lanes  of  which,  with  all  their  doing  and  driving  (Thiia 
KJtd  Treihen),  were  for  the  most  part  visible  tlicrc, 

"  I  look  down  into  all  tjiat  wasp-nest  or  bce-hivc,"  have  we 
heard  him  say,  "  and  witness  their  wax-laying  and  honey-making, 
"  and  poison- brewing,  and  choking  by  sulphur.  From  the  Falaeo 
"  esplanade,  where  music  plays  while  Serene  Highness  is  pleased 
"  to  eat  his  victuals,  down  the  low  lane,  where  in  her  door-sill  tlio 
"  aged  widow,  knitting  for  a  thiu  livelihood,  sits  to  feel  the  after- 
"  nooD  Bun,  I  see  it  all  j  for,  except  the  Schlosskirchc  wcatheroock, 
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"'  no  biped  stands  so  high.  Cooriers  arriye  bestrapped  and  be- 
"  booted,  bearing  Joy  and  Sorrow  bagged  up  in  pouches  of  leather ; 
"  there,  topladen,  and, with  four  swift  horses,  rolls  in  the  country 
^  Baron  and  his  household ;  here,  on  timber  leg,  the  lamed  Soldier 
'^ops  painfully  along,  begging  alms  :  a  thousand  carriages,  and 
^  wains,  and  cars,  come  tumbling  in  with  Food,  with  young  Rus- 
'^  ticity,  and  other  Raw  Produce,  inanimate  or  animate,  and  go 
"  tumbling  out  again  with  Produce  manu&otured.  That  living 
"  flood,  pouring  through  those  streets,  of  all  qualities  and  ages, 
^'  knowest  thou  whence  it  is  coming,  whither  it  is  going  ?  Aus 
^*  der  Evrigkeit^  zu  der  Ewigkeit  hin :  From  Eternity,  onwards 
"to  Eternity)  These  are  Apparitions:  what  else?  Are  they 
'*not  Souls  rendered  visible;  in  Bodies,  that  took  shape  and 
"  will  lose  it,  melting  into  air  ?  Their  solid  pavement  is  a  Picture 
"  of  the  Sense  ;  they  walk  on  the  bosom  of  Nothing,  blank  Time 
'■  is  behind  them  and  before  them.  Or  fanciest  thou,  the  red 
'^  and  yellow  Clothes-screen  yonder,  with  spurs  on  its  heels,  and 
^*  feather  in  its  crown,  is  but  of  To-day,  without  a  Yesterday  or  a 
^*  To-morr(X7 ;  and  had  not  rather  its  Ancestor  alive  when  Hengst 
^'  and  tiorsa  overran  thy  Island  ?  Friend,  thou  seest  here  a 
*^  living  liiik  in  that  Tissue  of  Hi)?tory,  which  inweaves  all  Being : 
'•  watch  well,  or  it  wiil  be  past  thee,  and  seen  no  more." 

"  Ach^  f/win  Liebtr  !"  said  he  once,  at  midnight,  when  he  had 
retuFDcd  from  the  Coffee-house  in  rather  earnest  talk,  "  it  is  a 
'*  true  sublimity  to  dwell  here  These  fringes  of  lamplight, 
^*  struggling  up  through  smoke  and  thousand-fold  exhalation, 
*'Hon)e  fathoms  into  the  ancient  reign  of  Night,  what  thinks 
^  Bootes  of  them,  as  he  leads  his  Hunting  Dogs  over  the  Zenith, 
'*  in  their  leash  of  sidereal  fire  ?  That  stifled  hum  of  Midnight, 
*•  when  Traffic  has  lain  down  to  rest ;  and  the  chariot-wheels  of 
<*  ^'anity,  still  rolling  here  and  there  through  distant  streets,  are 
*•  bearing  her  to  Ilalln  roofed  in,  and  lighted  to  the  due  pitch  for 
"  her ;  and  only  Vice  and  Misery,  to  prowl  or  to  moan  like  night- 
'''  birdH.  are  abroad  :  that  hum,  I  say,  like  the  stertorous,  unquiet 
**  slumber  of  sick  Life,  is  heard  in  Heaven !  Oh,  under  that  hid-  i 
'•  eons  coverlet  of  vapours,  and  putrefactions,  and  unimaginable 
"  giiscH,  what  a  Fermenting-vat  lies  simmering  and  hid !  The 
^  joyful  and  the  sorrowful  are  there ;  men  are  dying  there,  men 


"  are  being  bora :  men  are  praying, — i  a  the  other  side  of  a  brick 
"partition,  men  arc  cursing;  and  around  thorn  all  is  the  vast, 
"void  Night  The  proud  Ciraudee  atill  lingers  in  hia  perfumed 
"  galoous,  or  reposes  witliin  damask  ourtaina  ;  WretchcdnesE  cow- 
"  era  into  truokle-bedB,  or  shivers  hunger-atricken  into  ila  lair  of 
■"  straw :  in  obscure  cellars,  liouge-et-Noir  languidly  emita  Jla 
"  voice-of-destiny  to  Laggard  liuugi  ^'tllians  ;  while  Councillors 
"  of  State  sit  plotting,  and  playing  ir  high  chess-game,  where- 
'"  of  tlie  pawns  are  Men.     The  .  irhispera  his  mistress  that 

"  the  cuaeh  is  ready  ;  aud  she,  fu_  ipc  and  fear  glides  dovm,  to 

"  fly  with  him  over  the  borders:  tin  ief,  still  more  silently,  sets 
"  to  his  picldocks  and  crowbars,  or  lui&s  in  wait  till  the  watohmeu 
"  first  snore  in  their  bosos.  Gay  mansions,  with  supper-rooms, 
"  aud  dancing-rooms,  are  full  of  light  and  music  and  high -swelling 
"  hearts ;  but,  in  the  Condemned  Cella,  the  pulse  of  life  beata 
"tremulous  aud  faint,  and  bloodtihot  eyes  look  out  through  the 
'-  darkness,  which  is  around  and  within,  for  the  light  of  a  stern  l&Kt 
"  morning.  Six  men  are  to  be  hanged  on  the  morrow  :  comes  no 
"  hammering  from  the  Italieiislei/i .' — their  gallows  must  even  now 
"  be  o'building  Upwards  of  five  hundred  thousand  two-legged 
" animals  without  feathers  lie  round  us,  In  horizontal  position; 
"  their  heads  all  in  niglit4.apg,  and  full  of  the  foolishest  dreams. 
"  Riot  cries  aloud,  and  staggers  aud  swaggers  in  his  rank  dens  of 
"shame;  and  the  Mother,  with  streaming  hair,  kneels  over  her 
"pallid  dying  infjnt,  whose  cracked  lips  only  her  tears  now 
'■  moisten. —  ill  theiie  heaped  aud  huddled  together,  with  nothing 
"but  a  little  carpentry  and  masonry  between  them ;-^c rammed 
"  in,  like  salted  lish,  in  their  barrel ; — or  weltering,  shall  I  say, 
"  like  an  Egyptian  pitcher  of  tamed  Vipers,  each  struggling  to  get 
"  its  head  alim-c  the  other  :  $U'k  work  goes  on  under  that  pmoke- 
"  counterpane !— IJut  I,  nuiii  Werther,  sit  above  it  all ;  I  am  alone 
"with  the  Stars,'' 

We  looked  in  his  face  to  see  whether,  in  the  utterance  of  such 
extraordinary  Nigh  I -thoughts,  no  feeling  might  be  traced  there  ; 
but  with  the  light  we  had,  which  indeed  was  only  a  single  tallow- 
Ijght,  aud  far  enough  from  the  window,  nothing  save  that  old 
calmness  and  fixedness  was  visible. 

These  were  the  Professor's  talking  seasons:  most  commonly 
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he  spoke  in  mere  monosyllables,  or  sat  altogether  silent  and 
smoked ;  while  the  visitor  had  liberty  either  to  say  what  he  listed, 
receiving  for  answer  an  occasional  flnrunt ;  or  to  look  round  for  a 
space,  and  then  take  himself  away.  It  was  a  strange  apartment ; 
full  of  books  and  tattered  papers,  and  miscellaneous  shreds  of  all 
conceivable  substances,  'united  in  a  common  element  of  dust' 
Books  lay  on  tables,  and  below  tables ;  here  fluttered  a  sheet  of 
manuscript,  there  a  torn  handkerchief,  or  nightcap  hastily  thrown 
aside ;  ink-bottles  alternated  with  bread-crusts,  coffee-pots,  to- 
bacco-boxes, Periodical  Literature,  and  BlQcher  Boots.  Old 
Leischcn  (Lisckin,  'Liza),  who  was  his  bed-maker  and  stove- 
lighter,  his  washer  and  wringer,  cook,  errand-maid,  and  general 
lion's-provider,  and  for  the  rest  a  very  orderly  creature,  had  no 
sovereign  authority  in  this  last  citadel  of  TeufelsdrOckh ;  only 
some  once  in  the  month,  she  half-forcibly  made  her  way  thither, 
with  broom  and  duster,  and  (TeufelsdrOckh  hastily  saving  his 
manusoriptH)  effected  a  partial  clearance,  a  jail-delivery  of  such 
lumber  as  was  not  Literary.  These  were  her  Erdbebungen 
(Earthquakes),  which  Teufelsdrdckh  dreaded  worse  than  the 
pcdtilence ;  nevertheless,  to  such  length  he  had  been  forced  to 
comply.  Glad  would  he  have  been  to  sit  here  philosophising  for 
over,  or  till  the  litter,  by  accumulation,  drove  him  out  of  doors : 
but  Leischen  was  his  right-arm,  and  spoon,  and  necessary  of  life, 
and  would  not  be  flatly  gaiusaycd.  We  can  still  remember  the 
ancient  woman  ;  so  silent  that  some  thought  her  dumb;  deaf  also 
you  would  often  have  supposed  her ;  for  TeufelsdrOckh  and 
Teufelsdrijckh  only  would  she  serve  or  give  heed  to ;  and  with 
him  she  seemed  to  couimunicate  chiefly  by  signs;  if  it  were  not 
rather  by  some  seerot  divinatiun  that  she  guessed  all  his  wants, 
aud  supplied  them.  Assiduous  old  darnel  she  scoured,  and 
H^rted.  uud  swept,  in  her  kitchen,  with  the  least  possible  violence 
to  the  car  ;  yet  all  was  tight  and  right  thore :  hot  aud  l^^k  came 
the  coffee  ever  at  the  due  moment;  and  the  speechless  Leischen 
herself  l«»okod  out  on  you,  from  under  her  clean  white  coif  with  its 
lappets,  thnmgh  her  clean  withered  face  and  wrinkles,  with  a  look 
of  helpful  intelligence,  almost  of  benevolence. 

Few  strangers,  as  above  hinted,  had  admittance  hither:  the 
only  one  we  ever  saw  there,  ourselves  excepted,  was  th^.'  liofrath 
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Hensulirecke,  already  known,  by  name  and  espectaUon,  to  tlm 
readers  of  these  pnges.  To  us,  at  that  period,  Herr  HeuBchrecka 
Bcemed  one  of  those  purfie-mouthed,  cranc-neclced,  cleBn-fcrnBbcd, 
pacific  indiTidnals,  perhaps  sufficiently  diBtioguiabed  in  eoeicty  bj 
this  fact,  ^hat,  in  dry  weathar  or  in  wet, '  they  never  appear  with- 
out their  umbrelhi.'  Had  wo  not  known  with  what '  little  wisdom* 
the  world  ia  governed  ;  and  bow, '■■  Germany  as  clflewherc,  the 
ninety  and  nine  Public  Men  car-  *  nogt  part  be  but  nmt«  Iniiir- 
bearers  to  the  hundredth,  perha  :  stalking-horses  and  willing' 

or  unwilling  dupes, — it  might  have  Bemed  wonderful  how  Hcrr 
Hcuaehreeke  should  be  named  a  Unth,  or  Counciliar,  and  Coutt- 
eellor,  evon  in  Weissnichtwo.  What  counsel  to  any  man,  or  to 
iiTiy  woman,  mnild  this  particular  Hofrath  give  ;  in  whose  looa^ 
xigxag  fignre ;  in  whose  tliin  visage,  as  it  went  jerking  to  &nd  fh^ 
in  minut«  iiiecsaant  fluctuation, — you  traced  rather  confusion 
worse  confounded ;  at  moat,  Timidity  and  physical  Cold  "i  S-caaa 
indeed  Baid  withot,  he  was  '  the  very  Spirit  of  Love  embodied  f 
blue  earnest  eyua,  full  of  sadness  and  kindness  ;  purse  ever  open, 
and  so  forth  ;  the  whole  of  which,  we  shall  now  iiope  for  many 
renaons,  was  not  quite  groundloss.  Nevertholcsa  friend  Teufols- 
drOekh's  outline,  who  indeed  handled  the  burin  like  few  in  tlicse 
cases,  was  probably  the  best :  Er  hnt  GcinHth  ujid  G<-isl,  hul 
weni/^stens  gfkabt,  ilock  ohne  Orgiiri,  ohne  S-/ii<-f:sah-ffinisl ;  ixi 
gegnnf&rti/^  aber  ha/i-zerr-ulM,  halb-crstairl,  " He  has  heart  aud 
"  talentj  at  least  has  had  such,  yet  without  fit  mode  of  utterance, 
"  or  favour  of  Fortune  ;  and  ho  is  now  ha  If -cracked,  half-eongeal- 
"ed."— What  the  Hofrath  shall  think  of  this  when  he  sees  it, 
readers  may  wonder:  we,  safe  in  the  Blroughold  of  Historical 
Fidelity,  are  careless. 

The  main  point,  doubtless,  for  ub  all,  is  Jiis  love  of  Teufels- 
drOckh,  which  indeed  was  also  by  far  the  most  decisive  feature 
of  Hcusehreeke  himself.  We  are  enabled  to  assert  that  he  hung 
on  the  Professor  with  the  foudncsa  of  a  Uoswell  for  his  Johnson. 
And  perhaps  with  the  like  return ;  for  TeufelsdrOckh  treated  hin 
gaunt  admirer  with  little  outward  regard,  as  some  half-rational 
or  altogether  irrational  friend,  and  at  best  loved  him  out  of  grat- 
itude and  by  habit.  On  the  other  hand,  it  was  curious  to  ob- 
serve with  what  reverent  kindness,  and  a  sort  of  fatherly  proteo- 
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(ion,  our  Hofrath,  being  the  elder,  richer,  and  as  he  fondly 
imagined  far  more  praetically  inflaential  of  the  two,  looked  and 
tended  on  his  little  Sage,  whom  he  seemed  to  consider  as  a  living 
oracle.  Let  but  TcufelsdrOckh  open  his  mouth,  Heusohrecke*s 
also  unpnckcred  itself  into  a  free  doorway,  besides  his  being  all 
uyu  and  all  ear,  so  that  nothing  might  bo  lost :  and  thou,  at 
every  pause  in  the  harangue,  he  gurgled  out  his  pursy  chuckle  of 
ii  eough-laugh  (for  the  machinery  of  laughter  took  some  time  to 
l^et  in  motion,  and  seemed  crank  and  slack),  or  else  his  twanging, 
nasal  BratH)!  Das  glauti'  ich;  in  either  case,  by  way  of  heartiest 
approval.  In  short,  if  TeufelsdrOckh  was  Dalai-Lama,  of  which, 
except  perhaps  in  his  self-seclusion,  and  god-like  Indifference, 
tlierc  was  no  symptom,  then  might  Heuschrecke  pass  for  his 
fhiof  Talapoin,  to  whom  no  dough-pill  he  could  knead  and  pub- 
lift  h  was  other  than  medicinal  and  sacred. 

In  such  environment,  social,  domestic,  and  physical,  did  Tcu- 
felsdrOckh, at  the  time  of  our  acquaintance,  and  most  likely 
docs  he  still,  live  and  meditate.  Here,  perched  up  in  Ids  high 
Wahngasse  watch-tower,  and  often,  in  solitude,  outwatching  the 
IWr.  it  was  that  the  indomitable  Inquirer  fought  all  his  battles 
with  Dulness  and  Darkness;  here,  in  all  probability,  that  he 
wrote  this  surprising  Volume  on  Clotha,  Additional  particu- 
lars:  of  his  age,  which  was  of  that  standing  middle  sort  you 
could  only  guess  at ;  of  his  wide  surtout ;  the  colour  of  his  trou- 
sers, fashion  of  his  broad-brimmed  steeple-hat,  and  so  forth,  we 
might  report,  but  do  not.  The  Wisest  truly  is,  in  these  times, 
the  Greatest ;  so  that  an  enlightened  curiosity,  leaving  Kings 
and  such  like  to  rest  very  much  on  their  own  basis,  turns  more 
and  more  to  the  Philosophic  Class:  nevertheless,  what  reader 
cxptH^ts  that,  with  all  our  writing  and  reporting  Teufelsdrdckh 
could  be  brought  home  to  him,  till  once  the  Documents  arrive  ? 
Fiifl  Life,  Fortunes,  and  Bodily  Presence,  are  as  yet  hidden  from 
us.  or  matter  only  of  faint  conjecture.  But,  on  the  other  hand, 
does  not  his  Soul  lie  enclosed  in  this  remarkable  Volume,  much 
more  truly  than  Pedro  Garcia's  did  in  the  buried  Bag  of  Doub- 
loons l  To  the  soul  of  Diogenes  Teufelsdr6ckh,  to  his  opinions, 
namely,  on  the  '  Origin  and  Influence  of  Clothes,'  we  for  the  pre- 
vent gUdly  return. 
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CHAPTER    IV. 


I1ARACTBBI9TICS. 


It  were  a  piece  of  vain  flattery  to  pretend  that  this  Work  aa 
Clothes  entirely  contents  us ;  that  it  is  not,  like  all  works  of 
Oenius,  like  the  very  Suu,  which,  though  the  highest  pablisfaed 
CrealioD,  or  work  of  Genius,  has  nevcrtbclcBS  black  spots  and 
troubled  nebulosilies  amid  its  effiilgeiice, — a  mixture  of  innght, 
iDapiratiou,  with  duloCKs,  doublc-TiBton,  and  even  utter  blindnesx  ', 

Without  committing  ourselves  to  those  entbueiastic  praiaea 
and  prnphesyings  of  the  WntsniehlWifKhe  Anzti^er,  we  admitted 
that  the  Book  had  in  a  high  degree  excited  ua  to  self-activity i 
which  is  the  best  efiect  of  any  book ;  that  it  had  even  operated 
changes  in  our  way  of  thought ;  nay,  that  it  promised  to  prove, 
as  it  were,  the  opening  of  a  new  mine-shaft,  wherein  the  whole 
world  of  Speculation  might  henceforth  dig  to  unknown  deptiis. 
More  speeialiy  it  may  now  be  declared  that  I'rofessor  Tcufels- 
drftckh's  acquirements,  patience  of  research,  philosophic  and 
even  poetic  vigour,  are  here  made  indisputably  manifest ;  and 
unhappily  no  less  his  prolixity  and  tortuosity  and  manifold  in- 
eptitude ;  that,  on  the  whole,  as  in  opening  new  mine-shafts  is 
not  unreasonable,  there  ia  much  rubbish  in  bis  Book,  though 
likewise  specimens  of  almost  invaluable  ore.  A  paramount 
popularity  in  England  we  cannot  promise  him.  Apart  from  the 
choice  of  such  a  topic  as  Clothes,  too  often  the  manner  of  treat- 
ing it  betokens  in  the  Author  a  rusticity  and  academic  seclusion, 
unblamable,  indeed  inevitable  in  a  German,  but  fatal  to  his  suc- 
cess with  our  public. 

Of  good  society  TeufelsdrOckh  appears  to  have  seen  little,  or 
has  mostly  forgotten  what  he  saw.  lie  speaks  out  with  a  strange 
plainness ;  colls  many  tilings  by  their  mere  dictionarynojnes. 
To  him  the  Upholsterer  is  no  Pontiff,  neither  is  any  Prawing- 
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I  oom  a  Temple,  ware  it  never  so  be^t  and  overhung :  '  a  whole 
^  immeneitj  of  Bmssels  carpets,  and  pier-glasses,  and  or-moulo,' 
as  he  himself  expresses  it,  'cannot  hide  from  me  that  such  Draw- 
*  ing  room  is  simply  a  section  of  Infinite  Space,  where  so  many 
'  (fod-created  Souls  do  for  the  time  meet  together.'  To  Teufels- 
(IrOckh  the  highest  Duchess  is  respectable,  is  venerable ;  but 
nowise  for  her  pearl  bracelets,  and  J^Ialines  laces :  in  his  eyes,  the 
star  of  a  Lord  is  little  less  and  little  more  than  the  broad  button 
of  Birmingham  spelter  in  a  Clown's  smock  ;  <  each  is  an  imple- 
^  ment,'  he  says, '  in  its  kind  ;  a  tag  for  hooking-iogdher  ;  and,  for 
^  the  rest,  was  dug  from  the  earth,  and  hammered  on  a  stithy 
'  before  smith's  fingers.'  Thus  does  the  Professor  look  in  men's 
faces  with  a  strange  impartiality,  a  strange  scientific  freedom ; 
like  a  man  unversed  in  the  higher  circles,  like  a  man  dropped 
thither  from  the  Moon.  Rightly  Considered,  it  is  in  this  pecu- 
liarity, running  through  his  whole  system  of  thorght,  that  nil 
these  short-comings,  over-shootings,  and  multiform  perversities, 
take  rise :  if  indeed  they  have  not  a  second  source,  also  natural 
enough,  in  his  Transcendental  Philosophies,  and  humour  of  look- 
ing at  all  Matter  and  Material  things  as  Spirit ;  whereby  truly 
his  ease  were  but  the  more  hopeless,  the  more  lamentable. 

To  the  Thinkers  of  this  nation,  however,  of  which  class  it  is 
firmly  believed  there  are  individuals  yet  extant,  we  can  safely 
recommend  the  Work :  nay,  who  knows  but  among  the  fMhion- 
nble  ranks  too,  if  it  be  true,  as  TeufelsdrOckh  maintains,  that 
<  within  the  most  starched  cravat  there  passes  a  windpipe  and 
'  weasand,  and  under  the  thickliest  embroidered  waistcoat  beaVi 
'  a  heart,' — the  force  of  that  rapt  earnestness  may  be  felt,  and 
here  and  there  an  arrow  of  the  soul  pierce  through.  In  our 
wild  Seer,  shaggy,  unkempt,  like  a  Baptist  living  on  locusts  end 
wild  honey,  there  is  an  untutored  energy,  a  silent,  as  it  wcro  un- 
conscious, strength,  which,  except  in  the  higher  walks  of  Liter/.- 
ture,  must  be  rare.  Many  a  deep  glance,  and  often  with 
unspeakable  precision,  has  he  cast  into  mysterious  Nature,  and 
the  still  more  mysterious  Life  of  Man.  Wonderful  it  is  with 
what  cutting  words,  r.ow  and  then,  he  severs  asunder  the  cocfn- 
sic  a  ;  sheers  down,  were  it  furlongs  deep,  into  the  true  centra  oC 
th.-".  roattf'T ;  and  there  not  only  bits  the  naSi  on  the  head,  but 
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-with  cnuliiDg  force  emitcs  it  Lome,  tuid  liuries  it. — On  tlie  otlier 
]iiiud,  let  DS  ho  free  to  ailmil,  ho  is  the  moat  uitequid  writer 
breatliiiig.  Often  after  boido  such  feat,  be  vfill  play  triuuil  for 
lung  pagea,  auil  go  dawdling  and  dreaming,  and  mumbUng  uaii 
luaundering  the  merest  cummon places,  ae  if  be  were  asleep  witlt 
eyes  open,  wliiob  itidecd  bo  is. 

Uf  bia  buundleaa  Learning,  and  bow  all  reading  and  liter&tura 
ia  most  known  tongues,  from  Saiichonuith/ni  to  Dr.  Lingari^ 
from  your  Oriental  SAasteri.,  and  Taiiaudi;  and  Korans,  with  CaA^ 
Biui'a  Siamese  Tablai,  and  Laplace's  JiUcani^  CiUste  down  (0 
Robinson  Cruxoi  and  tUe  Belfast  Thuin  and  Coaniry  AlntanadCf 
are  familiar  to  bim, — we  ahaLl  say  nothing :  for  unextuuplcd  as  It 
is  with  OS,  to  the  Germans  such  universality  of  atudy  paaaea  with- 
out wonder,  as  a  thing  commendable,  indeed,  but  natural,  indis- 
peuaable,  and  there  uf  course.  A  man  ib&t  devot«s  his  life  to 
learning,  shall  he  not  bo  learned  i 

lu  respect  of  style  our  Author  maoifesta  the  same  genial  c»par 
bility,  marred  too  often  by  the  same  rudeness,  inequality,  and 
apparent  want  of  intercourse  witli  the  higher  classes.  Uecaaion- 
ally,  as  above  hinted,  we  fiiideon.suiuiuate  vigor,  a  true  inspiration  ; 
bis  burning  Thoughts  stop  forth  in  fit  burning  Words,  like  so 
many  full-formed  Mincrvos,  issuing  amid  Qame  and  splendor  from 
Jove's  head  ;  a  rich,  idiomatic  diction,  pieturesiiue  allusions,  fiery 
poetic  eniphasis,  or  ijuaint  tricksy  turns  ;  all  tbc  graces  and  ter- 
rors of  a  wild  Imagination,  wedded  to  the  clearest  Intellect, 
alternate  in  beautiful  vicissitude.  Were  it  nut  ibut  sheer  tluep' 
ing  and  soporific  passages;  e  ire  umloeut  ions,  re  pell  tiunn,  touches 
even  of  (jure  doting  jargon,  so  often  intervene !  On  the  whole, 
Professor  TeufelsdrOckh  ia  not  a  cultivated  writer.  Of  bis  sen- 
tences perhaps  not  more  than  nine-tenths  stand  straight  on  tbeir 
legH  ;  the  remainder  are  in  quite  angular  attitudes,  buttressed  up 
by  props  (of  parentheses  and  dashes),  and  ever  with  iliis  or  the 
oilier  tagrag  banging  from  them  ;  a  few  even  S])r!iwl  out  help- 
lessly on  all  sidcH,  quite  broken-backed  and  di.-;  mem  hi  Ted. 
Nevertlieless,  in  almost  bis  very  worst  moods,  tbere  lies  in  liim  a 
singular  attraction.  A  wild  tone  pervades  the  whole  ulieranea 
of  Ibe  man,  Uko  his  keynote  end  regulator  ;  now  screwing  itself 
aloft  H9  into  the  Song  of  Spiritf,  or  else  the  shrill  mockery  of 
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Fiends ;  now  sinking  in  cadencos,  not  without  mdodions  hoaiii* 
ncss,  though  sometimes  abrupt  enough,  into  the  common  pitch, 
when  we  hear  it  only  as  a  monotonous  hum  ;  of  which  hum  the 
true  character  is  extremely  difficult  to  fix.  Up  to  this  hour  wo 
have  never  fully  satisfied  ourselves  whether  it  is  a  tone  and  hum 
of  real  Humour,  which  we  reckon  among  the  very  highest  quali- 
ties of  genius,  or  some  echo  of  mere  Insanity  and  Inanity,  which 
doubtless  ranks  below  the  very  lowest 

Under  a  like  difficulty,  in  spite  even  of  our  personal  inter- 
course, do  we  still  lie  with  regard  to  the  Professor's  moral  feel- 
ing. Gleams  of  an  ethereal  Love  burst  forth  from  him,  soft 
wailings  of  infinite  Pity ;  he  could  clasp  the  whole  Universe 
into  his  bosom,  and  keep  it  warm  ;  it  seems  as  if  under  that  rude 
exterior  there  dwelt  a  very  seraph.  Then  again  he  is  so  sly  and 
still,  so  imperturbably  saturnine  ;  shews  such  indifference,  malign 
coolness  towards  all  that  men  strive  after ;  and  ever  with  some 
half-visible  wrinkle  of  a  bitter  sardonic  humour,  if  indeed  it  bo 
not  mere  stolid  callousness, — that  you  look  on  him  almost  with  a 
Hhudder,  as  on  some  incarnate  Mephistopheles,  to  whom  this  great 
terrestrial  and  celestial  Round,  after  all,  were  but  some  huge  fool- 
ii<h  Whirligig,  where  kings  and  beggars,  and  angels  and  demons, 
and  stars  and  street  sweepings,  were  chaotically  whirled,  in 
which  only  children  could  take  interest.  His  look,  as  we  men- 
tioned, is  probably  the  gravest  ever  seen :  yet  it  is  not  of  that 
cast-iron  gravity  frequent  enough  among  our  own  Chancery  sui- 
tors ;  but  rather  the  gravity  as  of  some  silent,  high-encircled 
mountain  pool,  perhaps  the  crater  of  an  extinct  volcano ;  into 
whose  black  deeps  you  fear  to  gaze :  those  eyes,  those  lights  that 
H])arkle  in  it,  may  indeed  be  rcfiexes  of  the  heavenly  Stars,  but 
perhaps  also  glances  from  the  region  of  Nether  Fire ! 

Certainly  a  most  involved,  self-secluded,  altogether  enigmatic 
nature,  this  of  TcufelsdrOckh  !  Ilcre,  however,  we  gladly  recall 
to  mind  that  once  wc  saw  him  laugh  ;  once  only,  perhaps  it  was 
the  first  and  last  time  in  his  life ;  but  then  such  a  peal  of 
laughter,  enough  to  have  awakened  the  Seven  Sleepers !  It  was 
of  Jean  Paul's  doing :  some  single  billow  in  that  vast  World- 
Mnhlstrom  of  Humour,  with  itii  heaven-kissing  coruscations, 
which  is  now,  alas,  all  congealed  in  the  frost  of  Death  *     The 
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large-bodied  Poet  and  the  Binall,  beth  large  enough  in  sQui,  mI* 
talking  miscellaneonely  together,  the  pre^nt  Editor  being  prii^  ' 
leged  to  listen  ;  and  now  Paul,  in  his  serious  way,  (tas  giring  one 
of  those  iniiiiitahle  '  Estra-liaranguea ;'  and,  an  it  chanced.  On 
the  Proposal  for  a  Cast-melal  King :  gradually  a  light  kiodleA 
in  our  Professor's  ojea  and  face,  a  beaming,  mantling,  lovetieal 
light ;  through  those  murky  features,  ti  radiant  eTer-yonng 
Apullu  looked ;  and  he  hurst  forth  like  the  neighing  of  all  Tat- 
terHoll's, — tears  streaming  down  his  eliecks,  pipe  held  aloft,  foot 
clutched  into  the  air, — loud,  long-continuing,  vneontrollnble ; 
a  luiigh  not  of  the  face  and  diapbragni  only,  but  of  the  whola 
man  from  head  to  heel.  The  present  Editor,  who  lnughed  in* 
deed,  yet  with  measure,  begau  to  fear  all  was  not  right :  however, 
'J'eufelfldrflckh  eomposed  himself,  and  sank  into  his  old  stillness^ 
on  his  inscrutable  couiitenanee  there  was,  if  anything,  a  slight 
look  of  shame  ;  and  Richter  himself  could  not  rouse  hjm  again. 
Headers  who  have  any  tincture  of  Psychology  know  how  mnoli 
is  to  be  inferred  from  this  ;  and  that  no  man  who  has  oope  heart- 
ily and  wholly  laughed  can  be  altogether  irrcclaiinably  had. 
How  much  liua  in  Laughter :  the  cipher-key,  wherewith  wo  deci- 
pher the  whole  man  !  Some  men  wear  an  everlasting  barren 
simper  ;  in  the  smile  of  Others  lies  a  cold  glitter  as  of  ico  :  the 
fewest  are  able  to  laugh,  what  can  be  called  laughing,  but  only 
sniff  and  titter  and  snigger  from  the  throat  outwards  ;  or  at  best, 
produce  some  whiffling  husky  eachinnation,  as  if  they  were  laugh- 
ing through  wool:  of  none  such  comes  good.  The  man  who 
cannot  laugh  is  not  only  fit  for  treasons,  stratagems,  and  spoils  ; 
but  his  whole  life  is  already  a  treason  and  a  stratagem. 

Considered  as  an  Author,  Herr  TeufelsdrCckh  has  one  scarceW 
pardonable  fault,  doubtless  his  worst :  an  almost  total  want  of 
arrangement.  In  this  remarkable  Volume,  it  is  true,  his  adlic- 
rcnoe  to  the  mere  course  of  Time  produces,  through  the  Nar- 
rative portions,  a  certain  shew  of  outward  method  ;  but  of  true 
logical  method  and  sequence  there  is  too  little.  Apart  from 
its  multifarious  sections  and  subdivisions,  the  Work  naturally 
falls  into  two  Parts  ;  a  Historical-Descriptive,  and  a  Philosoplii' 
oal-Speculative  ;  but  falls,  unhappily,  by  no  firm  line  of  domar- 
oatioa  ;  in  that  labyrinthio  combiii*^"".  each  Part  overlaps,  and 
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indents,  and  indeed  runs  quite  through  the  other.  Many  aeo- 
tions  are  of  a  debatable  rubric,  or  even  quite  nondeaoript  and  un- 
nameable ;  whereby  the  Book  not  only  loses  in  accessibility,  but 
too  often  distresses  us  like  some  mad  banquet,  wherein  all 
purses  had  been  confounded,  and  fish  and  flesh,  soup  and  solid, 
oyster-sauce, ^lettuces,  Bhinewine  and  French  mustard,  were 
hurled  into  one  huge  tureen  or  trough,  and  the  hungry  Public 
invited  to  help  itself  To  bring  what  order  we  can  out  of  this 
Chaos  shall  be  part  of  our  endeavour. 
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CHAPTER    V. 


TUE    WOnLD    I  OTflES. 

'  Ab  Monte«iuieu  wrote  !-awj,'  obBfirvea  our  ProfW 

sor,  '  30  eould  I  write  &  &>t(-i.  'ha  ;  thus,  with  an  Eipril 

'  lici  Loix,  properly  an  Espri.  _-  (uihm,  we  should  have  an 
'  Esprit  de  Costumes.     For  neith  tuloriug  nor  in  legblatiog 

'  does  man  prweed  by  mere  At      ,  Qut  the  hand  is  ever  guided 

'  OQ  by  mysterious  opcrati        -.'  the  mind.     In  all  hia  Modes, 

'  and  habilalory  endeavours, i  Arcbitectural  Idea  will  be  found 

'lurkiug;  bis  Body  aUd  the  Cloth  are  the  site  and  materiali 
'  wheroon  and  whereby  bis  beautified  edifice,  of  a  Person,  is  to 
'  be  built.  Whether  be  flows  gracefully  out  in  folded  mantles, 
'  based  on  light  sandals ;  tower  up  in  high  headgear,  from  amid 
'  peaks,  spangles  aud  bell-girdles ;  swell  out  in  starch  rufls,  buck- 
*  ram  stuffings  and  monstrous  tuberosities  ;  or  girth  biinaelf  into 
'  separate  sections,  and  front  tlie  world  an  Agglomeration  of  four 
'  limbs, — will  depend  on  the  nature  of  such  Architectural  Idea : 
'whether  Grecian,  Gothic,  Later-Gothic,  or  altogether  Modern, 
'and  Parisian  or  Anglo-Dandical  Again,  nliat  moaning  lies  in 
'Colour!  From  the  soberest  drab  to  the  high -flaming  scarlet, 
'  spiritual  idiosjncraaiea  unfold  themselves  in  choice  of  Colour ; 
'if  the  Cut  betoken  Intellect  and  Talent,  so  does  the  Colour 
'betoken  Temper  and  Heart.  In  all  which,  among  nations  as 
'  among  individuals,  there  is  an  incessant,  indubitable,  though 
'  infinitely  complei  working  of  Cause  and  Effect :  every  snip  of 
'  the  Scissors  has  been  regulated  and  prescribed  by  ever-active 
'Influences,  which  doubtless  to  Intelligences  of  a  superior  order 
'  are  neither  invisible  nor  illegible 

'For  such  superior  Intelligences  a  Cause-and-Efi'ect  Philoso- 
'  pLy  of  Clothes,  as  of  Laws,  were  probably  a  oonifortable  winter- 
'  oreniag  entertainment :  nevertheless,  for  inferior  Intelligenoeo, 
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^  like  men,  such  Philosophies  hare  always  seemed  to  me  unin- 
^  structive  enough.  Nay,  what  is  your  Montesquieu  himself  but 
^a  clever  infant  spelling  Letters  from  a  hieroglyph ical  prophetic 
^  Book,  the  lexicon  of  which  lies  in  Eternity,  in  Heaven  ? — Let 
^  any  Gause-and- Effect  Philosopher  explain,  not  why  I  wear  such 
^  and  such  a  Garment,  obey  such  and  such  a  Law ;  but  even  why 
'  /  am  here^  to  wear  and  obey  any  thing ! — Much,  therefore,  if  not 

*  the  whole,  of  that  same  Spirit  cf  Clothes  I  shall  supprcits,  as 
'  hypothetical,  ineffectual,  and  even  impertinent :  naked  Facts, 
*and  Deductions  drawn  therefrom  in  quite  another  than  that 
'  omniscient  style,  are  my  humbler  and  proper  province.' 

Acting  on  which  prudent  restriction,  TeufelsdrOckh  has  never- 
theless contrived  to  take  in  a  well-nigh  boundless  extent  of  field ; 
at  least,  the  boundaries  too  often  lie  quite  beyond  our  horizon. 
Selection  being  indispensable,  we  shall  here  glance  over  his  First 
Part  only  in  the  most  cursory  manner.  This  First  Part  is,  no 
doubt,  distinguished  by  omnivorous  learning,  and  utmost  patience 
and  fairness :  at  the  same  time,  in  its  results  and  delineations,  it 
is  much  more  likely  to  interest  the  Compilers  of  some  Library 
of  General,  Entertaining,  Useful,  or  even  Useless  Knowledge 
than  the  miscellaneous  readers  of  these  pages.  Was  it  this  Part 
of  the  Book  which  Heuschrecke  had  in  view,  when  he  recom- 
mended us  to  that  joint-stock  vehicle  of  publication, '  at  present 
the  glory  of  British  Literature  V  If  so,  the  Library  Editors  are 
welcome  to  dig  in  it  for  their  own  behoof. 

To  the  First  Chapter,  which  turns  on  Paradise  and  Fig-leaves, 
and  leads  us  into  interminable  disquisitions  of  a  mythological, 
metaphorical,  cabalistico-sartorial  and  quite  antediluvian  cast,  we 
{^hall  content  ourselves  with  giving  an  unconcerned  approval. 
Still  less  have  we  to  do  with  '  Lilis,  Adam's  first  wife,  whom, 
'  according  to  the  Talmudists,  he  had  before  Eve,  and  who  bore 
'  him.  in  that  wedlock,  the  whole  progeny  of  aerial,  aquatic,  and 

*  terrestrial  Devils,' — ^very  needlessly,  we  think.  On  this  portion 
of  the  Work,  with  its  profound  glances  into  the  Adam-Kudmarij 
or  Primeval  Element,  here  strangely  brought  into  relation  with 
the  JVi^  and  Muspel  (Darkness  and  Light)  of  the  antique  North, 
it  maj  be  enough  to  say  that  ita  correctness  of  deduction,  an** 
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d«pth  of  Talmudic  and  Habbinical  loro  hgve  KUed  perhapa  net 
tbe  worst  HebruBl  in  Britain  with  wmetliing  like  astouUlinieub 
But  quilting  this  twiliglit  i¥gi«n,  Teufeledrdckh  hastens  from 
th«  Tower  of  Babel,  to  fnlloir  tlie  diepersioa  of  Mankind  over  iha 
whole  habitable  and  babilable  globe.  ^Tallting  b^  the  light  of 
Oriental,  Peksgio,  Scan  din  avian .  Egjptian.  OtatieJteaH.  AacieDt 


ind  Modern  rescarcbcB  of  eve 
give  us  Id  compressed  shap 
J'i^us)  an  Orbis  Vtsiilut ;  o 


nail 


DaUlJ 


to  the  Hiai 
Learning :  an  irregolar  Trcaa 
as  the  Hoard  of  Kiug  Nibelu 
days,  at  the  rate  of  three  ' 
8heepdkin  cloaks  and  i 


i-able  kind,  he  striTes  lo 
Nnmbergf^rs  giv«  an  OriU 
he  ooEtnmea  of  all  muikind, 
■fc  that  to  tbo  Antiijnariwi, 
tly  uty ;  Fall  to  ■  Hare  !■ 
ywi  will ;  but  inexhuwtibla 
ch  twplrc  wagone  in  tmW* 
a  da}',  uonld  not  dttiy  oft 
;  phjlacteriee,  stoles,  albs ; 


inidcB,  togas,  Chinese  silks,  Atgn&on  shawls,  trunk-hose,  leather 
breeches,  Celtic  philibegB  (tbongb  breeehog,  as  the  name  OoJU» 

Jiriwntn.  indicates,  are  the  more  anpti^iit),  IIuBpar  plnake.  Tan- 
dyke  tippets,  ruffs,  fardingales.  arc  broiigiit  vividly  before  ub, — 
even  the  Kilmarnock  nightcap  is  not  forgotten.  For  most  part 
too  we  must  admit  that  the  Learning.  hcterogcneonB  as  it  is,  and 
tumbled  down  quite  pell-mell,  is  true  conceulrated  and  purified 
Learning,  the  drossy  parts  smelted  out  and  thrown  aside. 

Philosophical  refleetioTis  intervene,  and  (ioiuctimca  touching  pio- 

turea  of  human  life.     Of  this  sort  the  foUuning  has  surprised  a». 

The  first   purpose  of  clothes,  us  oui'   Professor  imagines,  was  not 

warmth  or  decency,  but  oniamenl.     'Miserable  indeed,' says  he, 

vas  the  condition  of  the  Alioriginal  SnV!igc.  glaring  fiercely  from 

luder  his  fleece  of  hair,  which  with  tlie  beard  reached  down  to 

lis  loins,  and  hung  round  him  like  a  matted  clonk  :  the  rest  of 

lis  body  sheeted  in  its  thick  natural  fell.     He  loitered  in  the 

'  sunny  glades  of  the  foreut.  living  on  wild  fruits  ;  or,  as  the  an- 

'cicnt  Caledonian,  situatted  himself  in  morasses,  lurking  for  his 

'  bestial  or  human  prey;  without  implemerLt>i.  without  arms,  save 

<  the  ball  of  heavy  Flint,  to  which,  that  his  sole  possession  and  de- 

'  fence  might  not  be  lust,  he  had  attached  a  long  cord  of  plaited 

'  thoDga;  thereby  recovering  as  well  as  hurling  it  with  deadly  un- 

'  orriug  skill     Nevertheless,  the  pains  of  Hunger  and  Revenge  one* 


THE  WORLD  IN  CLOTHES. 


'  Mtuified,  his  next  oare  was  not  Comfort  but  Deooration  {Puiz}. 
^  Warmth  he  found  in  the  toils  of  the  ohaae ;  or  amid  dried  leaves 
'  in  his  hollow  tree,  in  his  bark  shed^  or  natural  grotto :  but  for 
'  Decoration  he  must  have  Clothes.  Nay,  among  wild  people,  we 
'  find  tattooing  and  painting  oven  prior  to  Clothes.  The  first 
f '  spiritual  want  of  a  barbarous  man  is  Decoration,  as  indeed  we 
'  still  see  among  the  barbarous  classes  in  civiliied  countries. 

'  Reader,  the  heaven-inspired  melodious  Singer ;  loftiest  Se- 
-  rene  Highness :  nay  thy  own  amber-locked,  snow-and-rosebloom 
Maiden,  worthy  to  glide  sylph  like  almost  on  air,  whom  thou 
lovest,  worshippest  as  a  divine  Presence,  which,  indeed,  symboli- 
cally taken,  she  is — ^has  descended,  like  thyself,  from  that  same 
hair-mantled,  flint-hurling  Aboriginal  Anthropophagua !  Out 
of  the  eater  cometh  forth  meat ;  out  of  the  strong  cometh  forth 
sweetness.  What  changes  are  wrought,  not  by  Time,  yet  in 
Time!  For  not  Mankind  only,  but  all  that  Mankind  does  or 
beholds,  is  in  continual  growth,  re-genesis  and  self-perfecting  vi- 
tality. Cast  fortli  thy  Act,  thy  Word,  into  the  ever-living,  ever- 
working  Universe :  it  is  a  seod-gnun  that  cannot  die ;  unnoticed 
to-day  (says  one),  it  will  be  found  flourishing  as  a  Banyan-grove 
(perhaps,  alas,  as  a  HemltMik-forest!)  after  a  thousand  years. 

'  He  who  first  shortened  the  labour  of  Copyists  by  device  of 
Movable  T^pes  was  disbanding  hired  Armies,  and  cashiering 
most  Kings  and  Senates,  and  creating  a  whole  new  Democratic 
world :  he  had  invented  the  Art  of  Printing.  The  first  ground 
handful  of  Nitre,  Sulphur,  and  Charcoal  drove  Monk  Schwartz's 
pcstel  through  the  ceiling:  what  will  the  last  do?  Achieve  the 
final  undisputed  prostration  of  Force  under  Thought,  of  Animal 
courage  under  Spiritual.  A  simple  invention  it  was  in  the  old- 
world  Grazier, — ^ick  of  lugging  his  slow  Ox  about  the  country 
till  he  got  it  bartered  for  corn  or  oil. — to  take  a  piece  of  Lea- 
ther, and  thereon  scratch  or  stamp  the  mere  Figure  of  an  Ox 
(or  Penn) ;  put  it  in  his  pocket,  and  call  it  Petunia,  Money. 
Yet  hereby  did  Barter  prow  Sale,  tho  Leather  Money  is  now 
Golden  and  Paper,  and  all  mi  moles  have  been  out-niiracled : 
for  there  arc  Kothsehilds  and  English  National  Debts :  and 
whoso  has  sixpence  is  Sovereign  (to  the  length  of  sixpence)  over 
all  men ;  commands  Cooks  to  feed  him,  Philoaophers  to  teach 
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'him,  Kings  to  moout  guard  over  him, — to  the  length  of  six- 
'  pence. — Clothes  too,  which  began  in  fiMlisheiit  love  of  Orn»- 
'  mcDt,  what  have  Ibej  not  become!  Increased  Seouritj,  uid 
'pleasurable  Heat  aeon  followed  :  but  what  of  these?  Shftme, 
'  divitieSbame  [Scbaam,  Modesty),  aayctaatriiiiger  to  the  Authre- 
'  pophagoue  bosom,  arose  there  mysteriouslj  uuder  Clothes,  af 

*  mystic  gruve-enoirclcd  filiriDe  ,Lc  Holy  ia  man.     Clothes 

*  gave  OS  individuality,  distl""'  social  polity ;  Clothes  have 
'  made  Men  of  ub;  they  are  ing  to  make  Clothes -screens 
'  of  us. 

'  But  on  the  whole,'  coutiaue!  oloqueat  Professor, '  Man  ia 

'  a.  Tool-using  Animal  [Hanthutz^^  Thier).  Weak  in  himself 
'  Bod  of  small  stature,  he  stands  on  basis,  at  most  for  the  flat- 
'  tesUsoled.  of  some  half  square-foot,  inseeurcly  enough ;  has  to 
'  straddle  out  iiis  legs,  lest  the  very  wind  supplant  bim.  FeebleBt 
<  of  bipeds !     Three  quintals  are  a  crushing  load  for  him  ;  ihs 

*  Siecr  of  the  meadow  tosses  him  aloft,  like  a  waste  rag.  Never- 
'  theless  he  can  use  Tools,  can  derise  Tools ;  with  these  the  gra- 
'  nitc  mountain  melts  into  light  dust  before  hiin ;  be  kneads  glow- 
'  ing  iron,  as  if  it  were  soft  paste  ;  seas  are  bis  smooth  highway, 
'  winds  and  lire  bis  unwearying  steeds.  Nowhere  do  you  find  bim 
'  without  Tools ;  witliout  Tools  be  is  nothing,  witli  Tools  he  ia  all.' 

Here  may  we  not,  for  a  moment,  interrupt  the  stream  of  Ora- 
tory with  a  remark  that  this  Definition  of  the  Tool-using  Animal 
appears  to  us.  of  all  tliat  Animal-sort,  considerably  the  precisest 
and  best '  Man  is  called  a  Laughing  Animal :  but  do  not  the 
apes  also  laugh  or  attempt  to  do  it ;  and  is  the  manliest  mau  the 
greatest  and  oftcne'-t  laugher?  Teufelsdrockh  himself,  as  we 
said  laughed  onh  once  Still  less  do  we  make  of  that  other 
French  Dtfanition  of  the  Cooking  Animal:  which,  indeed,  for 
rigorous  inentLfic  purpisea,  is  as  good  as  useless.  Can  a  Tartar 
be  said  to  cook  when  he  only  readies  his  steak  by  riding  on  it  I 
Again,  what  Cookery  does  the  Greenlander  use,  beyond  stowing 
up  his  w  hale -bin  bber,  as  a  marmot  in  the  like  case,  might  do  ? 
Or  bow  would  Monsieur  Ude  prosper  among  those  Orinocco  In- 
dians who,  according  to  Humboldt,  lodge  in  crow-nests,  on  ibe 
branches  of  trees ;  and,  for  half  the  year,  have  no  victtials  but 
pipe-clay,  the  whole  country  being  under  water?     But  on  the 
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other  hand,  shew  ub  the  human  being,  of  any  period  or  climate, 
without  his  TooLi :  those  very  Caledonians,  as  we  saw,  had  their 
Flint-ball,  and  Thong  to  it,  such  as  no  brute  has  or  can  have. 

'  Man  is  a  Tool-using  animal,'  concludes  Teufebdrdckh  in  his 
^abrupt  way ;  ^  of  which  truth  Clothes  are  but  one  example :  and 
'surely  if  we  consider  the  interval  between  the  first  wooden 
'  Dibble  fashioned  by  man,  and  those  Liverpool  Steam-carriages, 
'  or  the  British  House  of  Commons,  we  shall  note  what  progress 
'  he  has  made.  He  digs  up  certain  black  stones  from  the  bosom 
'  of  the  Earth,  and  says  to  them,  IVanspart  me  aiul  this  luggage^ 
'  at  the  rate  of  five^rul-thirtp  miles  an  hour  ;  and  they  do  it :  he 
'  collects,  apparently  by  lot,  six  hundred  and  fifty-eight  misoella- 
<  neous  individuals,  and  says  to  them.  Make  this  nation  tail  far  «j^ 
'  bleed  for  us^  hunger  and  sorrow^  and  sin  for  us  ;  and  they  do  ii' 
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CHAPTER    VI. 


»^ioiu  in  tiue  whgia  Yolvie 
t  old  Goo,  the  PeruMi  BIm^ 
ddeo  under  jewds,  trnwniit 
afol,  U  stiU  the  royal  stand- 
U  John  Knox's  Daughter, 
,    that  she  would  cat^^h  her 


One  of  tho  most  unBatLsfacton 

s  that  on  Aprons.     What  though 

imitli, 'whose  Apron,  now  indec^ 

raised  in  revolt  which  proved  e     . 

ard  of  that  couDtrj' ;'    whi 

who  threatened  Sovereign 

husband's  head  in  her  Apron,  rsmer  than  he  should  tie  and  be 

a  bishop  ;'  what  though  the  Landgravine  Elizabeth,  with  nuuij 
other  Apron  worthicii. — figure  here  ?  An  idle  wire-drawing  spirit, 
sometimes  even  a  tone  of  levity,  approaching  to  conventional 
satire,  ia  too  clearly  discernible.  What,  for  esaniplc,  ore  we  to 
make  of  such  sentences  as  the  following? 

'  Aprons  are  Defences  ;  against  injury  to  cleanliness,  to  safety, 
'  to  modesty,  sometimes  to  roguery.  From  the  thin  slip  of 
'  notched  silk  {as  it  were,  the  Kmblcm  and  beatified  Ghost  of  an 
'  Apron),  which  some  highest-bred  liousiewife,  sitting  at  Nurnborg 
'  Workboxes  and  Toyboxcs,  has  gracefully  fustened  on ;  to  the 
'  thick-tanned  hide,  girt  round  him  with  thongs,  wherein  the 
'Builder  builds,  and  at  evening  sticks  his  trowel;  or  to  those 
'jingling  sheet-iron  Aprons,  wherein  your  otherwise  half-uaked 
'  Vulcans  hannner  and  smelt  in  their  smol  (-furnace,— is  there  not 
'  range  enough  in  the  fashion  and  uses  of  (his  'N'cpttnicnt  ?  How 
'  much  has  been  coneenled,  how  much  has  Iwen  defended  in 
'  Aprons !  Nay.  rightly  considered,  what  is  your  whole  Military 
'  and  Police  Kfttahlishment,  eharged  at  unealeulatcd  millions,  but 
'a  huge  scarlet -coloured,  iron-fastened  Apron,  wherein  Pnciety 
'works  (uneasily  enough);  guarding  itself  from  .some  soil  and 
'  Ktithy -sparks,  in  this  Devil's-smithy  (2'"'/'-/'-."Amw/i^)of  a  world  J 
'  But  of  all  Aprons  the  mist  puzzling  lo  nie  hitherto  has  Wen  the 
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'  Episcopal  or  Cassock.  Wherein  consists  the  usefdlness  of  this 
'  Apron  ?  The  Overseer  (Episcoput)  of  Souls,  I  notice,  has 
'  tucked-in  the  corner  of  it,  as  if  his  day's  work  were  done :  what 
'  does  he  shadow  forth  thereby  V  &^.  &c. 

Or  again,  has  it  often  been  the  lot  of  our  readers  to  read  such 
stuff  as  we  shall  now  quote  ? 

^  I  consider  those  printed  Paper  Aprons,  worn  by  the  Parisian 

<  Cooks,  as  a  new  vent,  though  a  slight  one,  for  Typography ; 
'  therefore  as  an  encouragement  to  modern  Literature,  and  do- 
^  serving  of  approval :  nor  is  it  without  satisfaction  that  I  hear  of 
'  a  celebrated  London  Firm  having  in  view  to  introduoc  the-  same 
'  fashion,  with  important  extensions,  in  England.' — ^We  who  are 
on  the  spot  hear  of  no  such  thing ;  and  indeed  have  reason  to  be 
thankful  that  hitherto  there  arc  other  vents  for  our  Literature, 
exuberant  as  it  is. — Teufelsdrdckh  continues :  '  If  such  supply  of 

printed  Paper  should  rise  so  far  as  to  choke  up  the  highways 
and  public  thoroughfares,  new  means  must  of  necessity  be  had 
recourse  to.  In  a  world  existing  by  Industry,  we  grudge  to  em- 
ploy fire  as  a  destroying  element,  and  not  as  a  creating  one. 
However,  Heaven  is  omnipotent,  and  will  find  us  an  outlet.  In 
the  meanwhile,  is  it  not  beautiful  to  see  five  million  quintals  of 
Rags  picked  annually  from  the  Laystall ;  and  annually,  after 
l)eiug  maecmtcd,  hot-pressed,  printed  on,  and  sold, — returned 
thither ;  filling  so  many  hungry  mouths  by  the  way  ?  Thus  is 
the  Laystall,  especially  with  its  Rags  or  Clothes-rubbish,  the 
grand  Electric  Battery,  and  Fountain-of-motion,  from  which  and 
to  which  the  Social  Activities  (like  vitreous  and  resinous  Elec- 
tricities) circulate,  in  larger  or  smaller  circles,  through  the 
mighty,  billowy,  stormtost  Chans  of  Life,  which  they  keep  alive !' 

— Such  passages  till  us.  who  love  the  man^and  partly  esteem  him, 

with  a  very  mixed  feeling. 

Farther  down  wc  meet  with  this :  *  The  Journalists  are  now 

'  the  true  Kings  and  Clergy :  henceforth  Historians,  unless  they 

'  are  f<X)ls,  must  write  not  of  Boiirboii  Dynasties,  and  Tudors  and 

*  Hapsburgs ;  but  of  Stamped  Broadsheet  Dynasties,  and  quite 
'  new   successive   Names,  according  as  this   or  the  other  Able 

<  Editor,  or  Combination  of  Able  Editors,  gains  the  world's  ear. 

*  Of  the  British  Newspaper  Press,  perhaps  the  most  imporUnt  of 
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*sll,  mud  voBderfnl  moogh  in  its  MOet  oonititatian  and  pnvo- 
'  dnra,  a  ralnable  dcflcriptive  Histot;  alrendjr  euats,  in  tint  kn- 
■gnaga^  onder  th«  title  of  <8Mm'<  Lu^Ok  WMd  DufUy^i 
<  whioh,  howerer,  by  aeueh  in  all  the  Weiwniehtwe  lahtuies, 
<I  have  mot  jet  nieeeeded  in  procnring  (fcmOcibe  mitH 
'  nufxuirabemY 

Tku  doea  the  good  Homer  not  on^  nod,  hvt  enare.  Thai 
does  TenfeledrOeUi,  wudeiing  in  i^iooe  where  he  had  little 
boaineH,  eonfoond  the  old  anthentio  Presbyterian  Witehfinder, 
with  a  new,  sporwas,  imaginary  Historian  of  the  Brittutke  Jnr- 
ntUiitii  ;  and  m  itnmbk  on  perhapa  the  most  egr^ooa  blonder 
in  3(odem  Idtotatore  I 
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CHAPTER    VII. 


MIBCELLANEOUB-HIBTORICAL. 


Happier  is  oar  Professor,  and  more  purely  scientific  and  his- 
toric, when  he  reaches  the  Middle  Ages  in  Europe,  and  down  to  the 
end  of  the  Seventeenth  Century  ;  the  true  era  of  extravagance  in 
costume.  It  b  here  that  the  Antiquary  and  Student  of  Modes  comes 
upon  his  richest  harvest.  Fantastic  garhs,  beggaring  all  fancy  of  a 
Teniers  or  a  Callot,  succeed  each  other,  like  monster  devouring 
monster  in  a  Dream.  The  whole  too  in  brief  authentic  strokes, 
and  touched  not  seldom  with  that  breath  of  genius  which  makes 
even  old  raiment  live.  Indeed,  so  learned,  precise,  graphical, 
and  every  way  interesting  have  we  found  these  Chapters,  that  it 
may  be  thrown  out  as  a  pertinent  question  for  parties  concerned, 
Whether  or  not  a  good  English  Translation  thereof  might  hence- 
forth be  profitably  incorporated  with  Mr.  Merrick's  valuable 
Work  On  Ancient  Armour  ?  Take,  by  way  of  example,  the  fol- 
lowing sketch  ;  as  authority  for  which  Paulinus's  ZeUkurzende 
Lust  (ii.  678)  is,  with  seeming  confidence,  referred  to : 

^  Did  we  behold  the  German  fashionable  dress  of  the  Fifteenth 
^  Century,  we  might  smile ;  as  perhaps  those  bygone  Germans, 
'  were  they  to  rise  again,  and  see  our  haberdashery,  would  cross 
^  themselves,  and  invoke  the  Virgin.  But  happily  no  bygone 
^  German,  or  man,  rises  again  ;  thus  the  Present  b  not  needlessly 
^  trammelled  with  the  Past ;  and  only  grows  out  of  it,  like  a 
^  Tree,  whose  roots  are  not  intertanglcd  with  its  branches,  but 
'  lie  peaceably  under  ground.  Nay  it  is  very  mournful,  yet  not 
^  u.seless,  to  see  and  know,  how  the  Greatest  and  Dearest,  in  a 
'  short  while,  would  find  his  place  quite  filled  up  here,  and  no 
'  room  for  him  ;  the  very  Napoleon,  the  very  Byron,  in  some 

<  seven  years,  has  become  obsolete,  and  were  now  a  foreigner  to 

<  his  Europe.     Thus  is  the  Law  of  Progress  secured ;  and  iiL 
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*  doAa^  u  fat  all  tUbei  external  thinga  wliatMenr,  as  baUoa 

'  will  oootinne. 

■  Of  the  military  elaaaea  in  tiuwe  old  tuui,  whoaa  bdT  balla, 
'  eomplioated  ebuni  and  gorgeta,  huge  ohnm-Iiaota,  and  nther 
'  riding  and  Sghting  gear  have  been  bepainted  in  modem  Ro- 
mance, till  Uie  whcie  hai  aoqmnd  aomewhat  of  a  ogn-post 
*  .diaraoter, — 1  shall  here  say  nothing :    the  ^ril  and  pacific 
'  *olaaaea,  lesa  tonohed  npon,  are  wonderfiil  enough  for  ns. 

'  Kioh  men,  I  fi'nd,  hare  yhuini^  (a  perhaps  nntranslateable 

wrticle) ;  '  aim  a  sUver  girdle,  whereat  hang  little  bells ;  ao  Hiat 

f.when  a  man  walks  it  is  with  eontinoal  jingling.     Some  few,  of 

.  '  moakal  tnm,  hare  a  whole  chime  of  boUs  ( deckaupd)  &stened 

'  there ;  which  especially,  in  sudden  whirls,  and  the  other  aoci- 

*  dents  of  walking,  has  a  grateful  effect  Observe  too  how  fond 
'  they  are  of  peaks,  and  Gothic-arch  iat«rBectlons.  The  male 
<  world  wears  peaked  caps,  an  ell  loog,  which  hang  bobbing  orer 
'  the  aide  {sthicf) :  their  shoes  are  peaked  in  front,  also  to  the 
'  length  of  an  ell,  and  laced  on  the  side  with  tags ;  even  the 
'  wooden  shoes  haro  their  eU-tong  noses  ;  some  also  clap  bells  on 
'  the  peak.  Further,  according  to  my  authority,  the  men  hare 
'  breeches  vithont  scat  (okne  Gesdss) :  these  they  hsten  peakwise 
'  to  their  shirts ;  and  the  long  ronnd  doublet  must  overlap 
'them. 

'  Bieh  maidens,  again,  flit  abroad  in  goims  scolloped  out  be- 
'  hind  and  before,  so  that  back  and  breast  are  almost  bare.  Wives 
'  of  quality,  on  the  other  hand,  have  train-gowns  four  or  five  ells 
'  in  length  ;  which  truns  there  are  boys  to  carry.  Brave  Clso- 
'patras,  sailing  in  their  silk-cloth  Galley,  with  a  Cupid  for 
'  Btejraman  !  Consider  their  welts,  a  haodbreadth  thick,  which 
'  w^rer  round  them  bj  way  of  hem ;  the  long  flood  of  silver  but- 
'  tons,  or  rather  silver  shells,  from  throat  to  shoe,  wherewith 
'  these  same  welt-gowns  are  buttoned.  The  maidens  have  bound 
'  silver  snoods  about  their  hair,  with  gold  spangles,  and  pendent 
■  flames  {Flammeii),  that  is,  sparkling  hair-drops  :  but  of  their 
'  mother's  headgear  who  shall  speak  ?  Neither  in  love  of  grace 
'  is  eomfort  forgotten.  In  winter  weather  you  behold  the  whole 
'  &ir  creation  (that  can  afford  it)  in  long  mantles,  with  skirts 
'  vide  beJov,  ud,  for  hem,  sot  om  b«t  two  snffident  handl>ro«d 
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'welts;  all  ending  atop  in  a  thick  well^itarched  Buff,  Bome 
<  twenty  inches  broad :  these  are  their  Buff-mantles  {Kragen- 
*  mantel). 

'  As  yet  among  the  womankind  hoop-petticoats  are  not ;  but  the 
^  men  have  doublets  of  fustian,  under  which  lie  multiple  ruffs  of 
'  cloth,  pasted  together  with  batter  (mil  Teig  zusammengekleislert)^ 
^  which  create  protuberance  enough.  Thus  do  the  two  sexes  vie 
'  with  each  other  in  the  art  of  Decoration ;  and  as  usual  the 
'  stronger  carries  it.* 

Our  Professor,  whether  he  have  Humour  himself  or  not,  mani- 
fests a  certain  feeling  of  the  Ludicrous,  a  sly  observance  of  it, 
which,  could  emotion  of  any  kind  be  confidently  predicated  of  so 
still  a  man,  we  might  call  a  real  love.  None  of  those  bell-girdles, 
bushel-breeches,  comuted  shoes  or  other  the  like  phenomena,  of 
which  the  History  of  Dress  offers  so  many,  escape  him ;  more  es- 
pecially the  mischances,  or  striking  adventures,  incident  to  the 
wearers  of  such,  arc  noticed  with  due  fidelity.  Sir  Walter  Ra- 
leigh's fine  mantle,  which  he  spread  in  the  mud  under  Queen 
Elizabeth's  feet,  appears  to  provoke  little  enthusiasm  in  him ;  he 
merely  asks,  Whether  at  that  period  the  Maiden  Queen  ^  was  red- 
^  painted  on  the  nose,  and  white-painted  on  the  cheeks,  as  her 
'  tirewomen,  when  from  spleen  and  wrinkles  she  would  no  longer 
^  look  in  any  glass,  were  wont  to  serve  her  V  We  can  answer  that 
Sir  Walter  knew  well  what  he  was  doing,  and  had  the  Maiden 
Queen  been  stuffed  parchment  died  in  verdigris,  would  have  done 
the  same. 

Thus  too,  treating  of  those  enormous  habiliments,  that  were  not 
only  slashed  and  galooncd,  but  artificially  swollen  out  on  the 
broader  parts  of  the  body,  by  introduction  of  Bran,— our  Profes- 
sor fails  not  to  comment  on  that  luckless  Courtier,  who  having 
ideated  himself  on  a  chair  with  some  projecting  nail  on  it,  and 
therefrom  rising,  to  pay  his  devoir  on  the  entrance  of  Majesty^  in- 
Htautaneously  emitted  several  pecks  of  dry  wheat-dust :  and  stood 
there  diminished  to  a  spindle,  his  galoons  and  slashes  dangling 
sorrowful  and  flabby  round  him.  Whereupon  the  Professor  pub- 
lishes this  reflection : 

'  By  what  strange  chances  do  wo  live  in  History !  Erostra- 
» tus  by  a  torch ;  Milo  by  a  bullock ;  Henry  Damley,  an  unfledged 
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'  booby  and  bustard,  by  hia  limbs  ;  moat  Kings  and  Qneei 
'  beiug  born  under  such  and  Buch  a,  bed-tester  ;  Boileau 
'  preaux  (according  to  Helvetius)  by  the  peck  of  a  turkey  ; 
'this  iU-8t«rred  individual  by  a  rent  in  his  breeeiies, — for  nt 
'moiriBt  of  Kaiser  Otto'a  Court  omits  Lim.  Vain  whb  the  p 
'  of  Themistoolea  for  a  talont  of  Forgetting :  my  Friends, 
'  cheerfully  fo  Destiny,  and  rej"  ,  eince  it  is  written.' — Haa 
fclsdrOckh  to  be  put  in  mind  t  it,  nearly  related  to  the  im] 
ble  talent  of  Forgetting,  standi  that  talent  of  Silence,  which 
travelling  Englishmen  minif""'  i 

'  The  simplest  costuuic,'  o  ves  onr  Professor,  '  which  I 
'where  find  alluded  to  in  Hist-  y,  is  that  used  as  rc^menta 
'Bolivar's  Cavalry,  in  the  te  Columbian  wars.  A  et 
'  Blanket,  twelve  fi'ct  in  diagonal,  is  provided  (some  were  wo 
'  cut  off  the  comers,  and  make  ii.  circular) :  in  the  centre  s  t 
'  effected  eighteen  inches  long ;  through  tiia  the  moth«r-n 
'  Trooper  introduces  his  head  and  neck ;  and  so  rides  sbii 
'  from  ail  weather,  and  in  battle  from  m 
'  it  about  hia  left  arm) ;  and  not  only  dre 
'droperied.' 

"With  which  picture  of  a  State  of  Natut 
larity,  and  Old-Roman  contempt  of  the  superfluous,  we  shall 
this  part  of  onr  subject. 


iny  strokes  (for  he 
ssed,  hut  barn  cased 


i,  affecting  by  il 
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CHAPTER    VIII. 


THE    WORLD   OUT    OF   CLOTHES. 


If  in  the  Descriptiye-Historical  Portion  of  this  Yolome,  Tenf- 
elsdrdckh,  discussing  merely  the  Werden  (Origin  and  saocessiye 
Improvement)  of  Clothes,  has  astonished  many  a  reader,  much 
more  will  he  in  the  Speculative-Philosophical  Portion,  which 
treats  of  their  Wtrken  or  Influences.  It  is  here  that  the  present 
Editor  first  feels  the  pressure  of  his  task  ;  for  here  properly  the 
higher  and  new  Philosophy  of  Clothes  commences :  an  untried, 
almost  inconceivable  region,  or  chaos ;  in  venturing  upon  which, 
how  difficult,  yet  how  unspeakably  important  is  it  to  know  what 
course,  of  survey  and  conquest,  is  the  true  one ;  where  the  foot- 
ing is  firm  substance  and  will  bear  us,  where  it  is  hollow,  or  mero 
cloud,  and  may  engulf  us !  TeufelsdrOckh  undertakes  no  less 
than  to  expound  the  moral,  political,  even  religious  Influences  of 
Clothes ;  he  undertakes  to  make  manifest,  in  its  thousandfold 
bearings,  this  grand  Proposition,  that  Man's  earthly  interests 
'  are  all  hooked  and  buttoned  together,  and  held  up,  by  Clothes.' 
He  says  in  so  many  words, '  Society  is  founded  upon  Cloth  ;'  and 
again,  ^  Society  sails  through  the  Infinitude  on  Cloth,  as  on  a 
*■  Faust's  Mantle,  or  rather  like  the  Sheet  of  clean  and  unclean 
<  beasts  in  the  Apostle's  Dream  ;  and  without  such  Sheet  or  Mantle, 
^  would  sink  to  endless  depths,  or  mount  to  inane  limboes,  and  in 
'  either  case  be  no  more.' 

By  what  chains,  or  indeed  infinitely  complected  tissues,  of  Med 
itation  this  grand  Theorem  is  here  unfolded,  and  innumerable 
practical  Corollaries  are  drawn  therefrom,  it  were  perhaps  a  mad 
ambition  to  attempt  exhibiting..  Our  Professor's  method  is  not,  i 
in  any  case,  that  of  common  school  Logic,  where  the  truths  all 
stand  in  a  row,  each  holding  by  the  skirts  of  the  other ;  but  at 
best  that  of  practical  Beason,  prooeeding  by  large  Intuition  over 
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I  might  aj,  1 
I  in  hi«  PU-  I 


whole  ByGtematio  groups  &nd  kingdoms  ;  whereby,  we  might  ay,  J 
ft  noble  complexity,  almost  like  that  of  Nature,  reigoa  is  bi«  Pit  \ 
lo»]phy,  or  spiritual  Picture  of  Nature  :  a  mighty  maie,  jet  m 
faiih  whispere,  not  without  »  plan.  Nay  we  complaioed  whon, 
that  a  ocrtain  ignoble  complexity,  what  we  must  call  mere  con- 
fusion,  was  also  discercible.  Often,  also,  we  have  to  excbuia; 
Would  to  Heaven  those  same    "'-jraphical    Documents  weie 


come !     For  it  seems  as  if 
Author's  indiyiduftlity ;  as 
taught  him,  but  Experieuc 
glimpses,  and  by  significant 
enough  intervals  from  the  or 
that  we  can  hope  to  impart  ., 
Coetriue.     Readers  of  any  i 
favour  us  with  their  moat  eo — 
intense  consideration,  aud  Dot 


onstration  lay  mach  i 
e  not  Argument  that  had 
present  it  is  onlj  ia  local 
mta,  picked  often  aX  wtdi 
liuue,anil  carefully  eollaU^ 
;tline  or  foreshadow  of  lliii 
ce  are  once  more  invited  10 
^d  attention  :  let  tb«8e,  afttt 
.^en,  pronoHnce,  Whether  on 


tho  utmost  verge  of  oui  actual  Mumon  there  is  not  »  looming  M 

of  Lnud  ;  a  promise  of  new  Fortunate  Ihlands,  perhaps  whole  on- 
discorerud  Amuritas,  I'ur  eiith  as  have  i;;uiviiss  tu  sail  thithtT  ?— 
As  exordium  to  the  whole,  stand  here  the  following  long  cita- 

'With  meu  of  a  speculative  turn,'  writes  TeufelsdrOckh,  'there 
'  come  seasons,  meditative,  sweet,  yet  awful  hours,  when  in  wonder 
'  and  fear  you  ask  yourself  that  unanswerable  i^uestion  ;  \^'ho  am 
'  /;  the  thing  that  can  say  '■  I"  [tins  Iftif/i  ilas  sich  Ich  itenni) ! 
'  The  world,  with  its  loud  traffiekiug,  retires  into  the  distance : 
'  and  through  the  paper-hangings,  aud  stuiie-walls.  and  thick -plied 
'  tissues  of  Commeree  and  I'olity,  aud  all  the  living  and  lU'eless 
'  integuments  {of  Society  and  a  Body),  wherewith  your  Existence 
'  sits  surrounded, — the  sight  reaches  forth  into  the  void  Deep, 
'  and  you  are  alone  with  the  Universe,  and  silently  commune  with 
'  it  as  one  mysterious  Presence  with  another. 

'  Who  am  I ;  what  is  this  Me?  A  Voice,  a  Motion,  an  Ap- 
'  pearanco  ; — some  embodied,  visualised  Idea  in  the  Eternal 
'  Mind  ?  C'ngilOj  ergo  sum.  Alas,  poor  Cogitalor,  this  takes  \a 
'  but  a  little  way.  Sure  enough  I  am  ;  and  lately  was  not :  but 
'  Whence  t  How  1  Whereto  1  The  auBwor  lies  around,  written 
'  in  all  colours  and  motions,  uttered  in  all  tones  of  jubilee  and 
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wail,  in  thoufiand-figured,  thouMnd-Toioed,  harmonious  Nature : 
but  where  ia  the  cunning  eye  and  ear  to  whom  that  Grod-written 
Apooalypae  will  yield  artioulate  meaning?  We  ait  as  in  a 
boundless  Phantasmagoria  and  Dream-grotto ;  boundless,  for  the 
faintest  star,  the  remotest  century,  lies  not  even  nearer  the  verge 
thereof:  sounds  and  many-coloured  visions  flit  around  our 
sense ;  but  Him,  the  Unslumbcring,  whose  work  both  Dream 
and  Dreamer  are,  we  see  not ;  except  in  rare  half-waking  mo- 
ments, suspect  not.  Creation,  says  one,  lies  before  us,  like  a 
glorious  Rainbow ;  b^  the  Sun  that  made  it  lies  behind  us, 
hidden  from  us.  Then,  in  that  strange  Dream,  how  we  clutch 
at  shadows  as  if  tlMv  were  substances ;  andldeep  deepest  while 
foncying  ourselves*  mbat  awake !  Which  of  your  Philosophical 
Systems  is  other  than  a  dream-theorem ;  a  net  quotient,  confi- 
dently given  out,  where  divisor  and  dividend  are  both  unknown  ? 
What  arc  all  your  national  Wars,  with  their  Moscow  Retreats, 
and  sanguinary  hate-filled  Revolutions,  but  the  Somnambulism 
of  uneasy  Sleepers  ?  This  Dreaming,  this  Somnambulism  is  what 
we  on  Earth  call  Life  ;  wherein  the  most  indeed  undoubtingly 
wander,  as  if  they  knew  right  hand  from  left ;  yet  they  only  are 
wise  who  know  that  they  know  nothing. 

^  Pity  that  all  Metaphysics  had  hitherto  proved  so  inexpressi- 
bly unproductive !  The  secret  of  Man's  Being  is  still  like  the 
Sphinx's  secret :  a  riddle  that  he  cannot  rede ;  and  for  igno- 
rance of  which  he  suffers  death,  the  worst  death,  a  spiritual. 
What  are  your  Axioms,  and  Categories,  and  Systems,  and 
Aphorisms?  Words,  words.  High  Air-castles  are  cunningly 
built  of  Words,  the  Words  well  bedded  also  in  good  Logic-mor- 
tar ;  wherein,  however,  no  Knowledge  will  come  to  lodge.  The 
irhole  is  q renter  than  the  part:  how  exceedingly  true !  Nature 
abhors  a  vacuuni :  how  exceedingly  false  and  calumnious !  Again, 
Nothing  can  art  but  itherc  it  i< :  with  all  my  heart :  only  where 
is  it  ?  Be  not  the  slave  of  Words :  is  not  the  Distant,  the  Dead, 
while  I  love  it.  and  long  for  it.  and  mourn  tor  it.  Here,  in  the 
genuine  sense,  a.s  truly  as  the  floor  I  stand  on  1  But  that  same 
Win: fit:,  with  its  brother,  When,  are  from  the  first  the  master- 
colours  of  our  Dream -grotto ;  say  rather,  the  Canvass  (the  warp 
'  and  woof  thereof)  whereon  all  our  Dreams  and  Life-visions  are 


a  of  aver;  flliMito  ud  agg^  that  the  Wbbu  Md  Wbbm,  n 

*  ■jrtnioaaly  inaepatmble  from  tH  onr  thov^t^  an  bat  i^w 
'Maltaiiaahial  adharioiu  to  tiwo^i;  that  tha  Snrnajdia- 

*  aera  tham  whara  tha^  moast  vp  out  of  tha  eelaatial  Evkkt^ 

*  WHBKi  and  FoKMViK :  hmn  not  all  natioiu  eoDOUTed  tbair  Ood 

*  ai  OmnggBamt  and  Eternal ;  aa  existing  in  a  nnitaraal  Heke, 
■aa  ererlaatiiig  Now!  Think  wdl,  tboa  too  wilt  find  that 
'  Spaoe  ia  bvt  a  mode  of  our  hmnui  Bense,  eo  likewiae  Time ; 
'  there  u  no  Spaoe  and  no  Time :  Wb  h^  we  know  not  what ; 
< — light-flparklea  floadog  in  the  mther  of  Dmtyl 

■Sothatthia  ao  fclid-aeemiDg  WtM-ld,  aft^^  were  bat  an  air- 
'imaga,  onr  lin  the  only  realitj:  and  Natora,  with  ita  thoaaand- 
*fidd  piodnetim  and  deatmotion,  but  the  reflex  of  our  own  in- 
'ward  Foroe,  the  "phantaay  of  onr  Bream  ;"  or  what  the  HUrth- 
'  Spirit  in  Fiaat  namea  it,  tie  litmg  vuibit  Gamad  <^  Gvd : 

'  >■  In  IMa^i  floodi,  in  Action's  ttonn, 
I  walk  and  work,  kbori,  b«n«aUt, 
Work  and  wcav*  in  endlen  motion  I 
Bitth  uid  Death, 
An  infinite  ocean ; 
Aittiinguid  giring 
The  fir«  ot  tke  Liring : 
Til  U»u  at  the  roariiiE  Loom  of  Time  I  pi;, 
And  «ea*e  ftir  Qod  the  Qannent  thon  seeat  Bim  bj." 

<  Of  twenty  milliona  that  have  read  and  aponted  this  th1lnde^ 
'  ipeeeh  of  the  ErdgtuL,  are  there  yet  twenty  nnita  of  na  that 
'  have  learned  the  meaning  thereof} 

'  It  waa  in  aome  such  mood,  when  wearied  and  fbredone  with 
'  these  high  spccnlatione,  that  I  first  came  npon  the  qnestion  of 
■  Clothes.     Strange  enoogh,  it  strikes  me,  ia  this  same  &ot  of 

<  there  being  Tu1ot«  and  Tt^ored.     The  Hone  I  ride  has  his  own 

*  whole  fell :  strip  bim  of  the  girths  and  flaps  and  extraneoos 

*  tags  I  have  bslened  round  liim,  and  the  noble  creature  is  his 
'  own  sempster  and  weaver  and  spinner :  nay  his  own  bootmaker, 
'jeweller,  and  man-milliner  ;  he  botinds  free  throngh  the  valleys, 
'  with  a  perennial  rainproof  court  suit  on  his  body ;  wherein 
'waimth  and  ewiaeaa  of  fit  have  reaohed  perfection ;  nay,  tha 
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'  graces  also  have  been  considered,  and  MIIb  and  fringes,  with  gay 
<  variety  of  colour,  featly  appended,  and  eter  in  the  right  place, 
'  are  not  wanting.  While  I — good  Heaven  ! — have  thatched  my- 
^  self  over  with  the  dead  fleeces  of  sheep^  the  bark  of  vegetables, 
^  the  entrails  of  worms,  the  hides  of  oxen  or  seals,  the  felt  of 
^  furred  beasts ;  and  walk  abroad  a  moving  Rag-screen,  over- 
^  heaped  with  shred^  and  tatters  raked  from  the  Ohamel  house  of 
'  Nature,  where  they  would  have  rotted,  to  rot  on  me  more  slowly ) 
'  Day  after  day,  I  must  thatch  myself  anew ;  day  after  day,  this 
'  despicable  thatch  must  lose  some  film  of  its  thickness ;  some 

*  61m  of  it,  frayed  away  by  tear  and  wear,  must  be  brushed  off 
^  into  the  Ashpit,  into  the  Laystall ;  till  by  degrees  the  whole  has 
^  been  brushed  thither,  and  I,  the  dust-making,  patent  Rag- 
'  griudcr,  get  new  material  to  grind  down.  0  subter-brutish  I 
^  vile !  most  vile !  For  have  not  I  too  a  compact  all-enclosing 
^  Skin,  whiter  or  dingier  ?  Am  I  a  botched  mass  of  tailors'  and 
^  cobblers'  shreds,  then ;  or  a  tightly-articulated,  homogeneous 
^  little  Figure,  automatic,  nay  alive  ? 

'  Strange  enough  how  creatures  of  the  human-kind  shut  their 
^  eyes  to  plainest  facts  ;  and  by  the  mere  inertia  of  Oblivion  and 
^  Stupid ity,  live  at  ease  in  the  midst  of  Wonders  and  Terrors. 
^  But  indeed  man  is,  and  was  always,  a  blockhead  and  dullard ; 
^  much  readier  to  feel  and  digest,  than  to  think  and  consider. 
'  Prejudice,  which  he  pretends  to  hate,  is  his  absolute  lawgiver  ; 
'■  mere  use-and-wout  everywhere  leads  him  by  the  nose  :  thus  let 
^  but  a  Rising  of  the  Sun,  let  but  a  Creation  of  the  World  hap- 
'  pen  tirice,  and  it  ceases  to  be  marvellous,  to  be  noteworthy,  or 

*  noticeable.  Perhaps  not  once  in  a  lifetime  does  it  occur  to  your 
'  ordinary  biped,  of  any  country  or  generation,  be  he  gold- 
'  mantled  Prince  or  russet-jerkined  Peasant,  that  his  Vestments 
^  and  his  Self  arc  not  one  and  indivisible  ;  that  he  is  naked,  with- 
'  out  vestments,  till  he  buy  or  steal  such,  and  by  forethought  sew 

*  and  button  them. 

•  For  my  own  part,  these  considerations,  of  our  Clothes-thatch, 

*  and  how,  reaching  inwards  even  to  our  heart  of  hearts,  it  tailor- 
^  ises  and  demoralises  us,  fill  me  with  a  certain  horror  at  myself 
^  and  mankind  ;  almost  as  one  feels  at  those  Dutch  Cows,  which, 
^  during  the  wet  season,  you  see  graiing  deliberately  with  jackets 


<  mi  p.tti»ti  (if  ■trqwd  mOoMgi,  i>  A.  i 
■NaTaTthd««tlMnu.MBatluiig  grat  in  4i 


'iaidMd  tint  he  k  iMkad,  ai>d,MSnfthM  ■^"kliikidata^ 
'•He  UydbKj  Mi  H^rtviaa' 
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CHAPTER   IX. 

ADASnTIBM. 

Let  no  conrteoas  reader  take  offence  at  the  opinions  broached 
in  the  conclnsion  of  the  last  Chapter.  The  Editor  himself,  on 
first  glancing  over  that  singnhir  passage,  was  inclined  to  exclaim : 
What,  have  we  got  not  only  a  Sanscnlottist,  but  an  enemy  to 
Clothes  in  the  alwtract  ?  A  new  Adamite,  in  this  century,  which 
flatters  itself  that  it  is  the  Nineteenth,  and  destruetiye  both  to 
Superstition  and  Enthusiasm  ? 

Consider,  thou  foolish  Teufelsdr6ckh,  what  benefits  unspeak- 
able all  ages  and  sexes  derive  from  Clothes.  For  example,  when 
thou  thyself,  a  watery,  pulpy,  slobbery  freshman  and  new-comer 
in  this  Planet,  sattest  muling  and  puking  in  thy  nurse's  arms ; 
sucking  thy  coral,  and  looking  forth  into  the  world  in  the  blank- 
est manner,  what  hadst  thou  been,  without  thy  blankets,  and  bibs, 
and  other  nameless  hulls  ?  A  terror  to  thyself  and  mankind  1 
Or  hast  thou  forgotten  the  day  when  thou  first  reoeiyedst 
breeches,  and  thy  long  clothes  became  short  ?  The  village  where 
thou  livedst  was  all  apprized  of  the  fact ;  and  neighbour  after 
neighbour  kissed  thy  pudding-cheek,  and  gave  thee,  as  hansel, 
silver  or  copper  coins,  on  that  the  first  gala-day  of  thy  existence. 
Again,  wert  not  thou,  at  one  period  of  life,  a  Buck,  or  Blood, 
or  Macaroni,  or  Incroyable,  or  Dandy,  or  by  whatever  name, 
according  to  year  and  place,  such  phenomenon  is  distinguished  ? 
In  that  one  word  lie  included  mysterious  volumes.  Nay,  now 
when  the  reign  of  folly  is  over,  or  altered,  and  thy  clothes  are 
not  for  triumph  but  for  defence,  hast  thou  always  worn  them  per- 
force, and  as  a  consequence  of  Man's  Fall ;  never  rejoiced  in  them 
as  in  a  warm  movable  House,  a  Body  round  thy  Body,  wherein 
that  strange  Thee  of  thine  sat  snug,  defying  all  variations  of 
Climate?     Qirt  with  thick  double-milled  kerseys;   half-buried 
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uoder  shanls  and  broadbriina,  aod  overalls  and  mudboots, 
Tery  fingers  cased  in  doeskia  and  niittene,  thou  hast  bestrode 
*  Horse  I  ride  ;'  and,  though  it  were  in  wild  winter,  du 
through  the  world,  glorying  in  it  as  if  thou  wert  it«  loti. 
yain  did  the  eImI  beat  round  thy  temples ;  it  lighted  only  fl4 
impenetrable,  felted  or  norea,  oaae  of  wool.  In  vun  iSS 
winds  howl, — foreats  soundinfj  a 
ind  the  storms  heap 


)  of  wool. 
ind  orenking,  deep  calling  i 
oselves  together  into  one  1 
roagh  the  middle  thereof,  si 
nusie  hummed  in  thj  ears,! 
'  the  wreck  of  m&tter  and 
t  and  propitiooaly  wafting  \ 
saddle,  what  Ladst  thon  be 
in? — Nature  is  good,  bnt  sh' 
victory  of  Art  over  Nature, 
t.  pierced  thee ;  all  short  of 


Arciio  whirlpool ; 
tug  firo  from  the  highway  ;  ' 
too  wert  as  a  '  sailor  of  the 
crash  of  worlds  was  thy 
Without  Clothes,  without 
what  had  thy  fleet  quodruj, 
not  the  best ;  here  truly  w^ 
thunder  bolt  indeed  might  U.., 
thoti  couldst  defy. 

Or,  cries  the  courteous  reader,  has  your  Teufelsdrfiekh  foi; 
ten  what  he  said  lately  about  '  Aboriginal  Savages.'  and  tl 
'  condition  miacrable  indeed'?'  Would  he  have  all  this  unsj 
and  us  betake  ourselves  again  to  the '  matted  cloak,'  and  go  she* 
in  a  '  thick  natural  fell  f 

Nowise,  courteous  reader  t  The  Professor  knows  full  well  w 
he  is  saying ;  and  both  thou  and  we,  in  our  haste,  do  him  wrc 
If  Clothes,  ill  these  times, '  so  taitorise  and  demoralise  us,'  h 
they  no  redeeming  value  ;  ean  they  not  be  altered  to  serve  betl 
must  they  of  necessity  be  thrown  to  the  dogs?  The  truth 
TeufelsdrOckh,  though  a.  Sansculottist,  is  no  Adamite  :  and  m 
perhaps  as  ho  might  wish  to  go  forth  before  this  degenerate  i 
'as  a  Sign,'  would  nowise  wish  to  do  it,  as  those  old  Adami 
did,  in  a  state  of  Nakedness.  The  utility  of  Clothes  is  altogel 
apparent  to  him  :  nay  perhaps  he  lias  an  insight  into  their  m 
recondite,  and  almost  mystic  qualities,  what  we  might  call 
omnipotent  virtue  of  Clothes,  such  as  was  never  before  vou 
safcd  to  any  man.     For  example  : 

'  You  see  two  individuals,'  he  writes,  '  one  dressed  in  fine  R 
'the  other  in  coarse  threadbare  Blue;  Red  says  to  Blue, '■ 


ADAMITISBI  47 


hanged  and  anatomised ;"  Blue  hears  with  a  shudder,  and  (0 
wonder  of  wonders!)  marches  sorrowfully  to  the  gallows ;  is  there 
noosed  up,  vibrates  his  4iour,  and  the  surgeons  dissect  him,  and 
fit  his  bones  into  a  skeleton  for  medical  purposes.  How  is  this ; 
or  what  make  ye  of  your  Nothing  can  act  but  where  it  is?  Red  has 
no  physical  hold  of  Blue,  no  dutch  of  him,  is  nowise  in  contact 
with  him:  neither  are  those  minbtering  Sherifb  and  Lord- 
Lieutenants  and  Hangmen  and  Tipstaves  so  related  to  command- 
ing Red,  that  he  can  tug  them  hither  and  thither ;  but  each 
stands  distinct  within  his  own  skin.  Nevertheless,  as  it  is 
spoken,  so  it  is  done :  the  articulated  Word  sets  all  hands  in 
Action ;  and  Rope  and  Improved-drop  perform  their  work. 

'  Thinking  leader,  the  reason  seems  to  me  twofold:  First,  that 
Man  is  a  Spirit,  and  bound  by  invisible  bonds  to  jl/i  Men : 
Secondly,  that  he  icears  C^^<5,  which  are  the  visible  emblems  of 
that  fact.  Has  not  your  Red  hanging-individual  a  horsehair  wig, 
stjuirrel-skins.  and  a  plush  gown ;  whereby  all  mortals  know  that 
he  is  a  Judge  ] — Society,  which  the  more  I  think  of  it  astonishes 
me  the  more,  is  founded  upon  Cloth. 

'  Often  in  my  atrabiliar  moods,  when  I  read  of  pompous  cere- 
monials, Frankfort  Coronations,  Royal  Drawing-rooms,  Levees, 
Cuuchees  ;  and  how  the  ushers  and  macers  and  pursuivants  are 
all  in  waiting ;  how  Duke  this  is  presented  by  Archduke  that, 
and  Colonel  A  by  General  B,  and  innumerable  Bishops,  Admi- 
rals, and  miscellaneous  Functionaries,  are  advancing  gallantly  to 
the  Anointed  Presence ;  and  I  strive,  in  my  remote  privacy,  to 
form  a  clear  picture  of  that  solemnity, — on  a  sudden,  as  by  some 
enchanter's  wand,  the — shall  I  speak  it  ? — the  Clothes  fly  off  the 

*  whole  dramatic  corps ;  and  Dukes,  Grandees,  Bishops,  Generals, 

*  Anointed  Presence  itself,  every  mother's  son  of  them,  stand 
^  straddling  there,  not  a  shirt  on  them  ;  and  I  know  not  whether 
^  to  laugh  or  weep.  This  physical  or  psychical  infirmity,  in  which 
^  perhaps  I  am  not  singular,  I  have,  after  hesitation,  thought 
^  right  to  publish,  for  the  solace  of  those  afiUcted  with  the 
'  like.' 

Would  to  Heaven,  say  we,  thou  had^t  thought  right  to  keep  it 
secret  I  Who  is  there  now  that  can  read  the  five  columns  of 
Presentations  in  his  Morning  Newspaper  without  a  shudder? 


Hypocbondriso  men,  and  all  men  are  to  a  certain  extent  hjpo- 
ohondriac,  E^uld  be  more  gonttj'  treated.  With  what  readises 
our  firacy,  is  ibis  tihattered  atate  of  the  nervee,  follows  ont  tin 
consequencei  which  TeufcledrOckh,  with  a.  devilisli  cooloess,  goef 

'  What  would  Majesty  do,  could  such  an  accident  befall  in 
'realitj;  should  thebuttong  a)'  """ItMieonely  start,  and  the  sohd 

'  wool  evaporate,  in  very  Dei 


'  Hi)w  each  skullis  into  th« 
'Tragedy   (Havjft'und  Sltwi- 
'  I'^ifCB  to  weep  at,  which  ia 
'  (aci^ordingto Horace),  ax 
'jnent,  Legiijalion,  FrO] 
'  iissoli'fd,  ia  trails,  and  '. 
Lives  the  man  that 


agar 


1  Dream?  AcA  GoUl 
iding-placo  ;  their  hi^  SUU 
')  beoomes  a  PickleherrtDg 
'St  kind  of  FarciC  j  (he  taiUi 
n,  the  whole  fabrio  of  GoverB- 
I,  and  CiviliMd  Society,  an 

nalcod  Duke  of  Wiiidlestnw 
Im^iuatioD,  choked  m  ii 


addrcRsii^  a  naked  Honee  of  Lord 

mephttio  air,  recoils  on  iteelf,  and  will  not  forward  with  the  pi» 

ture.    The  Woolsack,  the  MiniBterinl,  the  Opposition  Benches — 

iiifnmlinii!  iiifandinii !  And  yet  why  is  the  thing  imp^jssibU' 
Wb»  not  every  Mill,  or  rather  overyhody.  of  these  Ouardians  of 
onr  Liberties,  naked,  or  nearly  so.  last  night ;  '  a  forked  Radish 
with  a  head  fantastically  carved?  And  why  might  he  not,  did 
onr  stern  Fato  po  order  it,  walk  out  to  St.  Stephen's,  as  well  as 
into  bed.  in  that  no-iasbion  ;  and  there,  with  other  siinilar  Ba- 
dlshofl,  hold  a  ]Jcd  of  Justice  }  '  Solace  of  those  afflicted  with  tht 
lite  /'  Unhappy  Teufeladrdckh,  had  man  ever  such  a  '  phy^i<!il 
or  psychical  infirmity'  before?  And  now  how  many,  perhaps, 
may  thy  unparalleled  confession  (which  we,  even  to  the  sounder 
British  world,  and  goaded  on  by  Critical  and  Biographical  duty, 
grudge  to  re-impart)  incurably  infect  therewith  I  Art  thou  tho 
malignest  of  Sansculottists,  or  only  the  maddest  t 

'  It  will  remain  to  be  esamined,'  adds  the  inexorable  Teufi'ls- 
drftckh, '  in  how  far  the  Scakecroiv,  as  a  Clothed  PerEon,  is  not 
'  also  entitled  to  bene6t  of  clergy,  and  English  trial  by  jury :  nav 
'  perhaps,  considering  his  high  function  (for  is  not  he  too  a  De- 
'  fender  of  Property,  and  Sovereign  armed  with  the  terrors  of  the 
Law?),  to  a  certain  royal  Immunity  and  Inviolability;  which, 
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<  however,  misers  and  the  meaner  class  of  persons  $m  not  always 

<  Yolontarily  disposed  to  grant  him.'     *     * 

•  •  <  O  nyr  friends,  we  are  (in  Yorick  Stera^^s  words)  but 
'  as  "  turkeys  driven,  with  a  stick  and  red  cloat^  to  the  market ;" 
^  or  if  some  diiyers,  as  they  do  in  Norfolk,  take  a  dried  bladder 

<  and  pat  peas  in  it,  the  fgttla  thereof  terrifies  the  boldest  1' 

4 


*  .■ 
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CHAPTER    X. 


It  nniet  now  be  apparenl 
Linted,  is  a,  speculative  S 
aokiiowledgiDg,  for  most 
lia  of  civilised  Life,  wb 
many  Cloth-raga,  turkoy-j 
To  linger  among  bucL  spct_. 
quires,  a  dieoeming  public  c 


lU.. 


tltat  our  Professor,  u  aim 
of  the  very  darkest  tinp, 
solemoitiea  aad  parapheno- 
so  mucb  of,  nothing  but  m 
bladders  with  dried  peu' 
)ugcr  tbnn  mere  Saience  it- 
wish.     For  Qor  pnrpMai 


c  simple  fact  that  Bucb  ft  Natted  World  ia  poBBihle,  nay  n 

csiafa  (under  tlie  Clothed  one),  will  be  sufficient.  :Much,  ihm- 
fore,  wc  omit  abuut  ■  Kings  ivrestliug  nulit'd  i>u  tbt*  gri^en  wiA 
*  Carmen,'  and  the  Kings  being  tlirown :  '  dissect  theia  with  sal-  j 
'  pels,'  says  Teiifelsdrfttkb ;  '  the  saniD  viscera,  tissues,  bTen, 
'lights,  and  other  Life-tuekle  aru  there  ;  examine  their  spiriwal 
'  mechauism ;  the  same  great  Need,  great  Greed,  and  liills 
'  Faculty ;  nay  ten  to  one  but  the  Carman,  who  understanii 
'  draugbt-eattle,  the  rimming  of  wheel.',  something  of  the  laws  of 
'unstable  and  stable  equilibrium,  with  other  branches  of  wagon 
'  Bcieuoc,  and  has  actually  put  forth  his  hand  and  operated  on 
'  Nature,  is  the  more  cunningly  gifted  of  the  two.  Whence,  then, 
'their  Bi>  unspeakable  difteronce?  From  Clothes,'  Much  alw 
we  shall  omit  almut  confusion  of  Ranks,  and  Joan  and  3Iy  Ladv. 
and  how  it  would  bo  every  where 'liail  fellow  well  met,' sod 
Chaos  were  ooiue  again  :  all  which  to  any  one  that  has  once  fairly 
pictured  out  the  grand  mother-idea,  Sociaif  in  a  flale  of  ^aJudiusi. 
will  spontaneously  suggest  itself.  Should  wime  sceptical  indi- 
vidual still  entertain  doubts  whother  in  a  world  without  Clolhes, 
the  smallcKt  Politeness.  Polity,  or  even  Police,  could  eiist.  let 
him  turn  to  Ihe  original  Volume,  and  view  there  the  boundlea 
Serbonian  Hugs  of  Sausoulottiam,  stretobiug  sour  and  pestilential' 
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over  which  wc  have  lightly  flown  ;  where  not  only  whole  armies 
but  whole  nations  might  sink !  If  indeed  the  following  argument, 
in  its  brief  riveting  emphasis,  be  not  of  itself  incontrovertible  and 
final: 

^  Are  we  Opossums ;  have  we  natural  Pouches,  like  the  K&u- 
^  garoo  ?  Or  how,  without  Clothes,  could  we  possess  the  master- 
'  organ,  souVs-seat,  and  true  pineal  gland  of  the  Body  Social :  I 

*  mean,  a  Purse  V 

Nevertheless  it  is  impossible  to  hate  Professor  TeufelsdrOckh ; 
at  worst,  one  knows  not  whether  to  hate  or  to  love  him.  For 
though  in  looking  at  the  fair  tapestry  of  human  Life,  with  its 
royal  and  even  sacred  figures,  he  dwells  not  on  the  obverse  alone, 
but  here  chiefly  on  the  reverse  ;  and  indeed  turns  out  the  rough 
seams,  tatters,  and  manifold  thrums  of  that  unsightly  wrong-side, 
with  an  almost  diabolic  patience  and  iudiflcreucc,  which  must 
have  sunk  him  in  the  estimation  of  most  readers, — there  is  that 
within  which  unspeakably  distinguishes  him .  from  all  other  past 
and  present  Sansculottists.  The  grand,  unparalleled  peeuli- 
arity  of  TeufelsdrOckh  is,  that  with  all  tins  Desccndentalism,  he 
combines  a  Transcendentalism,  no  less  superlative ;  whereby  if 
on  the  one  hand  he  degrade  man  below  most  animals,  except 
those  jacketed  Gouda  Cows,  he,  on  the  other,  exalts  him  beyond 
the  visible  Heavens,  almost  to  an  equality  witli  the  gods. 

'  To  the  eye*of  vulgar  Logic'  says  he, '  what  is  man  ?  An 
'  omnivorous  Biped  that  wears  Breeches.  To  the  eye  of  Pure 
^  Reason  what  is  he?  A  soul,  a  Spirit,  and  divine  Apparition. 
'  Round  his  mysterious  Mi:,  there  lies,  under  all  those  wool-rags, 

*  a  Garment  of  Flesh  (or  of  Senses),  con  textured  in  the  Loom  of 

*  Heaven ;  whereby  he  is  revealed  to  his  like,  and  dwells  with 

*  them  in  Union  and  Division  ;  and  sees  and  fashions  for  him- 

*  self  a  Universe,  with  azure  Starry  Spaces,  and  long  Thousands 
'  of  Years.  Deep-hidden  is  he  under  that  strange  Garment ;  amid 
'  Sounds  and  Colours  and  Forms,  as  it  were,  swathed  in,  and  in- 

*  extricably  overshrouded  :  yet  it  is  sky  woven,  and  worthy  of  a 
'  God.  Stands  he  not  thereby  in  the  centre  of  Immensities,  in 
'  the  conflux  of  Eternities  ?     He  feels :  power  has  been  given  him 

*  to  know,  to  believe  ;  nay  does  not  the  spirit  of  Ix)ve.  free  in  its 
celestial  primeval  brightness,  even  here,  though  but  for  moments. 


(wm  of  cnr  Avshot,  whioh  k ) 
hu  utan,  Imnta  forth,  ai  it  i 

the  Tspour  and  tarnish  of  whi 
his  exterior  and  environmenL 
ward  Sn  of  Light  and   Love 
•looda  aoon  roll  together  aguD 
Socfa  tendenej  to  Mjatidim 
man  ;  and  indeed,  to  attentive 
apparent     Nothing  that  he  bi 
Mnoing,  bnt  has  two  meaninga 
Soapbv  and  Charlemagne-Maul 
gmd  and  Gi{iBy-BUnket,  he  fino 
tbara  is  in  eaeh  eort  Poctij  alf 
Hattar,  waro  it  never  so  deepieal 
/   Bpirit:  were  it  never  bo  Lonoara 
'nnble,  nay  the    thing  Imagio 
onred  as  Visible,  what  is  it  bn 
holier,  celestial  Invisible,  'nnim 
oess  of  bright  1'      Under  whicl 
puaage,  so  atrange  in  purport,  so 
taristiB  enough : 

'  Tfa«  b^pning  of  all  Wisdom 
*  ovnn  with  armed  eyesight,  till  tl 
'  PUkMopher,"  nys  the  wisest  of 
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'  Clothes),  into  the  Man  himself;  and  discern,  it  may  be,  in  this 
'  or  the  other  Dread  Potentate,  a  more  or  less  incompetent  Diges- 
'  tive-apparatos ;  yet  also  an  inscmtable  venerable  Mystery,  in  the 
'  meanest  Tinker  that  sees  with  eyes  1' 

For  the  rest,  as  is  natural  to  a  man  of  this  kind,  he  deals  much 
in  the  feeling  of  Wonder  ;  insists  on  the  necessity  and  high  worth 
of  aniversal  Wonder ;  which  he  holds  to  be  the  only  reasonable 
temper  for  the  denizen  of  so  singular  a  Planet  as  oars.  '  Won- 
'  dor,'  says  he, '  is  the  basis  of  Worship :  the  reign  of  wonder  is 
'  perennial,  indestructible  in  Man ;  only  at  certain  stages  (as  the 
'  present),  it  is,  for  some  short  season,  a  reign  in  partUnis  infide- 

*  lium.^  That  progress  of  Science,  which  is  to  destroy  Wonder, 
and  in  its  stead  substitute  Mensuration  and  Numeration,  finds 
small  favour  with  TeufelsdrOckh,  much  as  he  otherwise  venerates 
these  two  kttcr  processes. 

'  Shall  your  Science,'  exclaims  he, '  proceed  in  the  small  chiuk- 
'  lighted,  or  even  oil-lighted,  underground  workshop  of  Logic  alone ; 
'  and  man's  mind  become  an  Arithu^etical  Mill,  whereof  Memory  is 
'  the  Hopper,  and  mere  Tables  of  Sines  and  Tangents,  Codification, 
'  and  Treatises  of  what  you  call  Political  Economy,  are  the  Meal  ? 
'  And  what  is  that  Science,  which  the  scientific  head  alone,  were 
'  it  screwed  off,  and  (like  the  Doctor's  in  the  Arabian  Tale)  set 

*  in  a  basin,  to  keep  it  alive,  could  persecute  without  shadow  of  a 
'  heart, — ^but  one  other  of  the  mechanical  and  menial  handicrafts, 
'  for  which  the  Scientific  Head  (having  a  Soul  in  it)  is  too  noble 
'  an  organ  ?  I  mean  that  Thought  without  Reverence  is  barren, 
'  perhaps  poisonous ;  at  best,  dies  like  cookery  with  the  day  that 
'  called  it  forth ;  does  not  live,  like  sowing,  in  successive  tilths 
'  and  wider-spreading  harvests,  bringing  food  and  plenteous  in- 
'  crease  to  all  Time.* 

In  such  wise  docs  TeufelsdrOckh  deal  hits,  harder  or  softer, 
according  to  ability ;  yet  over,  as  wo  would  fain  persuade  our- 
Hclve^,  with  charitable  intent.     Above  all,  that  class  of  *'  Logic- 

*  choppers,  and  treble-pipe  Scoffers,  and  professed  Enemies  t4» 
'  Wonder ;  who,  in  these  days,  so  numerously  patrol  as  night-con- 
'  stables  al>out  the  Mechanics'  Institute  of  Science,  and  cackle, 
^  like  true  Old-Koman  geese  and  goslings  round  their  Capitol,  on 

*  any  alarm,  or  on  none  :  nay  who  often,  as  illuminated  Sceptics. 


'  The  man  who  cannot  wt 

*  (and  worship),  were  he  J 

*  cietics,  and  carried  the  wh 

*  losophi/j  and  the  epitome  o 

*  with  their  results,  in  liis  t 
'  taclea  behind  which  there  i 
'  look  through  him,  then  he 

*  Thou  wilt  have  no  Myste 

*  thy  world  by  the  sunshine 
'  by  the  hand-lamp  of  what  I 

*  all,  "  account''  for  all,  or  be. 
'  attempt  laughter ;  whoso  r* 

*  vading  domain  of  Mystery. 

<  and  among  our  hands ;  to  w 
^  Temple,  as  well  as  a  Kitch( 

*  delirious  Mystic ;  to  him  tli 

*  trusively  proffer  thy  hand- 
'  when  he  kicks  his  foot  throi 
'  thy  cow  calve,  doth  not  thy 
'  thou  not  born,  wilt  thou  u 
'  or  do  one  of  two  things :  I] 

*  foolish  cackle ;  or,  what  wer< 
'  that  the  reign  of  wonder  is  * 
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The  Philosophy  of  Clothes  is  now  to  all  readers,  as  we  predi- 
cated it  would  do,  unfoldiDg* itself  into  now  boundless  expansioni, 
of  a  cloudoapt,  almost  chimerical  aspect,  yet  not  without  asure 
loomings  in  the  far  distance,  and  streaks  as  of  an  Elysian  bright- 
ness ;  the  highly  questionable  purport  and  promise  of  which  it  is 
becoming  more  and  more  important  for  us  to  ascertain.  Is  that 
a  real  Elysian  brightness,  cries  many  a  timid  wayfarer,  or  the 
reflex  of  Pandemonian  lava  ?  Is  it  of  a  truth  leading  us  into 
beatific  Asphodel  meadows,  or  the  yellow-burning  marl  of  a  Hell- 
on-Earth  ? 

Our  Professor,  like  other  Mystics,  whether  delirious  or  in- 
spired, gives  an  Editor  enough  to  do.  Ever  higher  and  dixner 
are  the  heights  he  leads  us  to ;  more  piercing,  all-comprehending, 
all-confounding  are  his  views  and  glances.  For  example,  this  of 
Nature  being  not  an  Aggregate  but  a  Whole : 

^  Well  sang  the  Hebrew  Psalmist :  ^  If  I  take  the  wings  of  the 
<  morning  and  dwell  in  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  universe,  Gk>d 
^  is  there."  Thou  too,  O  cultivated  reader,  who  too  probably  art 
^  no  Psalmist,  but  a  Prosaist,  knowing  Odd  only  by  tradition, 
^  knowest  thou  any  corner  of  the  world  where  at  least  Force  is 
'  not  ?  The  drop  which  thou  shakest  from  thy  wet  hand,  rests 
*  not  where  it  falls,  but  to-morrow  thou  findest  it  swept  away  ^ 
'  already,  on  the  wings  of  the  Northwind,  it  is  nearing  the  Tropic 
^  of  Cancer.  How  came  it  to  evaporate,  and  not  lie  motionless  1 
^  Thinkest  thou  there  is  aught  motionless ;  without  Force  and 
^  utterly  dead  t 

'  As  I  rode  through  the  Sohwarzwald,  I  said  to  myself :  That 
^  little  fire  which  glows  star-like  across  the  dark-growing  {nock- 
'  ieuik)  moor,  wher«  the  sooty  smiUi  bends  over  his  anvil,  and 


^  ^'uive,  HID  lygu  rn 

'  MlB,  Wft  annning  affinities  u 
'  bnmj^  kbrat :  it  is  » IHtle  g 

<  great  vital  ^jstcm  of  luimoii!; 
'oonscioiis  Altar,  kiDdleil  on  tli 
*'Meriflce,  whose  iron  imoke  at 
*tka  All;  whose  Diogy  Prieet. 

'  aiiiew,  preaches  fbrtii  tiie  myste. 
■  (sioterioaUj  enough)  one  little  i 
'  dom,  the  Gospel  of  Man's  Fore 

<  )m  ail-oommanding. 

<  Detsohed,  sepaiated !     I  say 

*  notiung  hitherto  was  ever  stiand 

*  only  a  withered  leaf,  works  toget 
,'Mi  the  bottomless,  shoreless  flood 
^^tpetnal  metunorphoses.     The 

*  lost,  there  are  Forces  in  it  and  ar 
'  Terse  order ;  dse  how  eonld  it  ro 
'  which  man  makes  Paper,  or  the 
'  makes  Com.  Ri^tlj  viewed  no  i 
'  kQ  olijeets  are  as  windows,  tfaron 
'  looks  into  Infinitode  itself.' 

Again,  leaving  that  wondrons  8c 
Taemt,  higb-suling  air-riiips  are  tb 
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must  not  the  Imagination  weave  Garments,  viaible  Bodies, 
wherein  the  else  inyisible  creations  and  in^irations  of  onr  Rea- 
son are,  like  Spirits,  revealed,  and  first  become  all-powerfdl ;— < 
the  rather  if,  as  we  often  see,  the  Hand  too  aid  her,  and  (bj 
wool  Clothes  or  otherwise)  reveal  soch  even  to  the  outward 
eyel 

^  Men  are  properly  said  to  be  clothed  with  Anthorilyi  cbthed 
with  Beauty,  with  Curses,  and  the  like.  Nay,  if  you  consider 
it,  what  is  Man  himself,  and  his  whole  terrestrial  Lifo,  but  an 
Emblem ;  a  Clothing  or  visible  Grarment  for  that  divine  Mb  of 
his,  cast  hither,  like  a  light-particle,  down  from  Heaven?  Thtt 
is  he  said  also  to  be  clothed  with  a  Body. 

'  Language  is  called  the  Garment  of  Thought :  however,  it 
should  rather  be,  Language  is  the  Flesh-Garment,  the  Body,  of 
Thought  I  said  that  Imagination  wove  this  Flesh-Garment ; 
and  does  she  not?  Metaphors  are  her  stuff:  examine  Lan- 
guage ;  what,  if  you  except  some  few  primitive  elements  (of 
natural  sound),  what  is  it  all  but  Metaphors,  recognised  as  such, 
or  no  longer  recognised:  still  fluid  and  florid,  or  now  solid- 
grown  and  colourless  ?  If  those  same  primitive  elements  are 
the  osseous  fixtures  in  the  Flesh-Garment,  Language, — ^then  ar« 
Metaphors  its  muscles  and  tissues  and  living  integuments.  An 
unmctaphorical  style  you  shall  in  vain  seek  for :  is  not  your  very 
Aiteniion  a  Streichii^g4o  T  The  difference  lies  here :  some  styles 
are  lean,  adust,  wiry,  the  muscle  itself  seems  osseous ;  some  are 
even  quite  pallid,  hunger-bitten,  and  dead-looking ;  while  others 
again  glow  in  the  flush  of  health  and  vigorous  self-growth,  some- 
times (as  in  my  own  case)  not  without  an  apoplectic  tendency. 
Moreover,  there  are  sham  Metaphors,  which  overhanging  that 
same  Thought's-Body  (best  naked),  and  deceptively  bedizening, 
or  bolstering  it  out,  may  bo  called  its  fiilse  stuffings,  superfluous 
show-cloaks  (PtUz-Mdniel)^  and  tawdry  woolen  rags:  whereof 
ho  that  runs  and  reads  may  gather  whole  hampers, — and  bum 
them.' 

Than  which  paragraph  on  Metaphors  did  the  reader  ever 
chance  to  see  a  more  surprisingly  metaphorical  1  However,  that 
is  not  our  chief  grievance  ;  the  Professor  continues : 

'  Why  multiply  instances  ?    It  is  written,  the  Heavens  and 

4* 


SS  SARTOR  RESARTtra 

'  the  Kttrtb  Bhall  fade  away  like  n  Vcature  :  wliieh  iD<)«od  Ukj 
'  are  :  the  Time-vesture  of  t!ie  Eternftl.  Whatsciefer  seuAib 
'  exiats,  whatBoever  representa  Spirit  to  Spirit,  ia  properlj 
''  Clotiiing,  a  suit  of  BalmeDt,  put  on  for  &  aeasoa  ,  and  u  Vc 
'  laid  off.  Thus  in  this  one  pregnant  subject  of  Clotbes,  riglittj 
'  undcrBtood,  in  included  till  thut  men  have  thought,  dreamtd, 
'  done  and  been  :  tlie  whole  External  Universe  &nd  what  it  ioUi 
'  is  but  Clothing ;    and  the  f  all  Science  liei  in  Ik 

'  Philosophv  of  Ci-otijes.' 

Towards  these  dim  infini'  id  regiona,  doEa-bordnnf 

on  the  impalpahie  Inane,  it  )ut  &pprehenatOD,  tuid  p•^ 

pctual  difficulties,  that  th  )  himself  jimrDenDg  ui 

struggling.     Till  lately  a  i^"  'stnr  of  hope  hung  befon 

him,  in  the  expected  Aid  i  Heuichrecke  ;  which  dtr- 

atar,  however,  melts  now,  ni  'ed  of  moraiag,  but  intoi 

vague,  gray  half-light,  uncert-  t  dawii  of  day  or  dusk  rf 

utter  darkness.  For  the  last  weea,  lao  so-oalled  Biogtv^ioal 
Documents  are  in  hia  hand.  By  the  ndneis  of  a  Scottish  H»in- 
burgh  Merchant,  whose  name,  known  to  the  whole  mercantile 
world,  he  must  not  mention  ■,  but  whose  honourable  oourtesv. 
now  and  often  before  spontaneously  manifested  to  bim,  a  mere 
literary  stranger,  he  cannot  soon  forget, — the  bulky  Weissnichtito 
Packet,  with  all  its  CustomhouBO  seals,  foreign  hieroglyphs,  and 
miscellaneous  tokens  of  Travel,  arrived  here  in  perfect  safety, 
and  free  of  cost.  The  reader  sliaU  now  fancy  with  what  hot 
hasto  it  was  broken  up,  with  what  breathless  expectation  glanced 
over ;  and,  alas,  with  what  unquiet  disappointment  it  has,  since 
tlien,  been  often  thrown  down,  and  again  taken  up. 

Hofrath  Ilcuschrecke,  in  a  too  long-winded  Letter,  full  of 
complimeut.'i,  Weissniclitwo  politics,  dinners,  dining  repartees, 
and  other  ephemeral  trivialities,  proceeds  to  remind  us  of  what 
we  knew  well  already :  that  however  it  may  be  with  Metaphysics, 
and  other  abstract  Science  originating  in  the  Head  (  Verstaml) 
alone,  no  Life  Philosophy  [Lebtiisphitosophii:),  such  as  this  of 
Ciothes  pretenda  to  be,  which  originates  equaily  in  the  Oliaracter 
( GemdlK),  and  equally  speaks  thereto,  can  attain  its  significance 
till  the  Character  itself  is  known  and  seen-;  'till  the  Author's 
'  View  of  tha  World  (  Wetlansicht),  and  how  he  actively  and  pas- 
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'  sivcly  came  by  such  view,  are  clear :  in  short  till  a  Biography 
'  of  him  has  been  philosophieo-poetically  written,  and  philosophico- 

*  poetically  read.'  *  Nay,'  adds  he,  <  were  the  speculative  sci|f»itfio 
'  Truth  even  known,  you  still,  in  this  inquiring  age,  ask  yourself, 
'  Whence  came  it,  and  Why,  and  How  ? — and  rest  not,  till,  if  no 
'  better  may  be,  Fancy  have  shaped  out  an  answer ;  and  cither 
'  in  the  authentic  lineaments  of  Fact,  or  the  forged  ones  of  Fic- 

*  tion.  a  complete  picture  and  Genetical  History  of  the  Man  and 
^  his  spiritual  Endeavour  lies  before  you.     But  why,'  says  the 

*  Hofrath,  and  indeed  say  we, '  do  I  dilate  on  the  uses  of  our 

*  ToufelsdrOckh's  Biography  ?  The  great  Herr  Minister  von 
'  Gi>cthe  has  penetratingly  remarked  that  '*  Man  is  properly  the 
*•  mi  ft/  object  that  interests  man  :"  thus  I  too  have  noted,  that 
^  in  Wcissnichtwo  our  whole  conversation  is  little  or  nothing  else 
'  but  Biography  or  Autobiography ;  ever  humano-anecdotical 
^  (meHschlirh-anecdotisch).  Biography  is  by  nature  the  most  uni- 
'  versally  profitable,  universally  pleasant  of  all  things :  especially 
^  Biography  of  distinguished  individuals. 

'  By  this  time,  vie'm  Verehrtester  (my  Most  Esteemed),'  con- 
tinues he,  with  an  elo<|ucnce  which,  unless  the  words  be  purloined 
from  TeufelsdrOckh.  or  some  trick  of  his,  as  we  suspect,  is  well 
nigh  unaccountable,  ^  by  this  time  you  are  fairly  plunged  (vertdft) 
*•  in  that  might v  Corest  of  Clothes-Philosophy  ;  and  looking  round, 
as  all  r^  riders  do.  with  astonishment  enough.  Such  portions 
^  and  passages  as  you  have  already  mastered,  and  brought  to 
^  paper,  could  not  but  awaken  a  strange  curiosity  touching  the 
'  mind   they   issued  from :    the  perhaps  unparalleled  psychical 

*  mechanism,  which  manufactured  such  matter,  and  emitted  it  to 

*  th'*  light  of  day.     Had  TeufelsdrOckh  also  a  father  and  mother  ; 

*  did  he,  at  one  time,  wear  drivel-bibs,  and  live  on  spoon-meat  ? 

*  Did  he  ever,  in  rapture  and  tears,  clasp  a  friend's  bosom  to  his ; 
'  Im^ks  he  also  wistfully  into  the  long  burial -aisle  of  the  Past, 
^  wliore  only  winds,  and  their  low  harsh  moan,  give  inarticulate 

*  answer?      Has  ho  fought  duels; — good  Heaven!  how  did  he 

*  comport  himself  when  in  Love  ?  By  what  singular  stair-steps, 
*'  in  short,  and  subterranean  passages,  and  sloughs  of  Despair, 

*  and  steep  Pisgah  bills,  has  he  reached  this  wonderful  prophetio 
<  Hebron  (a  true  Old-Ciothea  Jewry)  where  he  now  dwella? 
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'  To  all  these  natural  questionfl  the  voice  of  Public  H 
'  is  as  yet  silent  Certaui  Dnij  that  be  baa  hcea,  and  is, 
•grim,  and  Traveller  from  a  fat  Country  ;  more  or  leas  Cw 
'  and  travel-soiled ;  has  parted  with  road-DOmp*iiioas ;  , 
-among  thieves,  been  poisoned  by  bad  cookery,  Uiat«red 
bugbites  ;  nevertheless,  at  every  stage  (for  tbey  haTfi  IbI 
'  pa«B),  has  bad  the  Bill  to  discbarge.  But  the  wbole  _ 
'  of  his  Route,  his  Weather-oba  tattone,  the  pictarev^iie 
'  he  took,  though  :l11  rcgulai  iott«d  down  (in  indelil 
'  pathetie-iak  by  au  invisible  nor  Penmaa),  are  these  nin 
'forthcoming?      Perhaps  q  lost:    one  other    leaf  of 

'  mighty  Volume  (of  human  5  ory)  left  to  Sy  abroad,  unpri 
'  unpublished,  unbound  up,  a,       iste  paper  ;  and  rot,  tlie  sga 

*  rainy  wmds  1 

'  No,  vtrehrUsU-r  Hen  Hera       ebrr,  in  no  wise  I     I  bet%| 

*  unexampled  favour  you  tU..  in  with  our  Sage, 
'  Biography  only,  but  an  AatauiOgtaphy :  at  least  t 
'  for  auch  ;  wberefrom,  if  I  nuBreokon  Bot,  your  pcrspicwnl) 
'draw  fullest  insiyla  :  and  ^n  tliL'  wlii.lc  Tbili..-..-pl<y  aT],i  Vh 
'  pher  of  Clothes  will  stand  clear  to  the  wondering  eyes  of 

'  land,  nay  thence,  tlirough  America,  through  Hindostan,  an( 
'antipodal  New  Ilollaud,  finally  conquer  (fi/incAmf«)  great 
'  of  this  terrestrial  Planet  I' 

And  DOW  let  the  sympathising  reader  judge  of  our  fe< 
when,  in  place  of  this  Kamo  Autobiography  with  '  fullest  inst 
we  find— Sii  considerable  Papeii  Baus,  carefully  sealed, 
marked  succesnively,  in  gilt  China-ink,  with  the  symbols  of 
Six  Boulhern  Zodiacal  SigiiM,  begiuuing  at  Libra ;  in  the  in 
of  which  sealed  Bags  lie  iniseellaneoua  masses  of  Sheets, 
oftener  Shreds  and  Snips,  written  in  Professor  Teufelsdroc 
scarce  legible  rurdr-srhrifl  ;  and  treating  of  all  imaginable  th 
under  the  Zodiac  and  above  it,  hut  of  his  own  personal  hie 
only  at  rare  intervals,  and  then  in  the  most  enigmatic  mannc 

■Whole  faHcioIea  there  are,  wherein  the  Professor,  or.  as  he  I 
speaking  in  the  third  person  calls  himself, '  the  Wanderer,'  is 
onee  named.  Then  again,  amidst  what  seems  to  be  a  Metaj 
si  CO- theological  l>is<^uisition, '  Detached  Thoughts  on  the  Ste 
engine,'  or,  'The  continued  Possibility  of  Prophecy,'  we  si 
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in«et  with  some  quite  private,  not  unimportant  Biographical  £Mi 
On  certain  sheets  stand  Dreams,  authentic  or  not,  while  the  cir- 
cumjacent waking  Actions  are  omitted.     Anecdotes,  oftenest 
without  date  of  place  or  time,  fly  loosely  on  separate  slips,  like 
^  Sibylline  leaves.      Interspersed  also  are  long  purely  Autobio- 
I  graphical  delineations ;  yet  without  connexion,  without  reci^isa- 
j  ble  ooheience ;   so  unimportant,  so  superfluously  minute,  they 
'  almost  remind  us  of  'P.P.  Clerk  of  this  Parish.'     Thus  does 
famine  of  intelligence  alternate  with  waste.     Selection,  order 
appears  te  be  unknown  te  the  Professor.     In  all  Bags  the  same 
imbroglio ;  only  perhaps  in  the  Bag  Capricorn^  and  those  near 
it,  the  confusion  a  little  worse  confounded.     Close  by  a  rather 
eloquent  Oration, '  On  receiving  the  Doctor's  Hat,'  lie  wash-biUs 
marked  bezahU  (settled).      His  Travels  are  indicated  by  the 
Street- Advertisements  of  the  various  cities  he  has  visited;  of 
which  Street- Advertisements,  in  most  living  tongues,  here  is  per- 
haps the  completest  collection  extant 

So  that  if  the  Clothes- Volume  itoelf  was  too  like  a  Chaos,  we 
have  now  instead  of  the  solar  Luminary  that  should  still  it,  the 
airy  Limbo  which  by  intermixture  will  further  volatilise  and  dis- 
compose it !  As  we  shall  perhaps  sec  it  our  duty  ultimately  to 
deposit  these  Six  Paper-Bags  in  the  British  Museum,  farther 
description,  and  all  vituperation  of  them,  may  be  spared.  Biog- 
raphy or  autobiography  of  TcufelsdrOckh  there  is,  clearly  enough, 
none  to  be  gleaned  here :  at  most  some  sketehy,  shadowy  fugitive 
likeness  of  him  may,  by  unheard-of-efforts,  partly  of  intellect, 
partly  of  imagination,  on  the  side  of  Editor  and  of  Reader,  rise 
up  between  them.  Only  as  a  gaseous-chaotic  Appendix  to  that 
a^jueous-chaotic  Volume  can  the  contents  of  the  Six  Bags  hover 
round  us,  and  portions  thereof  be  incorporated  with  our  delinea- 
tion of  it. 

Daily  and  nightly  docs  the  Editor  sit  (with  green  spectacles) 
deciphering  these  unimaginable  Documents  from  their  perplexed 
rursir'srhrijl ;  collating  them  with  the  almost  cijually  unimagina- 
ble Volume,  which  stands  in  legible  print.  Over  such  a  univer- 
sal medley  of  high  and  low,  of  hut.  cold,  moist  and  dry,  is  he  here 
struggling  (by  union  of  like  with  like,  which  is  Method)  to  build 
a  firm  Bridge  for  British  travellers.     Never  perhaps  since  our 
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first  Sridge-buUdura,  Sin  and  Deatb,  Iwilt  th&t  stopeudi 
from  riellgat*  to  the  Earth,  did  any  Pontifrs,  or  Ponti 
Uke  Hucb  a  task  as  the  present  £ditor.  For  in  tliU  i 
leftdiog,  aa  we  humhly  preauine,  iiir  otherwarda  than  th 
primeval  one,  the  materials  are  to  be  Gehed  up  from  th 
ing  deep,  and  down  from  the  simmering  air,  berc  one  ms 
Motlier,  and  eonningly  cempoted,  while  the  clemente 
neath  ;  nor  is  there  any  st  irnatural  force  to  do  it  w 
■  -(unply  the  Diligence  and  f  !e  thinking  Faculty  of  an 
Editor,  endeavouring  Ui  &i  e  priBted  Creation  out  o 
man  printed  mid  written  los,  ^herein,  as  he  ehoDU 
fro  in  it,  gathering,  clutchi  piecing  the  Why  to  the  fa 
Wherefore,  his  wliole  Faon  nA  Self  are  like  to  be  ewalli 
Patiently,  under  these  i>.  ssant  toils  and  agitations,  t 
Editor,  dismiesing  all  nngi  eee  his  othertri^e  rDbosI 
declining;  some  t'rtiotion  of  His  allotted  oataral  sleep 
leaving  him,  and  little  bnt  sn  inflamed  nervons'Systcii 
looked  for  What  is  the  nse  of  health,  or  of  life,  if  nc 
Bome  worli  ihercwitli  ?  An.i  whnt  wr.rk  ii-.IIlt  Hum  Ir.i 
ing  foreign  'i'hnujiiit  into  the  barren  domestic  pi>il  ex 
deed  planting  Thought  of  your  own,  which  the  fewest  ar 
legcd  to  do  1  Wild  as  it  looks,  this  Philosophy  of  CIol. 
■wo  ever  reach  its  real  nieaning,  promises  to  reveal  new 
Eras,  the  first  dim  rudiments  and  already  budding  pen 
nobler  Era,  in  Universal  History.  Is  not  such  a.  priz( 
BOme  striving  1  Forward  with  us,  courageous  reader 
towards  failure,  or  towards  success  \  The  latter  thou 
with  uB,  the  former  also  is  not  all  our  own. 
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GENESIS. 

In  a  psychological  pomt  of  yiew,  it  is  perhaps  questionable 
whether  from  birth  and  genealogy,  how  closely  scratinised  soeyer, 
much  insight  is  to  be  gained.  Nerertheless,  as  in  every  phenom- 
enon the  Beginning  remains  always  the  most  notable  moment ; 
80,  with  regard  to  any  great  man,  we  rest  not  till,  for  our  scien- 
tific profit  or  not,  the  whole  circumstances  of  his  first  appearance 
in  this  Planet,  and  what  manner  of  Public  Entry  he  made,  are 
with  utmost  completeness  rendered  manifest.  To  the  Genesis  of 
our  Clothes-Philosopher,  then,  be  this  First  Chapter  consecrated. 
Unhappily,  indeed,  he  seems  to  be  of  quite  obscure  extraction ; 
uncertain,  we  might  almost  say,  whether  of  any :  so  that  this  Gen- 
esis of  his  can  properly  be  nothing  but  an  Exodus  (or  transit  out 
of  Invisibility  into  Ybibility) ;  whereof  the  preliiftinary  portion 
is  nowhere  forthcoming. 

^  In  the  village  of  Entepfiihl,'  thus  writes  he,  in  the  Bag  Libra, 
on  various  Papers,  which  we  arrange  with  difficulty,  '  dwelt  An- 
^  dreas  Futteral  and  his  wife ;  childless,  in  still  seclusion,  and 
'cheerful  though  now  verging  towards  old  age.  Andreas  had 
^been  grenadier  Sergeant,  and  even  regimental  Schoolmaster 
^  under  Frederick  the  Great ;  but  now,  quitting  the  halbert  and 
'  ferule  for  the  spade  and  pruning-hook,  cultivated  a  little  Or- 
'  chard,  on  the  produce  of  which,  he  Cincinnatus-like,  lived  not  with- 
'  out  dignity.  Fruits,  the  peach,  the  apple,  the  grape,  with  other 
'■  varieties  came  in  their  season  ;  all  which  Andreas  knew  how 
'  to  sell :  on  evenings  he  smoked  largely,  or  read  (as  beseemed  a 
'  regimental  Schoolmaster),  and  talked  to  neighbours  that  would 
'  listen  about  the  Victory  of  Rossbach ;  and  how  Frits  the  Only 
-  (fUr  Einzige)  had  once  with  hb  own  royal  lips  spoken  to  him 
'  had  been  pleased  to  say,  when  Andreas  as  camp-sentinel  de- 
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' maniai  ika  fM^wori," Sekwig'  aaid{Vma»  IiiMBd)l"Mgn 

■anyof  his ataff-ttdjatAnts eoold uinrer.  "  T^t  [imi* irl  mir riini 
'  JESs^)  There  ia  what  I  call  a  Kii^"  wonld  Aadna*  azelalM: 
•Mbottlie  smoke  of  Ktmendorf wu  itUl  mutiiig  kii ejTM." 

*  Qretohen,  the  housewife,  won  like  Deidemana  lij  the  deedi 
'nther  than  the  looke  of  Imt  wnr  vetena  Otkello,  lived  not  in 
'altogether  military  niliordiiiatioD ;  for,  •■  Andreaa  Mid,  "  the «o- 
'muikind  will  not  drill  (kkt  Juiw  die  Weiiercliemdratiremy:"  nmtr- 
*  thelesa  she  &t  heart  lored  him  both  for  Talonr  and  wisdom ;  to  her 

<  a  Pmasian  grenadier  Sergeant  and  Be^menf  a  SehooltoaMer  wu 
'little  other  than  a  Cioero  and Gid :  what  jron  aee,  yet  oannoCiw 
'over,  is  a*  good  as  infinite.  Naj,wasnot  Andreas  in  toj  dead  a 
'aiaii  of  order,  conr^;e,  downrightnees  { 6tiwdicif ) ;  that  nndtf- 
<*  ■toad  Btidun^s  Oecgr^liT,  had  been  in  the  nelotj  of  BomIm^ 

r^aDdleftfbrdeftdintheoaflundeofHocbkiidi?  ThegoodQiet^ 
'  eO,  for  all  hei  fretting,  watohed  over  him  and  hovered  aronnd  htm, 
'as  only  a  true  hooae-mother  can ;  usidnoufily  she  cooked  and  sewed 
'and  Moored  for  him;  ao  that  not  only  faia  old  re^mental  sword  sod 
'grenadier-cap,  but  die  whole  habitation  and  environment,  where 
'  on  pegs  of  honour  tliey  hung,  looked  ever  trim  and  gaj :  a 
'  roomj  painted  Cottage,  embowered  in  frnit-trees  and  forest-tieea 

<  evergreens  and  honejant^ea ;  ming  many-coloared  &Dm  amid 

■  shaven  graas-plots,  flowera  atroggling  ia  throogh  the  very  vis- 
'dows  j  under  its  long  projecting  eaves  nothing  bat  garden-toe^ 
'in  methodic  piles  (to  screen  tbem  from  tain],  and  scats  where, 
'  especially  on  summer  nights,  a  King  might  have  wished  to  tit 
'  and  smoke,  and  call  it  hia  Such  a  Batiergat  (Copyhold)  had 
'  Gretcben  given  her  veteran  j  whose  sinewy  arms,  and  loog-dit- 
'  used  gardening  taleot,  bad  made  it  what  yoa  saw. 

'  Into  thia  nmbrageons  Man's-nest,  one  meek  yellow  evening  or 
'Bosk,  when  the  Son,  hidden  indeed  from  terrestrial  Entepfnhl, 
'  did  nevertheless  jooniey  visible  and  radiant  along  the  celestial 
'Balance  {Libra),  it  was  that  a  Stranger  of  reverend  aspect  en- 

■  tered ;  and,  with  grave  salutation,  stood  before  the  two  rather 
'  astoniehed  housemates.  He  waa  close-mnffled  in  a  wide  mantle : 
'which  without  &rther  parley  unfolding,  he  deposited  tberefhun 
'  what  aeemed  some  Baaket,  overhung  with  green  Persian  silk ; 
'aajJngMklj:  Ar  litia  LatU,  luer  bringt  an.iaudialzbam  Tw 
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*'  leihen  ;  nehnU  es  in  oiler  Achi,  sorgfdUigsi  bewiUzt  es:  mU  kokem 
'  JLohriy  Oder  wokl  mit  schweren  Zinsen,  wirtPs  einst  zuruckgrfordert, 
'  '^  Good  Christian  people,  here  lies  fj^r  joa  an  inyaloable  Loan ; 
'  take  all  heed  thereof  in  all  carefulness  employ  it :  with  high 

<  recompense,  or  else  with  heavy  penalty,  will  it  one  day  be  re- 
'  quired  back  "  Uttering  which  singular  words,  in  a  clear,  bell- 
^  like,  forcTer  memorable  tone,  the  Stranger  gracefully  withdrew ; 
'  and  before  Andreas  or  his  wife,  gazing  in  expectant  wonder,  had 

*  time  to  fashion  either  question  or  answer,  was  clean  gone. 
'  Neither  out  of  doors  could  aught  of  him  be  seen  or  heard  ;  he 
^  had  vanished  in  the  thickets,  in  the  dusk ;  the  Orohard-gate 
'  stood  quietly  closed  :  the  Stranger  was  gone  once  and  always. 
'  So  sudden  had  the  whole  transaction  been,  in  the  autumn  still- 
'  ness  and  twilight,  so  gentle,  noiseless,  that  the  Futterals  could 
^  have  fancied  it  all  a  trick  of  Imagination,  or  some  visit  from  an 
^authentic  Spirit.  Only  that  the  green  silk  Basket,  such  as 
'  neither  Imagination  nor  authentic  Spirits  are  wont  to  carry,  still 
'  stood  visible  and  tangible  on  their  little  parlour-table.  Towards 
'  this  the  astonished  couple,  now  with  lit  candle,  hastily  turned 

<  their  attention.  Lifting  the  green  veil,  to  see  what  invaluable  it 
'  hid,  they  descried  there  amid  down  and  rich  white  wrappages, 
'  no  Pitt  Diamond  or  Hapsburg  Regalia,  but  in  the  softest  sleep, 
^  a  little  red-coloured  In&nt !  Beside  it,  lay  a  roll  of  gold  Fried- 
'  richs  the  exact  amount  of  which  was  never  publicly  known ;  also 
'  a  Taufschein  (baptismal  certificate),  wherein  unfortunately  noth- 
^  ing  but  the  Name  was  decipherable ;  other  documents  or  indica- 

*  tion  none  whatever. 

^  To  wonder  and  conjecture  was  unavailing,  then  and  always 

*  thenceforth.  Nowhere  in  Entcpfuhl,  on  the  morrow  or  next 
'  day,  did  tidings  transpire  of  any  such  figure  as  the  Stranger ; 

*  nor  could  the  Traveller,  who  had  passed  through  the  neighboor- 
*■  ing  Town  in  coach-and-four,  be  connected  with  this  Apparition, 
'  except  in  the  way  of  gratuitous  surmise.  Meanwhile,  for  An- 
^  dreas  and  his  wife,  the  grand  practical  problem  was  :  What  i9 

*  do  with  this  little  sleeping  red-coloured  Infant  ?  Amid  amaxe- 
^  mcnts  and  curiosities,  which  had  to  die  away  without  external 
^  satisfying,  they  resolved,  as  in  such  circumstances  charitable 

*  prudent  people  needs  must,  on  nornng  it,  though  with  spoon- 


bUfli- 

'Md  wnr  «qndad  IB  Inik,  fccol^  and  kBMrii^  «f  good  nd 
'Mil,  h%  m  HxKK  DioecKzs  -TnrnLSXBAcKB,  prafoBV  or  ■ 
*iwdy  to  proftH,  rmimpt  vat  abogcthn  vitbo^  cObbI,  in  Om 
'amr  UnnwB^  of  WMMuohtwo^  tiie  bmt  Bdaaw  of  Thii^ 
■taSraanL 

Onr  FhQanpfan  daofauw  bars,  ■■  iadesd  w«  ■hoold  thiak  W 
«d  migb^  that  tlwM  bots,  Int  wmroiBMMtod,  I7-  thg  good 
Gntdbfln  Vnttanl,  is  Ua  twelfth  j«w,  '  i^odvned  m  As  bqjnik 

*  hM>i  md  ftacj  ■  qnta  mdaKfafa  unpaaHiiUL  Who  tfak  nwar 
*Md  Panon^a,'  ke  nja,  '  that  glided  into  the  Onhaxd  Oat^p 
'  iritas  the  811B  waa  in  Idbn,  aad  then,  lie  on  a^riVa  wiaga,  glided 

*  oat  agun,  might  be}     An  inezprenible  deiire,  fiill  of  lore  and 

*  of  aadneaa,  haa  often  rinoa  atrnggled  vithin  me  to  sh^te  an  an- 

*  iwer.  Ever,  in  mj  distreaaes  and  mj  lonelineaa,  haa  Fantaay 
'  turned,  fnll  of  longing  {$tiauiitMtmill,)  to  that  nnknown  Father, 

<  who  perhape  fiu-  from  me,  perhaps  near,  either  my  inTinblc 
>  mi^t  have  taken  me  to  his  paternal  boiom,  there  to  lie  aereened 

■  from  many  a  woe.     Thon  beloved  Father,  doat  thoa  atilL  ahnt 

<  oat  from  me  onlj  by  thin  penetrable  cnrtaine  of  eartfaLy  Spwe, 
'wend  to  and  fro  among  the  crowd  of  the  living?  Or  art  then 
'hidden  by  thoae  &r  thicker  oortainB  of  the  Ereriaating  Night, 
'  or  rather  of  the  Ererlaating  Day,  throngh  which  my  mortal  aye 
'  and  oatatreUhed  arras  need  not  strive  to  reach  t  Alaa  I  I  know 
'  not,  and  in  Tain  vox  myaelf  to  know.     More  than  onee,  haart- 

• '  dolnded,  hare  I  taken  for  thee  this  and  the  other  noble-looking 
'  Stranger  ;  and  approached  him  wistfully,  with  infinite  regard ; 
'  bat  he  too  had  to  repel  me,  he  too  waa  not  thoa 

'  And  yet,  O  Man  horn  of  Woman,'  ones  the  Antobtographer, 

with  one  of  hia  aadden  whirls,  '  wherein  ia  my  case  peeoliar  i 

■— ^Hadst  thon,  any  more  than  I,  a  Father  whom  thon  knowest  ? 

■  The  Andreas  and  Gretchen,  or  the  Adam  and  Ere,  who  led  thee 

■  into  Life,  and  tot  a  time  aockled  and  pap-fed  thee  there,  whom 
'  thon  nameat  Fathor  and  Mother ;  tfaeae  were,  like  mine,  hat  thy 
'  nnniniflBtbar  and  n!|rniig«o4kar :  thy  tnie  Beginning  and 
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^  Father  is  in  Heayen,  whom  with  the  bodilj  eye  thou  thalt  never 
'  behold,  but  only  with  the  spiritnaL' 

'  The  little  green  veil,'  adds  he,  among  mnoh  similar  moral- 
uing,  and  embroiled  discoursing,  <  I  yet  keep ;  still  more  insepa- 

<  rably  the  Name,  Diogenes  TeufelsdrOckh.     From  the  veil  can 

<  nothing  be  inferred :  a  piece  of  now  quite  fiuled  Persian  silk, 

<  like  thousands  of  others.  On  the  name  I  haye  many  times 
'  meditated  and  conjectured ;  but  neither  in  this  lay  there  any 
'  clue.     That  it  was  my  unknown  Father's  name  I  must  hesitate 

*  to  beUeve.  To  no  purpose  have  I  searched  through  all  the 
^  Herald's  Books,  in  and  without  the  Qerman   Empire,   and 

<  through  all  manner  of  Subscriber-Lists  (Frcmumeranien)^  Hili- 
^  tia-Rolls,  and  other  Name-catalogues ;  extraordinary  names  as 
^  we  haye  in  Germany,  the  name  TeufelsdrOckh,  except  as  ap- 
'  pended  to  my  own  person,  nowhere  occurs.     Again  what  may 

<  the  unchristian  rather  than  Christian  ^  Diogenes"  mean  ?  Did 
'  that  reverend  Basket-bearer  intend  by  such  designation,  to  sha- 
'  dow  forth  my  future  destiny,  or  his  own  present  malign  fau- 
-  mour  ?  Perhaps  the  latter,  perhaps  both.  Thou  ill-starred 
*'  Parent,  who  like  an  Ostrich  hadst  to  leave  thy  ill-starred  off- 

*  spring  to  be  hatched  into  self-support  by  the  mere  sky-influenoes 
^  of  Chance,  can  thy  pilgrimage  have  been  a  smooth  one  ?  Beset 
*'  by  Misfortune  thou  doubtless  hast  been  ;  or  indeed  by  the  worst 
^  figure  of  Misfortune,  by  Misconduct  Often  have  I  fkncied  how, 
^  in  thy  hard  life-battle,  thou  wert'Shot  at  and  slung  at,  wounded, 

*  hand-fettered,  hamstrung,  browbeaten  and  bedevilled,  by  the 
'  Time-Spirit  (Zeitgeist)  in  thyself  and  others,  till  the  good  soul 
^  first  given  thee  was  seared  into  grim  rage ;  and  thou  hadst  no- 

<  thing  for  it  but  to  leave  in  mc  an  indignant  appeal  to  the  Fu- « 
'  ture,  and  living  speaking  Protest  against  the  Devil,  as  that  same 

^  Spirit  not  of  the  Time  only,  but  of  Time  itself,  is  well  named ! 
'  Which  Appeal  and  Protest,  may  I  now  modestly  add,  was  noH 
'  perhaps  quite  lost  in  air. 

'  For  indeed  as  Walter  Shandy  often  insisted,  there  is  much, 
^  nay  almost  all,  in  Names.  The  Name  is  the  earliest  Garment 
'  you  wrap  round  the  Earth-visiting  Me  ;  to  which  it  thenceforth 
^  cleaves,  more  tenaciously  (for  there  are  Names  that  have  lasted 
^  nigh  thirty  centuries)  than  the  very  skin.     And  now  from  with- 


'tm  oommon  8pee^,  but  8<w 
'  tkon  oonrnder  it,  thut  k  right . 
'  giving  Dames  to  natural  Appei 
*  contiiiuation  of  the  same  ;  be 
'  organic,  mechanic,  sttra,  or  sta 
'  or  (u  in  Poetry)  paBsiooB,  vii 
'  Qods  1 — In  a  very  plain  sense  t 
'and  Ax  viU  ileal;  in  an  almos 

<  hapfl  say,  Call  one  Diogenes  Z> 
'  PkUoiopky  of  Ctotket.' 

'  Meanwhile  the  incipient  Diegi 

<  his  Whj,  his  How  or  Whereabou 

<  kind  Light ;  sprawling  out  hia 

'  tasting,  feeling ;  in  &  word,  \iy  ali 
'  his  sixth  Sense  of  Hunger,  and 
'  ipiritnal,  half-awakened  Senses,  i 
'  fer  himself  some  knowledge  of  tl 
'  had  arrived,  be  hia  task  therein  w 
'  hia  pTogrese  ;  thiu  in  some  fifteei 
'  the  miracle  of — Speech  !     To  bre 

<  brooding  a  fresh  (oeleatial)  Egg  ; 
'powerless;    yet  by  degrees  orga 

•  *tltroiig^  the  watery  albninen  : 
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'  gent  sorrowing  widower,  little  enough  was  known  at  Entep- 
*'  fahl.  Heedle&B  of  all  which,  the  Nurseling  took  to  his  spoon- 
<  meat,  and  throve.  I  have  heard  him  noted  as  a  still  in&nt,  that 
^  kept  his  mind  much  to  himself ;  above  all,  that  seldom  or  never 
'  cried.  He  already  felt  that  time  was  precious ;  that  he  had 
^  other  work  cut  out  for  him  than  whimpering.' 

Such,  after  utmost  painful  search  and  collation  among  these 
miscellaneous  Paper-masses,  is  all  the  notice  we  can  gather  of 
Herr  TeufelsdrOckh's  genealogy.  More  imperfect,  more  enig- 
matic it  can  seem  to  few  readers  than  to  us.  The  Professor,  in 
whom  truly  we  more  and  more  discern  a  certain  satirical  turn, 
and  deep  under-ourrents  of  roguish  whim,  for  the  present  stands 
pledged  in  honour,  so  we  will  not  doubt  him  :  but  seems  it  not 
conceivable  that,  by  the  *  good  Gretchen  Futteral,'  or  some  other 
perhaps  interested  party,  he  has  himself  been  dciceived  ?  Should 
these  sheets,  translated  or  not,  ever  reach  the  Entepfuhl  Circu- 
lating-Library, some  cultivated  native  of  that  district  might  feel 
called  to  afford  explanation.  Nay,  since  Books,  like  invisible 
scouts,  permeate  the  whole  habitable  globe,  and  Tombuctoo  itself 
is  not  safe  from  Britith  Literature,  may  not  some  Copy  find  out 
even  the  mysterious  Basket-bearing  stranger,  who  in  a  state  of 
extreme  senility  perhaps  still  exists  ;  and  gently  force  even  him 
to  disclose  himself ;  to  claim  openly  a  son,  in  whom  any  &iher 
may  feel  pride  ? 
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CHAPTER    11.                % 

1 

■J 

'H*pp»B«aoiiof  Cbi 

'Natiire,thst  art  toBlli 

ifol  mother  ;  that  TieilMhi 

■  man'a  bat  with  aurorr 

Dce;  and  for  thy  Nu^ 

<  [irovided  a  soft  swati: 

Te  and  infinite  Hope,  «hi 

*  waxes  kod  alumben, 

-round    <w»f€W.A(*)   by  w 

■Dreams!     If  the  pftte 

tage  rtill  shuU  oa  in,  it»  n 

'  soreenB  us :  with  %  Faii 

have  M  yet  a  prophet,  pri« 

'  king,  and  aa  Obedienoe  i 

takes  lu  Pr^      The  jonai 

and  knows  not' what  we  m 

'  Time  ;  afl  jet  Time  is  no  fast -hurrying  stream,  bul  a,  - 
'  BUiilil  oeeau  ,  jvurs  to  the  child  are  03  ages  :  ah  !  the  s« 
'  Vicissitudp.  of  tbat  slower  or  quicker  decay  and  cease le^ 
'riwhiugof  the  universal  World-fabric,  from  the  granite 
'  talu  to  the  man  or  day-motli,  ia  jot  unknown  ;  and  in  a  i 
'  leas  UoiverHS,  we  taste,  what  afterwards  iu  this  qaick-w 
'  Univortw  ig  forever  denied  ua,  the  halm  of  Rest.  Sleep  o 
'fair  Child,  for  thy  long  rough  journey  is  nt  hand!  A 
'  while,  and  thou  too  Hhalt  aleep  no  more,  but  thy  very  < 
'  shall  bo  mimic  hattlea  ;  thou  too,  with  old  Arnauld,  will  1 
'  Bay  in  stern  jiotionce :  "Rest?  Best?  Shall  I  not  ha 
'  Eternity  to  rest  in  ?"  Celestial  Nepenthe !  though  a  P; 
'conquer  empircH,  and  nn  Alexander  sack  the  world,  be 
'  thee  not ;  and  tliou  hast  once  fallen  gently,  of  thy  own  a 
'on  the  cyelidH,on  the  heart  of  every  mother's  child.  For  i 
'  Nieep  and  waking  aro  one  :  thp  fair  Life-garden  rustles  ii 
'  around,  and  everywhere  ia  dewy  fragrance,  and  the  buddi 
'  Hope  ;  which  budding,  if  in  )-outb,  too  frostnipt,  it  gro 
'  flowerH,  will  in  manhood  yield  no  fruit,  but  a  prickly,  1 
'  linded  stone-fruit,  of  which  the  fewest  can  find  the  kernel 
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In  such  rose-coloured  light  does  our  Professor,  as  Poets  are 
wont,  look  hack  on  his  childhood ;  the  historical  details  of  which 
{to  say  nothing  of  much  other  vague  oratorical  matter)  he  ac- 
eordingly  dwells  on,  with  an  almost  wearisome  minuteness.  We 
hear  of  £ntepfuhl  standing  '  in  trustful  derangement'  among  tho 
woody  slopes ;  the  paternal  Orchard  flanking  it  as  extreme  out- 
post from  below  ;  tlie  little  Kuhbach  gushing  kindly  by,  among 
beech-rows,  through  river  after  river,  into  the  Donau,  into  tho 
Slack  Sea,  into  the  Atmosphere  and  Universe ;  and  how  *  tho 
brave  old  Linden,'  stretching  like  a  parasol  of  twenty  ells  in  ra- 
dios, overtopping  all  other  rows  and  clumps,  towered  up  from  the 
central  Agora  and  Campus  Martius  of  the  Village,  like  its  Sacred 
Tree  ;  and  how  the  old  man  sat  talking  under  its  shadow  (Gne- 
achen  often  greedily  listening),  and  the  wearied  labourers  reclined, 
mod  the  unwearied  children  sported,  and  the  young  men  and 
maidens  often   danced   to  flute-music.     'Glorious  summer   twi- 

*  lights,'  cries  Tcufdsdrockh, '  when  the  Sun  like  a  proud  Cou- 

<  queror  and  Imperial  Taskmaster  turned  his  back,  with  his  gold- 

*  purple  emblazonry,  and  all  his  fire-clad  bodyguard  (of  Prismatic 
*•  Colours) ;  and  the  tired  brickmakers  of  this  clay  Earth  might 

<  steal  a  little  frolic,  and  those  few  meek  Stars  would  not  tell  of 
'  them !' 

Then  we  have  long  details  of  the  Weinksen  (Vintage),  the  Har- 
vest-Home, Christnuis,  and  so  forth ;  with  a  whole  cycle  of  the 
Entepfuhl  Children's-games,  differing  apparently  by  mere  super- 
ficial shades  from  those  of  other  countries.  Concerning  all  which, 
we  shall  here,  for  obvious  reasons,  say  nothing.  What  cares  the 
world  for  our  as  yet  miniature  Philosopher's  achievements  under 
that  *  brave  old  Linden  ?'  Or  even  where  is  the  use  of  such 
practical  reflections  as  the  following  ?  <  In  all  the  sports  of  Chil- 
'  dren,  were  it  only  in  their  wanton  breakages  and  defacements, 
'  you  shall  discern  a  creative  instinct  {schaffeden  TVieb) :  the  Man- 

*  kin  feels  that  he  is  a  bom  Man,  that  his  vocation  is  to  Work. 
'  The  choicest  present  you  can  make  him  is  a  Tool ;  be  it  knife 

*  or  pen-gun,  for  construction  or  for  destruction  ;  either  way  it  is 
'  for  Work,  for  Change.     In  gregarious  sports  of  skill  or  strength, 

*  the  Boy  traina  himself  to  Co-operation,  for  war  or  peaee,  as  gov- 
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*  mior  or  gOTTrucd  :  the  Utile  Maid  Bgain,  praiidait  of  hsr  d» 
'xMtia  dtatiny.  takoa  with  prererence  to  Dolls' 

Perhaps,  lutiveTer.  ve  may  give  tbis  anecdot«,  coosidei-ing  n^ 
it  ii  thftt  Nktea  it :  '  3Iy  first  shorlrclollieB  were  of  jellorw  fcigt; 
'  or  ntiier,  I  should  eay.  my  first  short  doth,  for  the  restnre  wai 
'  one  uid  indivisible,  roacbing  from  ne^'k  to  ankle,  a  mere  bod; 
'  with  four  limba :  of  which  fiuhion  how  litUo  eould  I  itaoa  dirai 
'  the  krchiteotanl,  how  mooh  len  the  mond  ugBifiauioe  P 

More  gTMefol  la  the  foUowiag  little  piotnre :  '  On  flno  «^ 
'  iogi  I  wu  wont  to  carry  forth  my  sapper  (breed-craaib  baiM 
■  in  milk),  and  eat  it  ont  of  doors.  On  the  cofHiig  «f  the  Of 
'  chard  wall,  whieh  I  ooold  reaoh  hy  olimbing,  or  etill  dioto  eadf 

*  if  Father  Andreas  wonld  set  «p  the  pmning- ladder,  mj  penk- 
'ger  was  plaoed:  there,  many  a  snase^  hare  I,  looking  at  thi 
■distant  weatem  Hoontains,  consomed,  not  without  relish,  ny 
'  evening  meal.  Those  hnes  of  gold  aod  ainre,  that  bnsh  of 
'  World's  expectation  as  Day  died,  were  stiU  a  Hebrew  Speed 
'  for  me ;  novertheleas  I  was  looking  at  the  fair  illamiiiated  Let- 
'  tera,  and  had  an  eye  for  their  gilding.' 

With  'the  little  one's  friendship  for  cattle  and  ponltt7,*wt 
shall  not  mach  intermeddle.  It  may  be  that  hereby  he  aeqnind 
a 'certain  deeper  sympathy  with  animated  Nature;'  bat  wbca, 
we  woold  ask,  saw  any  man,  in  a  collection  of  Biognphicsl  Dees- 
menta,  snoh  a  piece  aa  this :  '  Impreaeive  enoogh  (Wea(wt^n«ff) 
'was  it  to  hear,  in  early  morning,  the  Swineherd's  horn;  and 
'  know  that  so  many  hungry  happy  qnadmpeds  were,  on  kU  side^ 
'  starting  in  hot  haste  to  join  him,  for  break&st  on  the  Heath 

*  Or  to  see  them,  at  eventide,  all  marching  in  again,  with  short 
'  squeak,  almost  in  military  order ;  and  each,  topographioftlly  eor- 
'  reot,  trotting  off  in  succession  to  the  right  or  left,  diroi^h  iti 
<  own  lane,  to  iu  own  dwelling ;  till  old  Kuni,  at  the  yUlag^ 
'  head,  now  left  alone,  blew  his  last  blast,  and  retired  for  the 
'  night  We  are  wont  to  love  the  Hog  chiefly  ia  the  fbm  <i 
*.Haai ;  yet  did  not  these  bristly  thiok-akinned  brings  here  naw- 
'  fost  intelligence,  perhaps  humour  of  character  ;  at  any  rate,  a 

*  touohing,  tmstfol  sabmisaiTeneia  to  Man, — ^who  were  he  bat  a 
'  Swineherd,  in  darned  gabardine,  aod  iMthar  VrmnnhM  mtrnt  i» 


'  Bembling  sUt«  or  disooloored  tia  breech«a,  a  stiU  the  Hleraroh 
'  of  this  lower  world  V 

It  u  muDtaiaed,  by  Helveljiu  aod  his  hI,  that  ui  in&nt  of 
genius  u  quite  the  Bkme  m  any  other  in&ut,  only  th&t  oertain 
surprisingly  &voimtblo  influenoes  accompany  him  throogli  life, 
especially  throogh  childhood,  and  expand  him,  while  othera  lie 
close-folded  and  continue  dunces.  Herein,  Bay  they,  consists  the 
whole  difference  between  an  inspired  Prophet  and  a  doable-bar- 
relled Oame-preserrer :  the  inner  man  of  the  one  has  been  fos- 
tered into  gencrona  deTclopmeut ;  that  of  the  other,  crushed 
down  perhaps  by  vigour  of  animal  digestion,  and  the  like,  has  ex- 
uded and  cTaporated,  or  at  best  sleeps  now  irresusoitahly  stag- 
naut  at  the  bottom  of  his  stomach.  '  With  which  opinion,'  cries 
TvufelsdrOckh, '  I  should  as  soon  agree  as  with  this  other,  that  an 

■  acoru  might,  by  &vourable  or  unfavourable  influences  of  soil  and 
'  climate,  be  norsed  into  a  cabbage,  or  the  cabbage-seed  into  an 
-oak. 

'  Nerertbclesa,'  continuea  he, '  I  too  acknowledge  the  ail-but 
'  omnipotenoe  of  early  culture  and  nurture :  hereby  we  have  either 
-  a  doddered  dwarf  bush,  or  a  high -towering,  wide-shadowing  tree  ; 
'either  a  sick  yellow  cabbage,  or  an  edible,  luxuriant  green  one. 
'  Of  a  tmth,  it  b  the  duty  of  all  men,  especially  of  all  philoso- 
'  pbers,  to  note  down  with  accuracy  the  characterbtic  clrcum- 
'  stances  of  their  Education,  what  furthered,  what  hindered,  what 
'  in  any  way  modified  it ;  to  which  duty,  now-adaya  so  pressing  for 

■  many  a  Qerman  Autobit^rapher,  I  also  lealously  address  myself 
— Thou  rogue !  Is  it  by  abort  clothes  of  yellow  serge,  and  swine- 
herd boms,  that  an  infant  of  genius  is  educated  7  And  yet,  as 
usual,  it  ever  remains  doubtful  whether  he  is  laughing  in  his 
sleeve  at  these  Autobiographical  times  of  onrs,  or  writing  from 
the  abundanoe  of  bis  own  fond  ineptitude.  For  he  continues : 
'  If  among  the  ever-streaming  currents  of  Sighs,  Hearings,  Feel- 
*  ings  for  Pain  or  Pleasure,  whereby,  as  in  a  Magic  Hall,  yoang 
'  Gnesohen  went  about  environed,  I  might  venture  to  select  and 
'  specify,  perhaps  these  following  were  also  of  the  number  : 

'  Doubtless,  as  childish  sports  call  forth  Intellect,  Activity,  so  the 
'  yoang  oroatore'i  Imagiuation  wu  starred  op,  and  m  H.iUAt\M!L 

■  tMdMOj  aJTCB  bin  bythisamliMhaUuqt'Balbia  k»&t««»\ 
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'nh9,ynih  hb  battle  reiiuniM!«iice«.  and  grey  smUrs  jM 
' jiatriarobul  aapout,  could  cot  hut  ap{K>ar  auothirr  Uij« 
"■Mueh-eDdnring  Mfto."  Eagerly  1  hung  upon  bis  tak 
MiiiteiiiDg  ncigLbours  eiilmned  the  beartb  .  from  tboa 
<  and  theM  travels,  wild  and  far  almoit  a&  Ha<lea  it«at( 
'  wurld  uf  Adventure  eipaTiili.'d  itself  nitliin  me.  Inod 
'  uho  was  tbc  knowledge  1  .  lircd  in  etauding^  by  thv  O 
'under  the  Liadon-tree  :  ib«.  liole  of  Iiumenaitj'  was  ytk 
'  nie  :  aod  bad  not  tbe«a  ret  md  Kniore,  talkative  «iioV 
'  employed  ia  partial  surv  thereof  for  »igh  foarsoocM 
'  With  aiuascmeut  I  began  discover  that  KutcpEuhL  ■ 
'tlic  niiddlu  of  a  Country,  i  uWoKd;  that  thore — " 
'  thing  as  Hietorv,  as  Biogn  by :  to  which  J 
'  band  and  toDgue,  might  cc       ihnlc. 

'  In  a  like  Bcnse  norked  >  Puttieagen  (SlAge-Coi 
'  slow-rolling  uuder  its  mouiitBiBa  of  men  aud  ] 
'  through  our  Village :  northwErds,  truly  ia  the  drad  tiS 
'  jet  HOuthwards  visibly  at  evcniido.  Not  till  niv  eighth  v* 
'  I  reflf'cl.  that  tbifi  FoMtwapou  cnuld  bu  ulher  than  somy  ttvi 
'  Moon,  rising  and  stlting  by  mere  Law  of  Xature,  liki?  tl 
'  venly  one  ;  that  it  came  on  made  bighwaya,  from  far  eii 
'  warda  far  titiea ;  weaving  them  liko  a  nionetrous  sbutt 
'  closer  and  chmer  union.  It  was  then  that,  indepeadec 
'  Schiller's  WUhfliii  Tdi,  I  made  ibis  not  quite  insigii 
'  refiection  (ho  true  also  in  spiritual  things):  Am/  roa 
'  simplr  ERlepfnhi  ro/vl,  mil  ietid  yov,  to  Ihr  eiui  of  the  World 
'Why  mention  our  Swallows,  which,  out  of  fair  Africi 
'  learned,  threading  their  way  over  seas  and  inountaina.  ooi 
'  cities  and  belligorent  nations,  yearly  found  IheiOBelvea,  wi 
month  of  May.  snug-lodged  in  our  Cottage  Lobby  I  Th 
*  pitable  Father  (for  cleanliness'  sake)  had  Used  a  little  bi 
'  plnmb  under  their  nest :  there  tbty  built,  and  caught  lli« 
'twittered,  and  bred;  and  all.  I  chiefly,  from  the  heart 
'them.  Bright,  nimble  creatures,  who  taught  you  the  t 
'  craft ;  nay,  stranger  still,  gave  you  a  masonic  incorporati 
'  most  social  policy )  For  if,  by  ill  ehance.  and  when 
'  pressed,  your  House  fell,  have  I  not  seen  five  □eighbourlj 
'  era  appAMT  noxt  day;  and  nnuhing  to  aod  fro,  with  nii 
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*  loud,  long-dnwn  cbtrpingR,  and  utirity  ilmoat  anper-birDDdiDe, 

■  eomplete  it  agaiii  before  nightfklU 

^  But  andoubtedljr  the  grand  innuiiary  of  Ent«pfalil  child's- 
'  ctUture,  where  as  in  a  fannel  ita  manifold  inlluencM  were  con- 
'  centrated  and  simoltanoonsly  poared  down  on  na,  was  the  annual 
'  Cattlc-fnir,  Uere,  assembling  from  all  the  four  winda,  canie 
'  the  elements  of  an  nnspcakafale  hnrlj-bnrtj.  Nutbrown  maids 
'  and  nutbrown  men,  all  elcar-washcd,  load -laughing,  beditcncd 
'  and  boribandcd  ;  who  came  for  dancing,  for  treating,  and  if  pos- 
'  sible  for  happiness.  Topbootcd  Graziers  from  the  North ; 
<  Swi^a  Brokers,  Itulian  Drovers,  also  topbooted,  from  the  South ; 
'  these  with  their  subsltcms  in  leather  jerkins,  leather  akull  caps, 
'  and  long  oi-goads;  ahoating  in  half  articulate  speech,  amid  the 
'  innrtieulate  burking  and  bellowing.  Apart  stood  Potters  from 
'  far  Saiony,  with  their  crockery  in  fair  rows ;  Nomberg  Ped. 
'  lars.  in  booths  that  to  me  seemed  richer  than  Ormut  bazaars ; 
'  Showmen  from  the  Lago  Maggiore ;  detachments  of  the  Wiener 
'  fvhah  (Offscourings  of  I'ienna)  vociferously  superintending 
'  games  of  chance.  Bullad- singers  brayed,  Anctioneers  grew 
'hoarse;  cheap  Xew  Wine  [hmngtr\  flowed  like  WKter.  stitl 
-  worse  confounding  the  confusion  :  and  high  over  all,  vaulted,  in 
'  ground-and-lofty  tumbling,  a  particoloured  Merry  Andrew,  like 
'  the  genius  of  the  place  and  of  Life  itself 

'  Thus  encircled  by  the  mystery  of  Existence  ;  under  the  deep 
'heavenly  Firmament;  wailed  on  by  the  four  golden  ScaHon,-, 
'  with  their  vicissitudes  of  contribution,  for  even  grim  l\'iiitiT 
'brought  its  skating-matches  and  shooting- matches,  its  pnow- 
'Ktiirms  and  Ohristmas  carols. — did  the  Child  sit  and  leuni. 
'  The.se  things  were  the  Alphabet,  whereby  in  after-time  he  wa.^ 
'  (o  fvllahle  and  partly  read  the  grand  ^'olume  of  the  WorM : 
'■.vhat  matters  it  whether  ™ch  Alphal)et  be  in  large  gilt  lottvrs 
'  'ir  in  small  ungilt  ones,  so  you  have  an  eye  to  read  it  ?     I'''>r 

■  (iricscben,  eager  to  lenm,  the  very  net  nf  lookinfr  thereon  wnx  a 

■  blewedncHs  thiil  pilded  all :  his  e.vistence  was  a  brijrht,  (=00  A,-- 
'nient  of  .Ti.y ;  r.u)  of  which,  os  in  Pnwin-ro's  Island,  wonder 
'afler  wonder  bodied  itself  forth,  to  teach  by  charming, 

'  Nerertheleas,  I  were  bat  a  vain  dreamcT  to  m.'j,  ftiaX  «^«q. 
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^  tliea  my  fiilicity  watt  perfect.  1  hail,  once  for  alL,  conic  iM 
'  from  Heaveu  iiito  the  Earth.  Atnong  the  ralubow  cvloanji 
<  gloncd  OD  my  horizou,  lay  even  iu  oliildhood  a  dark  tvgi 
'  Curo,  as  yet  uo  thicker  than  a  thread,  and  ofteu  quite  o>enla> 
'  yet  always  it  reappeared,  nay  ever  waxxog  broader  anJ  bWita 
'  till  ID  after-years  it  almoEt  overshadoned  my  whole  cai»p;,  v 
'threatened  to  eugulf  mo  "  "-"'  oight  It  was  the  ring  o(  S' 
'  cegsity,  whereby  we  are  rt;  happj  he  for  whom  i  to 

'  heuvcaly  Sud  brightens  liug  of  l>uty,  and  ptars  nm 

'  it  nith  beautiful  prisma-.  rtious  ;  yet  ever,  as  bas)«udi 

hourae  for  our  whole  beii  there. 

'  For  the  first  few  year  terrestrial  Apprentieeili^i 

'  have  not  much  work  to  boarded  mod  lodged  grsM^fl 

'  bCt  down  mostly  to  loon.  us  over  the  workshop,  uM 

'  others  work,  till  we  hav  toud  the  tools  a  little,  ulj 

'handle  this  and  that.  Passivity  alone,  and  oa(M 

'  Passivity  and  good  Aotivi.^  ~jeliier,  wera  iha  ihiog  lifj 
'  then  was  my  early  position  favournble  beyood  the  most.  Im 
'  that  rtsptets  opeimcsa  of  Sense,  afteciiouato  Temper,  in^i'iiuo' 
'  Curiosity,  and  the  fostering  of  these,  wbat  more  could  I  hi' 
'wished?  On  the  other  aide,  however,  t  hi  iigs  went  not  so* 
'  My  Active  Power  ( Thalkiafl)  was  uufavcurably  hemmed  in  > 
'which  misfortune  how  many  traces  yet  abide  with  me!  In  i 
'orderly  house,  where  the  litter  of  children's  sports  is  haul 
'  enough,  your  training  is  too  stoicnl  ;  rather  to  bear  a.nd  fork 

than  to  make  and  do.  I  was  forbid  much  ;  wishes  iu  any  m 
'  sure  hold  I  had  to  renounce  ;  everywhere  a  strait  bond  of  0' 
'  dienee  inflesiblj  held  me  down.  Thus  already  Freewill  ofi 
'  oaiuc  iu  painful  collision  with  i'eeessLty;  bo  that  naj-  tears  flo«i 
'  and  at  seasons  the  Child  itself  might  taste  that  root  of  hill 
'  ncjB,  wherewith  the  whole  fruitage  of  oar  life  is  mingled  » 
'  tempered. 

'In  which  habituation  to  Obedience,  truly,  it  was  beyond  m 
'  sure  safer  to  err  by  excess  than  by  defect.  Obedience  is  ■ 
'  universal  duty  and  destiny  .  wherein  whoso  will  not  bend  ni 
'break:  too  early  and  too  thoroughly  we  cannot  be  trained 
'know  that  Would,  in  this  world"  uf  ours,  is  as  more  zero 
'  Should,  and  for  most  part  as  the  smallest  of  fractions  even 
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<  Shall  Herabj  wu  laid  for  me  the  basts  of  worMljr  Discretion, 
'  nay,  of  Horalitj  itself  Let  me  not  quarrel  with  my  upbriog- 
'  iag!  Il  was  rigorous,  too  frugal,  compreasively  seclnded,  every 
'  way  UDMientific :  yet  in  that  very  Btrictoeu  and  domestic  aoli- 

<  tade  might  there  not  lie  the  root  of  deeper  eamestneas,  of  the 
'  stem  from  which  all  noble  fruit  must  grow  ?  Above  all,  how  un- 
'  skilful  soever,  it  was  loving,  it  was  well-meant,  honoet ;  whereby 
'  every  deficiency  was  helped.  My  kind  Mother,  fbr  as  such  I 
'  must  ever  love  the  good  Gretohen,  did  me  one  altogether  invalu- 
'  able  service :  she  taught  me,  less  indeed  by  word  than  by  act  and 
'  daily  reverent  look  and  habitude,  her  own  simple  venion  of  the 

<  Christian  Faith.  Andreas  too  attended  Church  ;  yet  more  like 
'  a  parade  duty,  for  which  he  in  the  other  world  expected  pay  with 
'  arrears, — as,  I  trust,  he  has  received ;  but  my  Mother,  with  a 
■  true  woman's  heart,  and  fine  though  uncultivated  sense,  was  in 
'  the  Btriotest  acceptation  Religious.  How  indestmotibly  the 
'  Good  grows,  and  propagates  itself,  even  among  the  weedy  entsn- 
'  glemenU  of  £vil  I  The  highest  whom  I  knew  on  Earth  I  here 
-  saw  bowed  down,  with  awe  unspeakable,  before  a  Higher  in  Hen- 
'  ven :  such  things,  especially  in  in&ncy,  reach  inwards  to  the  very 
'  core  of  yoor  beiog ;  mysteriously  does  a  Holy  of  Holies  build 

<  itself  into  visibility  in  the  mysterious  deeps ;  and  Reverence,  the 
'  divinest  in  man,  springs  forth  undying  from  its  mean  envelop- 
'  ment  of  Fear.     Wouldst  thou  rather  I>e  a  pca.Bsnt's  son  that 

^  '  knew,  were  it  never  so  rudely,  there  iras  a  God  in  Heaven  and 
'  in  Man ;  or  a  duke's  son  that  only  knew  there  were  two  and 
'  thirty  quarters  on  the  family-ooach  V 

To  which  last  question  we  most  answer :  Beware,  0  Teufels- 
drOekb,  of  spiritual  pride  I 
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psclien^  in  hia  iadiTiriM 
stlj  on  tbo  arms  of  tdni 
b  to  his  niind,  ii 

bsael  eyes,  wMch  we  dad 
itelligcDcc)  c&llcd  upon  foi 

itherto  accordingly  his  mj 
ent  Plulosopher  aad  Po«t 
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HtTHEaTO  we  see  younj 

jf-llow  serge,  borne  forwan 
xliinc-j  Eeatcd,  iu deed,  and  u 
workshop  I  but  (eieept  hia 
.ilreudy  gleamed  with  a  st 
voluntary  movement  there. 
TLitber  generie,  ibat  <^  aa  in 

abstmot:  perhaps  it  woold  pftBufl  Hen  Heoacbreoke 
wliprtiu  the  .ipeeial  Doctrine  of  Clothes  is  bs  yet  fo] 
betokened.  For  with  (In.v^flien,  iia  with  others,  the  .Ma 
indeed  stand  jiicliired  in  the  Uoy  (at  least  ull  the  pigmei 
ihere);  jot  ouly  some  lialf  of  the  Man  stands  io  the  CI 
young  Boy,  namely,  bis  Passive  cndowmeTil,  not  Lis  Active 
more  impatient  are  we  to  discover  what  figure  he  cuts  in  this 
enpacity  ;  how  when,  (o  use  his  own  words,  'he  undcrstan 
tools  a  little,  and  can  handle  this  or  that,'  be  will  proceed  1 
die  it. 

Here,  liowuver,  luaj  bo  the  place  to  stuto  that,  in  much 
PiiiloBophcr'B  history,  there  ia  something  of  an  almost  i 
cliaractcr:  nay.  perhaps  in  tjiat  so  well  fostered  and  evei 
c.-i.vlient  ■  l'as,-.ivi1y'  of  \m,  which,  with  no  fr.'c  devi-lopun 
ruislied  hi.-ichildliood.we  mny 


.s  of  ni.ieh  t 


Fi.vthc 


in   tlic; 
!ited  T. 


iipiiatie,  that  th 
t  has  exploded,  t 
I.  difficult  temper 
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modern  Europeui ;  mbove  $\l,  disadnntageaiu  in  the  hero  of  a 
Biography !  Now  u  heretofore  it  will  behoTe  the  Editor  of  these 
pages,  were  it  never  ho  unsncceEsfully,  to  do  his  endeaTonr. 

Among  the  earlteet  tools  of  any  complicacy  which  a  man,  espe- 
cially a  man  of  letters,  gets  to  handle,  are  his  Class-books.  On 
this  portion  of  his  History,  TeofelsdrOckh  looks  down  professedly 
OS  indifferent.  Reading  he  'cannot  remember  ever  to  have 
learned  ;'  so  perhaps  had  it  by  nature.  He  says  generally :  '  Of 
'  the  insignificant  portion  of  my  Education,  which  depended  on 
'  Schools,  there  need  almost  no  notice  be  taken.  I  learned  what 
'others  learnt;  and  kept  it  stored  by  in  a  comer  of  my  bead, 
'  seeing  as  yet  no  manner  of  use  in  it.  My  8ohoolm*ster,  a  down- 
'  bent,  brokenhearted,  underfoot  martyr,  as  others  of  that  guild 
'  are,  did  Lltte  for  me,  except  discover  that  be  could  do  little  :  bo, 
'  good  soul,  pronounced  me  n  genius,  fit  for  the  learned  profcs- 
'  sions  :  and  that  I  must  be  sent  to  the  Oymnasium,  and  one  day 
'  to  the  University.  Ucsnwhile,  what  printed  thing  soever  I  could 
'  meet  with  I  read.  My  very  copper  pocket-money  I  laid  out  on 
'  stall  literature  ;  which,  as  it  accumulated,  I  with  my  own  bands 
'  seved  into  volumes.  Uy  this  means  was  the  young  head  fur- 
'  nishcd  with  a  considernble  miscellany  of  things  and  sbadowa  of 
'  things :  History  in  authentic  fragments  lay  mingled  with  Fs.bu- 
'  lous  chimeras,  wherein  also  was  reality ;  and  the  whole  not  as 
'  dead  staff,  but  as  living  pabulum,  tolerably  nutritive  for  a  mind 
'  not  yet  so  peptic' 

That  the  Entcpfiihl  Sehoolmaftcr  judged  well,  we  now  know. 
Indeed,  already  in  the  youthful  (fneschen,  with  all  his  outward 
stillness,  there  may  have  been  manifest  an  toward  vivacity  that 
prrimised  mach:  symptoms  of  a  spirit  singularly  open,  thoughtful 
almost  poetical.  Thus,  to  say  nothing  of  his  Suppers  on  the 
Urchard-wall.  and  other  phenomena  of  that  earlier  period,  Ijbvo 
many  readers  of  these  pages  stumbled,  in  their  twelfth  year,  on 
Hicb  reflections  as  the  following  f  ■  It  struck  me  much,  as  I  sat 
■  by  the  Kuhboch,  one  silent  noontide,  and  watched  it  flitwin^'. 
'  gurfcling,  to  think  how  this  same  streamlet  had  flowed  and  ^'ur- 
'  gled.  through  all  changes  of  weather  and  of  fortune,  from  beyond 
'the  earliest  date  of  History.  Yes,  probably  on  the  morning 
when  Joshua  forded  Jordan ;  even  aa  »i  iha  n^-^^  -v^ah^  ^wskkl 
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*  doubtless  with  difficulty,  swam  the  Nile,  jfet  kept  his  Ca 
'  rif J  dry, — tills  little  Kuiibnch,  Bssiduoae,  as  Tiber,  Em 

■  Silua,  was  uuruuring  od  ucrosa  the  wildecness,  m  j«t  « 
'  UDseen  ;  here,  too,  as  in  the  Kuphratcfl  and  tfae  Ganges.! 

■  or  veinlet  of  the  grand  World-circulation  of  Waurs,  wU 
<  its  atmospheric  artcriea,  has  lasted  and  lasts  simply  \ 
'  World.    Thou  fool !  Natu'o  ilone  is  antique,  and  the  ok 

■  a  iiiuHhroom;  that  idle  cr  lou  sittest  on  la  six  tlionm 
'of  ttge,'  In  which  little  lugbt,  as  in  a  little  founta 
there  not  lie  the  beginning  those  well-nigh  nnuttenthle 
tioris  on  the  grandeur  and  stery  of  Time,  and  iu  rel 
ErEitMTv,  which  play  sue        lartin  this  Piiilosopbvof  CI 

Over  hiH  Gymnastic  sdu  .  odeuic  years  the  Professt 
mtans  lingers  so  lyrical  anc  lyful  as  over  hia  childhood. 
Buiiny  tracts  there  are  still ,  ut  intersected  by  bitter  rir 
tears,  here  and  there  stagnaiing  into  Hour  marshes  of  db 
'  With  my  firs'  view  of  the  Hinterschlag  GymnaeiiuiL,'  wi 
my  eMi  dh  a  ..epan  Well  do  I  Mill  rpmember  the  re' 
'WIllHurltit  I  r  I  p  kL  n  tr  tti^lull  fh^jebythe 
'  Father  Vi  dreia  I  entered  tl  e  main  "Ircel  li  the  place, 
'ita  BtLLplc  clock  {then  striking  Eight)  and  Sc/mUlAurv 
'and  the  aproned  cr  divapr  nei  Burghcra  moMag  in  ti 
'fjat  a  httji  Jog  m  mad  tirror  was  rushing  past:  f 
'human  in  ps  had  tied  a  tin  kettle  to  its  tail  thus 
'  ogotiisi.d  L nature  Ijud  jinglug  careir  through  the  wfaoii 
'  ot  the  Borough  and  become  notable  enough  Fit  em  I 
'  nianj  a  (onjuering  Hero  tS  whom  Fite  (wedding  Fai 
•benie  as  it  often  elsewhere  does)  has  malignantly  appe 
'till  ketlle  of  \mbition  to  chas  him  ca  which  the  fa 
'  r  Ills  urges  1  im  tl  e  fd^fer  the  more  loudl>  and  more  foe 
'  tit  cit  1 1cm  al  >  (  f  uni  h  tliat  awiittd  myself  in  that  n 
'*oiia  Dtn  as  m  the  world  wliireot  it  vraa  a  portii 
'opitomi! ! 

■  Ala.s,  the  kind  tjeechrows  of  Eiitepfiihl  were  hidden 
'  distance  ;  1  wnw  among  strangers,  harshly,  at  best  indiffo 
'  disposed  towards  mo  :  the  young  Iioart  felt,  for  the  firs 

*  quite  orphaned  and  alone.'  Ills  sehoolfellowa.  as  is  usu. 
■eoutod  him  :  '  They  were  Boys,'  be  says,  '  mostly  rude  Bo' 
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obeyed  the  impulse  of  rude  Nature,  which  bids  the  deerherd 

*  fall  upoD  any  stricken  hart,  the  duck-flock  put  to  death  any 

*  broken-winged  brother  or  sister,  and  on  all  hands  the  strong 

*  tyrannise  over  the  weak.'     He  admits  that  though  '  perhaps  in 

*  an  unusual  degree  morally  courageous,'  he  succeeded  ill  in  bat- 
tle, and  would  fain  have  avoided  it ;  a  result,  as  it  would  appear, 
owing  less  to  his  small  personal  stature  (for  in  passionate  seasons, 
he  was  '  incredibly  nimble'),  than  to  his  'yirtuous  principles :'  'if 
'  it  was  disgraceful  to  be  beaten.'  says  he, '  it  was  only  a  shade  less 

*  disgraceful  to  have  so  much  as  fought ;  thus  was  I  drawn  two 
^  ways  at  once,  and  in  this  important  element  of  school-history, 
'  the  war  element,  had  little  but  sorrow.'  On  the  whole,  that 
same  excellent  *  Passivity,'  so  notable  in  TeufelsdrOck's  childhood, 
is  here  visibly  enough  again  getting  nourishment.  '  He  wept 
^  often  ;  indeed  to  such  a  degree  that  he  was  nicknamed  Der 
^  IVeinende  (the  Tearful),  which  epithet,  till  towards  his  thirteenth 
*•  year,  was  indeed  not  quite  unmerited.  Only  at  rare  intervals 
^  did  the  young  soul  burst  forth  into  fire-eyed  rage,  and,  with  a 
'  Stornifulness  ( Ungestum)  under  which  the  boldest  quailed, 
^  assert  that  he  too  had  Rights  of  Man,  or  at  least  of  Mankin.' 
In  all  which,  who  does  not  discern  a  fine  flower-tree  and  cinna- 
mon-tree (of  genius)  nigh  choked  among  pumpkins,  reedgrass,^ 
and  ignoble  shrubs ;  and  forced,  if  it  would  live,  to  struggle 
upwards  only,  and  not  outwards  ;  into  a  height  quite  sickly,  and 
disproportioned  to  its  breadth  ? 

We  find,  moreover,  that  his  Greek  and  I^atin  were  '  mechanic- 
ally'  taught ;  Hebrew  scarce  even  mechanically  ;  much  else  which 
they  call  History,  Cosmography,  Philosophy,  and  so  forth,  no 
better  than  not  at  all.  So  that,  except  inasmuch  as  Nature  was 
still  busy  ;  and  he  himself  *  went  about,  as  was  of  old  his  wont, 
among  the  Craftsmen's  workshops,  there  learning  many  things ;' 
and  farther  lighted  on  some  small  store  of  curious  reading,  in 
Hans  Wachtel  the  Cooper's  house,  where  he  lodged, — his  time,  it 
would  appear,  was  utterly  wasted.  Which  facts  the  Professor 
had  not  yet  learned  to  look  upon  with  any  contentment.  Indood, 
throughout  the  whole  of  this  Bag  Srorpio,  where  we  now  are,  and 
oft^n  in  the  following  Bag,  he  shews  himself  unusually  animated 
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on  the  matter  of  Educatioa,  &iid  not  without  som«  loo^  nl 
we  raiglit  presume  to  be  soger. 

'  My  teaciiera,'  sajs  lie,  '  wore  hide-bound  PedftnU,  » 
'  kiiciffledge  of  uian's  uature  or  of  boj'fl  ;  or  of  nught  wn 
'leiicoDB  and  quurterly  account-books-  Xaaumerabie  d«i 
caLlija  (no  dead  Laiiguige,  for  tkey  theiufielves  kucw  d< 
gu.ige)  tliey  orammed  into  ua.  and  called  it  fofituriog  the  ( 
'  of  mind.     How  cati  uu  u  late,  mechanical  t}enmd-gi 

'  the  lik«  of  whom  will,  ubseijueut  centurj,  be  iiu 

■  tured  at  Nflrnberg  out  >d  ond  leatbej*,  footer  tbc  ( 

'  of  anything  ;  much  more  Lud,  which  grows,  not  like  i 

'  table  (by  Laving  its  i  (red  with  etymological  con 

'but  like  a  Spirit,  by  aiia  uontact  of  Spirit;  Tl 

'kindling  itself  at  the  living  Thought?     How  e1 

'  give  kindliog,  in  whoao  iward  man  there  is  do  lir 

>  but  kll  is  burnt  out  to  i> ..  gramniiLtical  oiuder  1  Tbi 
'  terscblag  Professors  knew  ntni  enough  ;  and  of  the  ) 
'  soul  thus  much  :  that  it  hau  »  faculty  ealic]  Memory,  and 
'  be  acted  on  through  the  muscular  integument  by  appliai 
'  birch  rods. 

'  Alas,  so  is  it  everywhere,  so  will  it  ever  be  ;  till  the  H< 
'  is  discharged,  or  reduced  to  Hodlearing ;  and  aa  Archil 
'hired,  and  on  ail  hiiuds  filly  encouraged  :  till  communiti< 
'individuals  discover,  not  without  surprise,  that  fashionii 
'  souls  iif  a  generation  liy  Knowledge  tan  rank  on  a  le^e 
'  blowing  their  bodies  to  pieces  hy  Uunpoivder  ;  that  with 
'  rals  and  Field- marshals  for  killing,  there  should  be  wor 
'  (loured  Dignitaries,  nud  were  it  possible,  true  God-ord 
'  Priests,  for  teaching.  But  as  yet,  though  the  soldier 
'  openly,  and  even  parados,  bis  hutchcring-tool.  nowhere,  fa 
'  have  travelled,  did  the  Schoolmaster  make  show  of  his  ius 
'  ing-tool :  nay  were  lie  to  walk  abroad  with  birch  girt  ou  i 
'  an  if  he  therefrom  expected  honour,  would  there  not,  amon 
'  idler  class,  perhaps  a  certain  K-vilv  be  escited  !' 

In  the  third  year  of  this  Cymnasic  period,  Father  An 
Bcenis  to  have  died  ;  the  young  Scholar,  otherwise  so  maltn; 
saw  himself  for  the  first  time  elad  outwardly  in  sables,  an 
wardly  in  quite  inexpressible  melancholy.     '  The  dark  bottoi 
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'  Abyss,  that  lies  under  onr  foet,  had  yawned  open  ;  the  palo 
<  kingdoms  of  Death,  with  ftll  theii  innumerable  silent  nations 
'  nnd  gcDcrations  stood  before  him ;  the  inexorable  word,  Never  I 
'  now  first  shewed  its  meaning.  My  Mother  wept,  and  her  sor- 
'  row  gut  vent ;  but  in  my  heart  there  lay  a  whole  lake  of  tears, 
'  pent  up  IQ  silent  desolation.  NercrtheleBS,  the  unworn  Spirit 
'  is  strong  ;  Life  is  so  healthful  that  it  even  finds  nourishmcut  in 
'  Death :  these  stern  experiences,  planted  down  by  Memory  in 
'  my  Imagination,  rose  there  to  a  whole  oypress-forest,  sad  but 
'  beautiful ;  waving,  with  not  unmelodious  sighs,  in  dark  lusu- 

■  ri:iuce.  in  the  hottest  suna Line,  through  long  years  of  youth : — as 
'  in  manhood  also  it  does,  and  will  do;  for  I  hare  now  pitched 
'  my  t«ut  under  a  Cypress-tree ;  the  Tomb  is  now  my  mezpugna- 

■  ble  Fortress,  ever  close  by  the  gate  of  which  I  look  upon  the 
'  hostile  armaments,  and  pains  and  penalties,  of  tyrannous  Life 
'  placidly  enough,  and  listen  to  its  loudest  threatenings  with  a 
'  still  smile.  U  ye  loved  ones,  that  already  sleep  in  the  noise- 
'  less  Bed  of  Best,  whom  in  life  I  could  only  weep  for  and  never 
'  help  ;  and  ye,  who  wide-scattered  still  toil  lonely  in  the  mon- 
'  ster  bearing  Desert,  dyeing  the  flinty  ground  with  your  blood, 
'  — yet  a  little  while,  and  we  shall  all  meet  trese,  and  our 
'  Mother's  bosom  will  screen  us  all ;  and  Oppression's  harness, 
'  and  Sorrow's  fire-whip,  and  all  the  Gehenna  Bailiffs  that  patrol 
'  and  inhabit  erer-vezed  Time,  cannot  thenceforth  harm  us  any 

Close  by  which  rather  beautiful  apostrophe,  lies  a  laboured 
Character  of  the  deceased  Andreas  Futteral ;  of  bis  natural 
al'ility.  his  deserts  in  life  (as  Prussian  Sergcont) ;  with  long  his- 
turical  intfuiries  into  the  genealogy  of  the  Futteral  Family,  hero 
traced  baek  as  &r  as  Uenry  the  Fowler  :  the  whole  of  which  we 
pass  over,  not  without  astonishment.  It  only  concerns  ns  to  add, 
that  now  was  the  time  when  Mother  tirctehen  revealed  to  hor 
fo4tcr-son  that  he  was  not  at  all  of  this  kindred  ;  or  indeed  of 
anv  kindred,  having  come  into  historical  cxistenee  in  the  way  al- 
ready known  to  us.  '  Thus  was  I  doubly  orphaned,'  says  he ; 
'  bereft  not  only  of  Possession,  but  even  of  Remembrance,  f  or- 
'  row  and  Wonder,  here  suddenly  united,  could  not  hu-t  -^TtA^w* 
'  abaadoned  fruit.    Such  a  discloeure,  in  Bank  «  wtMKm.,  «.rvJ«.V» 
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'noU  through  iny  whole  nalure  ;   uTcr  till  tie   years  of  1 

*  tuknhood,  it  miugled  with  mj  whole  thougbu.  w>s  »•  A 

*  whcreOD  all  ru;  dBy-dreams  and  night-drcuuB  greir.  A 
■  poetic  clsTktwn,  yet  also  a  carreEpoading  civic  d^resnoti,  it  i>- 
'  turall;  inipartctl .  1  mtt  tikt  no  alJter :  io  which  fixed-idek,  ifi- 
'  ing  Bomelitura  to  highest,  and  ofteoer  to  fTightfiil«M  ttatil^ 
'  ma;  thrr«  uot  lie  the  first  spring  of  TendeneicB,  wludi  m  bt 
'  Life  have  become  remukable  enongh  1  As  in  birth,  m  ie  » 
'  tkin,  Bpeoulatioii,  and  social  position,  mjr  feUo¥rs  u«  porhifa  W 

*  naiaftrou& ' 

In  the  Bag  SagiOarvu,  is  we  at  length  discover,  TenfuliJitiMi 
has  beoome  a  Univetsitj  man ;  thongh  how,  when,  or  of  what  ffmt 
iVf,  will  nowhere  disclose  itself  with  the  smallest  oertunty.  Fn 
tiungs,  in  the  way  of  eonfunioD  and  csprietoiis  indbtinetness.  en 
now  surprise  our  readers ;  not  even  the  total  want  of  datn,  »1 
most  without  parallel  in  a  Bic^aphical  worL  So  enigmatic,  x 
ohaotio  we  have  always  found,  and  must  always  look  to  find,  thai 
scattered  Learea.  In  Sd^ttarivt.  however,  TeoHeUdrOdkh  fatgiH 
to  show  himself  even  more  than  usually  Sibylline ;  fVa^mrala  if 
all  sorts;  scraps  of  regular  Memoir.  College  Exercises,  Prograsii 
Professional  Testimonials,  Milkscores.  torn  Billets,  sometinu*  ti 
appearuice  of  an  ainatory  cast ;  all  blown  bigether  as  if  |^  ma- 
est  chance,  henceforth  bewilder  the  >aiie  Historian,  To  turn- 
bine  any  picture  of  these  University,  and  the  snbseqaeat.  yetn . 
much  more,  to  decipher  therein  any  illastrBtive  primordia]  tk- 
ments  of  the  Clothes-Philosophy,  becomes  such  a  proUem  as  tbt 
reader  may  imagine. 

So  much  we  can  see  ;  darkly,  as  through  the  foliage  of  sont 
wavering  thicket :  a  youth  of  no  common  endowment,  who  hat 
passed  happily  through  Childhood,  leas  happily  yet  still  t^oot 
ously  through  Boyhood,  now  at  length  perfect  in  'dead  roeaU«& 
and  tet  down,  as  he  h(^>e8,by  the  living  Foontain,  there  to  super 
add  Ideas  and  Capalulilics.  From  such  Fonntun  he  draws,  difi 
gently,  thirstily,  yet  nowise  with  his  whole  heart,  for  the  wst«T 
nowise  salts  his  palate  ;  discoaragemcnts.  entanglements,  abem 
tiints  are  discorerahle  or  Bupposable.  Nor  perhaps  are  even  fe- 
rn wasting ;  for '  the  good  Gretchen,  wlio  in  ipM 
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*  of  advioes  from  not  disinterested  rektivcs  has  sent  him  hither, 

<  must  after  a  'time  withdraw  her  willing  but  too  feel^e  hand.' 
Nevertheless  in  an  atmosphere  of  Poverty  and  manifold  Cha- 
grin, the  Humour  of  that  young  Soul,  what  character  is  in 
him,  first  decisively  reveals  itself;  and,  like  strong  sunshine 
in  weeping  skies,  gives  out  variety  of  colours,  some  of  which 
are  prismatic.  Thus  with  the  aid  of  Time,  and  of  what  Time 
brings,  has  the  stripling  Diogenes  TeufelsdrOckh  waxed  into 
manly  stature  ;  and  into  so  questionable  an  aspect,  that  we  ask 
with  new  eagerness  How  he  specially  came  by  it,  and  regret  anew 
that  there  is  no  more  explicit  answer.  Certain  of  the  intelligible 
and  partially  significant  fragments,  which  are  few  in  number, 
tfhall  be  extracted  from  that  Limbo  of  a  Paper-bag,  and  presented 
with  the  usual  preparation. 

As  if,  in  the  Bag  Scorpio,  TeufelsdrOckh  had  not  already  ex- 
pectorated his  antipedagogic  spleen  ;  as  if,  from  the  name  Sagit- 
tarius, he  had  thought  himself  called  upon  to  shoot  arrows,  we 
here  again  fall  in  with  such  matter  as  this :  '  The  University 
'  where  I  was  educated  still  stands  vivid  enough  in  my  remem- 

<  brance,  and  I  know  its  name  well ;  which  name,  however,  I, 

<  from  tenderness  to  existing  interests  and  persons,  shall  in  no 
*•  wise  divulge.  It  is  my  painful  duty  to  say  that,  out  of  England 
'  and  Spain,  ours  was  the  worst  of  all  hitherto  discovered  Univer- 

*  sities.  This  is  indeed  a  time  when  right  Education  is,  as  nearly 
*•  as  may  be,  impossible  :  however,  in  degrees  of  wrongness  there 
'  is  no  limit :  nay,  I  can  conceive  a  worse  system  than  that  of  the 

<  Nameless  itself;  as  poisoned  victual  may  be  worse  than  absolute 
'  hunger. 

'  It  is  written,  When  the  blind  lead  the  blind,  both  shall  fall 

<  into  the  ditch ;  wherefore,  in  such  circumstances,  may  it  not 
^  sometimes  be  safer,  if  both  leader  and  led  simply — sit  still  ? 

<  Had  you,  anywhere  in  Crim  Tartary,  wallcd-in  a  square  enclo- 
^  sure ;  furnished  it  with  a  small,  ill-chosen  Library ;  and  then 
'  turned  loose  into  it  eleven  hundred  Christian  striplings,  to  tum- 
^  ble  about  as  they  listed,  from  three  to  seven  years :  certain  per- 
^  sons,  under  the  title  of  Professors,  being  stationed  at  the  gates, 
'  to  declare  aloud  that  it  was  a  University,  and  exact  considerable 
'  admission-fees, — ^you  had,  not  indeed  in  mechanioal  stmoturei 


•'£1,'"°' ;'''*' «''« 

■Gollible,  h„,„e,,  b 

.!''""'"»"•«.  out  „ 
,r, ""i'J  i.  P,od„  ," 


PEDAGOGY.  8Q 


tinetion  thorefrom)  gradually  deolines,  and  at  length  becomes  all 
but  whoUj  unnecessary ! 

^  This  for  the  coming  golden  ages.  What  I  had  to  remark,  for 
the  present  brasen  one,  is,  that  in  seyeral  provinces,  as  in  Edu- 
cation, Polity,  Beligion,  where  so  much  is  wanted  and  indispen- 
sable, and  so  little  can  as  yet  be  furnished,  probably  Imposture 
is  of  sanative,  anodyne  nature,  and  man's  Gullibility  not  his 
worst  blessing.  Suppose  your  sinews  of  war  quite  broken ;  I 
I  mean  your  military  chest  insolvent,  forage  all  but  exhausted  ; 
and  that  the  whole  army  is  about  to  mutiny,  disband,  and  cut 
your  and  each  other's  throat, — then  were  it  not  well  could  you, 
as  if  by  miracle,  pay  them  in  any  sort  of  fairy-money,  feed  them 
on  coagulated  water,  or  mere  imagination  of  meat ;  whereby,  till 
the  real  supply  came  up,  they  might  be  kept  together,  and  quiet  ? 
Such  perhaps  was  the  aim  of  Nature,  who  does  nothing  without 
aim,  in  furnishing  her  favourite,  Man,  with  this  his  so  omnipo- 
tent or  rather  omnipatient  Talent  of  being  Gulled. 

*'  How  beautifully  it  works,  with  a  little  mechanism ;  nay,  al- 
most makes  mechanism  for  itself!     These  Professors  in  the 
**  Nameless  lived  with  ease,  with  safety,  by  a  mere  Beputation, 
constructed  in  past  times,  and  then  too  with  no  great  effort, 
'  by  quite  another  class  of  persons.     Which  Beputation,  like  a 
^  strong  brisk-going  undershot-wheel,  sunk  into  the  general  cur- 

*  rent,  bade  fair,  with  only  a  little  annual  repainting  on  their 

*  part,  to  hold  long  together,  and  of  its  own  accord  assiduously 
'  grind  for  them.  Ilappy  that  it  was  so,  for  the  Millers !  They 
^  themselves  needed  not  to  work ;  their  attempts  at  working,  at 
^  what  they  called  Educating,  now  when  I  look  back  on  it,  fill  me 
^  with  a  certain  mute  admiration. 

'  Besides  all  this,  we  boasted  ourselves  a  Bational  University ; 

*  in  the  highest  degree,  hostile  to  Mysticism  ;  thus  was  the  young 

*  \aciint  mind  furnished  with  much  talk  about  Progress  of  the 

*  i^pocios.  Dark  Ages,  Prejudice,  and  the  like ;  so  that  all  were 

*  qra<?kly  enough  blown  out  into  a  state  of  windy  argumentative- 

*  ne>s  :  whereby  tlie  better  sort  had  soon  to  end  in  sick,  impotent 

*  kSceptioisin ;  the  worser  sort  explode  {rrepir^n)  in  finished  Self- 

*  conceit,  and  to  all  spiritual  intents  become  dead. — But  this  too 
'  is  portion  of  mankind's  lot.     If  oar  era  ia  the  Era  of  Unbelief 
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ir  under  it ;  is  ibore  not  b  better  covnia^.  daj  eta 
rmwn  Systole  and  lougdr&wa  Diastole,  most  Um  p*- 
*riod  of  Paitfa   alleruale  nitb   tbe  period  of  DeDi«l ;   n»at 
'vanuU  growth,  tbc  enmm^r  luxurianoe  of  ftU  Opinions,  Sfiril 

*  lUprcnntKUaii*  auJ  Cr«Mioos,  be  foUoHed  bj,  Mtd  a^uB  &I 
'  thtt  mtrnmrnl  deekj,  the  winter  diMtAntion.  For  ii»n  lin 
'  IHnw,  hu  bia  whola  cftrtUj  beings  endckTmir,  uid  dM 

*  Bbkped  ftr  him  by  Tiin« :  onlj  in  the  tnnalorj  Tinwi  fly M 
'  is  the  OTCrmotionleH  Etemitj  we  stand  on  made  wnair 
'  And  j«t,  in  aneh  irinter^eMODS  of  Danial,  it  ia  for  Ok  boUo- 
'Bkinded  periiaps  a  eompantive  miMt;  to  haTO  been  bav«,aDd  It 

*  be  awake,  and  work ;  and  for  the  dnller  a  felicity,  if  lika  bibs- 
<  nating  animalw,  nfe-lodged  in  Bome  Salamanw  Uninnitj,  m 
'  Sjbaris  City,  or  other  sapentitiona  w  Tolaptaooa  Gaatb  df  I>- 
'  dolenoe,  thej  eaa  alnmber  thnmgh,  in  stapid  dreama,  asd  imtf 
'awaken  when  the  lond-roariog  hailstorma  have  aU  done  their 
'  work,  and  to  oar  prayers  and  martjrdoma  the  new  Spring  bw 
'  been  rouohaafed.' 

That  in  the  enTironment,  here  myslcrionalj  raough  ahadowfd 
forth,  TeofeladrOckh  must  hare  felt  ill  at  ease,  cannot  be  donbt- 
fnl.  '  The  hungry  yonng,'  he  says, '  looked  np  to  their  spiiitnal 
'Nnraea;  nod,  for  food,  were  hiddea  eat  the  east  wind.  What 
'  Tain  jar^n  of  controreraial  MctaphyEic.  Etymology,  and  me- 
'  chanical  Manipnlatioa  falsely  named  Science,  was  current  then: 
'  I  indeed  teamed,  better  perhaps  than  tbe  most  Among  elem 
'  hundred  Christian  youths,  there  will  not  be  wanting  sotne  elena 
'  eager  to  learn.  By  collision  with  such,  a  certain  warmth,  a  tet- 
'  tain  polish  was  communicated  ;  bv  iuetinet  and  happy  BroideaL 
'  I  took  less  to  rioting  (renommiren).  than  to  thinking  and  rea^ 
'  ing,  which  latter  also  I  was  free  to  do.  Nay  from  the  chaoa  of 
'  that  Library,  I  sncceeded  in  fishiDg  np  more  books  perhaps  than 
'  bad  been  known  to  tbe  very  keepers  thereof  The  foundatioB 
'  of  a  Lilerary  Life  was  hereby  laid :  I  learned,  on  mj  owa 
'  itrength,  to  read  fluently  in  almost  all  cultivated  langnagea.  ob 
'  almost  alt  subjects,  and  sciences ;  farther,  as  man  is  ever  the 
'  prime  object  to  man,  already  it  was  my  favourite  employment  to 
'  read  character  in  speculation,  and  from  the  Writing  to  conatms 
'  tbe  Writer.    A  certain  gronndplan  of  Hunan  Nature  and  liib 
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^  bdgan  to  fashion  itself  in  me ;  wondrous  enough,  now  when  I 
*•  look  baek  on  it ;  for  my  whole  Universe,  physical  and  spiritual, 
^  was  as  yet  a  Machine  I  However,  such  a  oonsoious,  recc^ised 
^  groandplan,  the  truest  I  had,  toas  beginning  to  be  there,  and  by 
'  additional  experiments,  might  be  corrected  and  indefinitely 
'  extended.' 

Thus  horn  poverty  does  the  strong  educe  nobler  wealth ;  thus 
in  the  destitution  of  the  wild  desert,  does  our  young  Ishmael 
acquire  for  himself  the  highest  of  all  possessions,  that  of  Self-help. 
Nevertheless  a  desert  this  was,  waste,  and  howling  with  savage 
monsters.  TeufelsdrCckh  gives  us  long  details  of  his  '  fever-par- 
oxysms of  Doubt;'  his  Inquiries  concerning  Miracles,  and  the 
Evidences  of  religious  Faith;  and  how  'in  the  silent  night- 
'  watches,  still  darker  in  his  heart  than  over  sky  and  earth,  he 
'  has  cast  himself  before  the  All-seeing,  and  with  audible  prayers, 
'  cried  vehemently  for  Light,  for  deliverance  from  Death  and  the 
'  Grave.  Not  till  after  long  years,  and  unspeakable  agonies,  did 
'  the  believing  heart  surrender ;  sink  into  spell-bound  sleep, 
'  under  the  nightmare,  Unbelief ;  and,  in  this  hagridden  dream, 
'  mistake  God's  fair  living  world  for  a  pallid,  vacant  Hades  and 
'  extinct  Pandemonium.  But  through  such  Purgatory  pain,' 
continues  he, '  it  is  appointed  us  to  pass ;  first  must  the  dead 
* '  Letter  of  Religion  own  itself  dead,  and  drop  piecemeal  into 
'  dust,  if  the  living  Spirit  of  Beligion,  fireed  from  this  its  charnel- 
'  house,  is  to  arise  on  us,  newborn  of  Heaven,  and  with  new  heal- 
*  iug  under  its  wings.' 

To  which  Purgatory  pains,  seemingly  severe  enough,  if  we  add 
a  liberal  measure  of  Earthly  distresses,  want  of  practical  gui- 
dance, want  of  sympathy,  want  of  money,  want  of  hope ;  and  all 
vhis  in  the  fervid  season  of  youth,  so  exaggerated  in  imagining, 
so  boundless  in  desires,  yet  here  so  poor  in  means,^-do  we  not 
see  a  strong  incipient  spirit  oppressed  and  overloaded  from  with- 
out and  from  within ;  the  fire  of  genius  struggling  up  among  fuel- 
wood  of  the  greenest,  and  as  yet  with  more  of  bitter  vapour  than 
of  clear  flame. 

From  various  fragments  of  Letters  and  other  documentary 
scraps,  it  is  to  be  inferred  that  TeufelsdrOckh,  isolated,  shy,  re- 
tiring as  he  was,  had  not  altogether  escaped  notice:  certain 
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I  nun  kre  swaro  of  his  ciiiit«nc«;  and,  if 
oat  no  balpfti]  Unnd.  have  &t  least  their  ejes  vpoB  Urn.  Hi 
appMn^  Ihoogli  in  drear;  «nough  bnmour.  to  be  ftddreaaag  Ub- 
nlf  to  tit*  Ppofesrion  of  Law  ; — vrhercof.  indeed,  the  watU  In 
rinM  Mm  Um  a  public  gradiute.  Sut  gnuttiog  thcM  Infca, 
nnntialaatoiy  tkrama  of  Eeonominl  raktitm,  let  «■  lamil 
nther  th«  fi)Do>iring  ■mall  thread  of  Hani  relation  j  aad  tbett- 
witli,  tbe  raader  for  faimaelf  weaving  it  in  at  the  right  plarr,  csa- 
elode  oor  ^m  anaapiotare  of  these  UniTern^  yean.  ' 

-  *  Here  also  it  was  that  I  formed  acquaintance  with  Herr  Tor 
'good,  or,  aa  it  is  periiaps  better  written,  Herr  Toiig^at:  i 
<  jonng  perMm  of  quality  (iron  Adf{),  from  the  interior  paria  d 
'  Eagland.  He  stood  connected,  bj  blood  and  faoointali^.  wiA 
'the  Coanta  von  Zfthdarm,  in  thia  quarter  of  GcrnaBj;  to  wUck 

■  noUe  Family  I  likewiaa  waa,  by  hia  meana,  irith  all  frirmdli'nwi 

■  brooght  near.  Towgood  had  a  fair  talent,  nnepeahably  iU^slti- 
'  Tated  ;  with  considerable  hninour  of  character :  and,  bating  hit 
'  total  ignorance,  fiir  he  knew  nothing  except  Boxing  and  a  littk 
'  Grammar,  shewed  less  of  that  aristocratic  impBasivity.  nnd  sleal 
'fory.  than  for  most  part  belongs  to  TraTcllers  of  his  nstioB. 
'  To  him  1  owe  my  first  practical  knowledge  of  the  Englirt  and 
'  their  ways ;  perhaps  also  eonietbing  of  the  partiality  with  whi^ 
'  I  have  oyer  since  regarded  that  singular  people.     Towgood  wai 

■  not  witbent  an  eye.  conld  he  hare  conio  ot  any  light.  InTited 
'  doubtless  by  the  presence  of  the  Zfihdarm  Family,  he  had  tra- 
'  relied  hither,  in  the  almost  frantic  hope  of  perfecting  his  studies: 
'  he.  whose  studies  had  as  yet  been  those  of  infancy,  hither  to  a 
'  University  wliere  so  much  as  the  notion  of  perfection,  not  to  say 
'  the  effort  aflcr  it.  tio  longer  existed !  Often  we  would  cxMidole 
'  over  the  hard  destiny  of  the  Yonng  in  this  era :  how,  after  all 
'  our  toil,  we  were  to  be  tnrned  out  into  the  world,  with  beards  on 
'  our  chins  indeed,  but  with  few  other  attributes  of  manhood  :  no 
'  existing  thing  that  wo  were  trained  to  Act  on.  nothing  that  we 
'  eonld  so  mueh  as  Believe.  "  How  hss  our  head  on  the  outside 
'a  polished  Hat,'"  would  Towgood  exclaim. -and  in  the  inside 
'  Vaeancy,  or  a  froth  of  Vocables  and  Attorney  L(^c !     At  a 

■  small  cost  men  are  educated  to  make  leather  into  shoes :  but  at 
'  a  great  eoet,  what  am  I  ednoated  lo  aiakel    By  Beav«D,  Bin- 
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^  ther !  what  I  have  already  eaten  and  worn,  as  I  came  thus  far, 
'would  endow  a  considerable  Hospital  of  Incurables." — ''Man, 
'  indeed,"  I  would  answer,  "has  a  Digestive  Faculty,  which  must 
'  be  kept  working,  were  it  even  partly  by  stealth.  But  as  for  our 
'  Miseducation,  make  not  bad  worse ;  waste  not  the  time  yet 
'  ours,  in  trampling  on  thistles  because  they  have  yielded  us  no 
'  figs.  Ffisch  zu  Bruder  !  Hero  are  Books,  and  we  have  brains 
'  to  read  them ;  here  is  a  whole  Earth  and  a  whole  Heaven,  and 
'  we  have  eyes  to  look  on  them :  Frisch  zu  P^ 

'  Often  also  our  talk  was  gay ;  not  without  briUianey,  and  even 
'  fire.  We  looked  out  on  Life,  with  its  strange  scaffolding,  where 
'  all  at  once  harlequins  dance,  and  men  are  beheaded  and  quar- 
'  tered :  motley,  not  unterrific  was  the  aspect ;  but  we  looked  on 
'  it  like  brave  youths.  For  myself,  these  were  perhaps  my  most 
'  genial  hours.  Towards  this  young  warmhearted,  strongheaded 
'  and  wrongheaded  Herr  Towgood,  I  was  even  near  experiencing 
'  the  now  obsolete  sentiment  of  Friendship.  Yes,  foolish  Heathen 
'  that  I  was,  I  felt  that,  under  certain  conditions^  I  could  have 
'  loved  this  man,  and  taken  him  to  my  bosom,  and  been  his  bro- 

«'  ther  once  and  always.  By  degrees,  however,  I  understood  the 
<  new  time,  and  its  wants.  If  man's  Saul  is  indeed,  as  in  the  Fin- 
'  nish  Language,  and  Utilitarian  Philosophy,  a  kind  of  Siomaeh, 
'  what  else  is  the  true  meaning  of  Spiritual  Union  but  an  Eating 

' '  together  ?  Thus  we,  instead  of  Friends,  are  XHnner-goests ;  and 
'  here  as  elsewhere  have  cast  away  chimeras.' 

So  ends,  abruptly  as  is  usual,  and  enigmatically,  thia  little  in- 
cipient romance.  What  henceforth  becomes  of  the  brave  Herr 
Towgood,  or  Toughgut  7  He  has  dived  under,  in  the  Autobio- 
graphical Chaos,  and  swims  we  see  not  where.  Does  any  reader 
'  in  the  interior  parts  of  England'  know  of  such  a  man  9 
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en-rnfs  uvdkb  war. 


'  Thus  Mrar^clew,'  writaa  odt  AatidMOgnpIur, 
qohtins- Cdle^  'wm  there  reklued  Somcw!i«t ;  niwij^  I, 
'  DiogeBM  Taofeladroekh  :  *  irinUe  Temponry  Figure  (ZhMIV 
'  oocapjing  BOane  cabio  feet  of  Space,  and  ooalftiiu^  viAa  ft 
'ForoA  both  physioal  uid  Epititiul ;  kopea,  piiiifnM,  lba«gte; 
'  the  whide  wo&droiu  fantiture,  io  more  or  loa  pei&etkn,  bdHf 
'ingto  that  myei«r;,  a  Man  Capabilitiea  there  were  inssM 
'give  bftttle,  at  some  small  degree,  against  the  great  Enqiiieef 
'  DarkaeflB :  does  not  the  very  Ditcher  and  Belrer,  witli  his  q«de. 
'  oxtjngoiah  m&Dj  a  thistle  and  puddle ;  and  so  leave  a  liuh 
'  Order,  where  he  found  the  oppoait«  1  Nay  yoor  very  Daj^od 
'  hae  oapabilitics  in  this  kind ;  and  ever  organises  something  (iali 
'  its  own  Body,  if  no  otherwise),  which  was  hefore  Inorgaiue ;  sai 
'  of  mnte  dead  air  malcea  living  muuc,  thoogfa  only  of  tike  fait*- 
'  est,  by  htunmiug 

'  How  much  more,  od«  whose  capabilities  are  spiritoa) ;  «W 
'  has  learned,  or  b^nn  leaming,  the  grand  thaaantm^ie  art  <f 
'  Thought  1  Thaiimatnrgia  I  name  it ;  for  hiUierto  all  Mirada 
'  have  been  wrought  thereby,  and  henceforth  innumerable  will  b 
'  wrought ;  whereof  we,  even  in  these  days,  witneaa  some.  Of 
'  the  Poet's  and  Prophet's  inspired  Message,  and  how  it  mkcf 
'  and  unmakes  whole  worlds,  I  shall  forbear  mention  ;  bnt  cannct 
the  dullest  hear  Steam-en^nes  clanking  around  him  T  Has  b 
'not  seen  the  Scottish Brassmith's  Idea  (and  this  bnt  a  meohani- 
'  oal  one]  travelling  on  fire-wings  ronnd  the  Cape,  and  across  tve 
'  Ooeans ;  and  stronger  than  any  other  Enchanter's  Familiar,  m 
'  all  hands  unweariedly  fetching  and  carrying :  at  home,  not  oolr 
'  weaving  Cloth ;  bnt  rapidly  enongh  overtarning  the  whole  M 
*^yitem  of  Society  j  and,  for  Feodalinn  and  Piesaintiuu  of  the 
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<  Game,  piep&ring  as,  b;  indirect  bnt  aura  methodi,  iDdnstrial- 
'  ism  and  the  GoTernment  of  tha  Wisest  J  Tmly  a  Thittking  Mus 
'  is  the  worst  enemj  the  Pnoce  of  Daikness  oan  have ;  every 
'  time  such  a  one  annoonoes  himself,  I  donht  not,  there  rans  a 
'  shodder  tbrongh  the  Nether  JSmpire  ;  and  new  Emiuariea  kto 
'  trained,  with  new  tactics,  to,  if  poasible,  entrap  him,  and  hood- 
'  wink  and  handcnff  him. 

^With  Buch  high  vocation  had  I  too,  as  deniien  of  the  Uni- 
'  verse,  been  called.  Unhappy  it  is,  however,  that  though  born 
'  to  the  amplest  Sovereignty,  in  this  way,  with  no  less  than  sove- 
'  reign  right  of  Peace  and  War  against  the  Time-Prinoe  {Zeit- 
'J'ursl),  or  Devil,  and  all  his  Dominions,  your  coronation  ceremony 
*  coeta  suoh  trouble,  your  sceptre  is  so  difficult  to  get  at,  or  even 
'  to  get  eye  on  1' 

By  which  last  wiredrawn  similitude,  does  TeofelsdrOckh  mean 
no  more  than  that  young  men  find  obstacles  in  what  ire  call '  gct- 
'  ting  under  way  V  '  Not  what  I  llave,'  continues  he, '  hut  what 
'  I  Do  is  my  Kingdom.  To  eaoh  is  given  a  cert&in  inward  Tal- 
'  ent,  a  certain  outward  Environment  of  Fortune ;  to  each,  by 
'  wisest  combination  of  these  two,  a  certain  maximum  of  Capa- 
'bility.  But  the  hardest  problem  were  ever  this  first:  To  Sad 
'  bj  study  of  youraelf,  and  of  the  ground  you  stand  on,  what  your 
'  combined  inward  and  outward  Capability  specially  is.  For, 
'  aUs,  our  young  soul  is  all  budding  with  Capabilities,  and  we  see 
'  not  yet  which  is  the  main  and  true  one.  Always  too  the  new 
'  man  is  in  a  new  time,  under  new  conditions  ;  bis  course  can  be 
'  the/ac-nmUe  of  no  prior  one,  but  is  by  its  nature  originaL  And 
'  then  how  seldom  will  the  outward  Capabilitiy  fit  the  inward : 
'  though  talented  wonderfully  enough,  we  are  poor,  unfriendly, 
'  dyspeptical,  basbfiil ;  nay  what  is  worse  than  all,  we  are  foolish. 
'  Thus,  in  a  whole  imbroglio  of  Capabilities,  we  go  stupidly  grop- 
'  ing  about,  to  grope  which  is  ours,  and  often  dutoh  the  wrong 
'  one :  in  this  mad  work,  must  several  years  of  our  small  term  be 
'  spent,  till  the  purblind  Tonth,  by  practice,  acquire  notions  of 
'  distance,  and  become  a  seeing  Man.  Nay,  many  so  spend  their 
'  whole  term,  and  in  ever-new  expectation,  ever-new  disappoint- 
'  ment,  ahift  from  entarpiiae  to  enterpriie,  and  from  aide  to  aide : 
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till  &t  lengtL,  Me  exasperaUd  stripliDgs  of  threcseoNi 

they  shift  into  tbeir  UsC  eat«fprise.  that  of  gettiag  ball 

'  Such,  nince  tLo  most  of  ub  are  too  opbtb&lntic.  iniuj 

geuecal  fate  ;  were  it  not  th&t  oae  thing  saves  ue  :  ooj 

For  on  this  ground,  aa  the   prompt  nature  of  HuagH 

known,  must  n  prompt  choice  be  made  :  heaoo    Ua*«  < 

wise  foresight.   Indentures    ind  ApproB^fieships  for  c 

tioiial  young;  whereby,  io    lae  Boason,  the  vsgoe  anv 

of  a.  Man  shall  find  himself  i  tady-moulded  into  a  speeifii 

man  \  and  so  thencefortl        rk,  with  much  or  with  lilt! 

of  Capubilitj  as  it  may  '        yet  not  witii  the  worst  wti 

of  time.     Nay  even  in  ml       '0  epirituul.  since  the  spirit 

isC  too  is  horn  blind,  and  u.-  «  not,  liko  certain  utb«r  m 

rei^civc  sight  in  nine  days, '     C  far  later,  sometimes  ncvei 

not  well  that  there  should  1     wliat  we  euU  profcssioDS,  ot 

atndiea  (Brodtitecclte)^  preappointed  he  7     Here,  Girdis^^ 

gin-horse,  for  whom  putiid  or  toUl  blindneM  ta  aiHM 

Bread-artist  pan  travel  contentedly  round  and  round,  tH 

iiig  that  it  in  forward  and  fijrward  ;   and  realize  much  :  1 

self  vietiml ;  for  the  world  uu  arldilional  horse's  power 

grand  corn-mill  or  liemp-mill  of  Economic  Society.      For 

had  such  a  leading-string  been  provided ;  only  that  it 

a  neek-halter,  and  had  nigh  throttled  me,  till  I  broke  it. 

in  the  words  of  Aneient  Fistol,  did  tlia  World  generallv 

mine  oyatcr,  which  I,  hy  strength  of  cunning,  was  to  op. 

would  and  could.      Almost  had  I  deceased  {fast  icdr   id 

kommen).  so  obstinately  did  it  continue  abut.' 

We  see  here,  significantly  foreshadowed,  the  spirit  o 

that  WB^  to  heiiill  our  Autobiograplier  ;  tlie  historical  emhc 

of  which,  as  it  painfully  takes  ahapo  in  his  Life,  lies  seatti 

dim  disastrous  details,  throagh  this   Bag  Pii"-es.  and   tho; 

follow.      A  young  man  of  high  talent,  and  high  though  at. 

per,  like  a  young  mettled  colt.  '  breaks  off  his  neck-halie 

bounds  forth,   from   his   peculiar   manger,  into  the  wide 

which,  alas,  ho  finds  all  rigi>rously  feneed  in.     Richest 

fields  tempt  his  eye  ;  but  to  him  they  are  forbidden   pt 

either  pining   in  progressive   slarvation,  he   must   st.ind  ; 

mad  exasperation,  must  rush  to  and  fro,  leaping  against 
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Btone  walls,  which  he  cannot  leap  over,  whioh  dnly  lacerate  and 
lame  him  ;  till  at  last,  after  thousand  attempts  and  endurances, 
he,  as  if  by  miracle,  clears  his  way :  not  indeed  into  luxuriant 
and  loxorious  clover,  yet  into  a  certain  bosky  wilderness  where 
existence  is  still  possible,  and  Freedom  though  waited  on  by 
Scarcity  is  not  without  sweetness.  In  a  word,  Teufelsdrdckh 
having  thrown  up  hia  legal  Profession,  finds  himself  without  laud- 
mark  of  outward  guidance ;  whereby  his  previous  want  of  decided 
Belief,  or  inward  guidance,  is  frightfully  aggravated.  Necessity 
urges  him  on ;  Time  will  not  stop,  neither  can  he,  a  Son  of  Time  ; 
wild  passions  without  solacement,  wild  faculties  without  employ- 
ment, ever  vex  and  agitate  him.  He  too  must  enact  that  stern 
Monodrama,  No  Object  and  no  Rest ;  must  front  its  successive 
destinies,  work  through  to  its  catastrophe,  and  deduce  therefroui 
what  moral  he  can. 

Yet  let  us  be  just  to  him,  let  us  admit  that  his  '  neck-hultcr' 
sat  nowise  easy  on  him ;  that  he  was  in  some  degree  forced  to 
break  it  off.  If  we  look  at  the  young  man's  civic  position,  iu 
this  Nameless  Capital,  as  he  emerges  from  its  Nameless  Univer- 
sity, we  can  discern  well  that  it  was  far  from  enviable.  His  first 
Law-Examination  he  has  come  through  triumphantly ;  and  can 
even  boast  that  the  Examen  Rigorosum  need  not  have  frightened 
him :  but  though  he  is  hereby  '  an  AuscuUator  of  respectability' 
what  avails  it?  There  is  next  to  no  employment  to  be  hud. 
Neither,  lot  a  youth  without  connexions,  is  the  process  of  Expec- 
tation very  hopeful  in  itself ;  nor  for  one  of  his  disposition  much 
cheered  from  without.  *My  fellow  Auscultators,'  he  says,  *  were 
^  Ausoultators :  they  dtressed,  and  digested,  and  talked  articulate 

*  words  ;  other  vitality  shewed  they  almost  none.  Small  specu- 
'  lation  in  those  eyes,  that  they  did  glare  withal !     Sense  neither 

*  for  the  high  nor  for  the  deep,  nor  for  aught  human  or  divine, 

*  save  only  for  the  faintest  scent  of  coming  Preferment'  In 
which  words,  indicating  a  total  estrangement  on  the  part  of  Teu- 
felsdrdckh, may  there  not  also  lurk  traces  of  a  bitterness  as  froui 
wounded  vanity?  Doubtless  these  prosaic  Auscultators  may 
have  sniffed  at  him,  with  his  strange  ways ;  and  tried  to  hate,  au<l 
what  was  much  more  impossible,  to  despise  him.  Friendly  com- 
munion, in  any  case,  there  could  not  be :  already  has  th<i  ^'^w\\^ 
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TeiifelsdrOokh  left  the  other  ;ouDg  geese  ;  and  fm 
thougb  Ha  yet  unucrtaio  'whether  he  himaelf  is  cvgi 
liug. 

Perhaps  too  what  little  emplojinent  he  Lad  was  per 
at  best  unpleasantly,  '  Great  practical  metLod  and  i 
lie  may  brag  of;  but  ia  there  not  olao  great  pract 
though  deep-hidden,  o-'"  "-c  deeper-seated  ?  So  shy 
never  have  been  popi  >Ve  figure  lo  Ourselves,  ho 

'lays  he  may  have,  pi  -ange  freaks  with  bis  Indi 

and  BO  forth  :  do  no  n  worila  betoken  as  much  ? 

'  very  young  person,  med  it  was  with  Work  aloe 

'  also  with  Folly  and  myself  and  others,  that  I 

'  appointed  to  struggi  >  this  as  it  may,  hia  prc^res 

Iijisaive  AuseultatorsU  rarda  any  active  As«essora 

tlcntly  of  the  slowest.  legrees,  thoso  same  estahlii 

once  partially  inclined  i^  .tronisc  him,  seem  to  nith< 
couateuanee,  and  ^y»  h.»  tip  as  'a  man  of  geniiu 
wliich  protifdure  he.  in  tboae  Papers,  loudly  protosts 
y.i^i  lie,  ■  the  Jiigher  did  nnt  jiresuppusu  the  lower  :  as 
'  can  fly  into  heaven,  euuid  not  :ilso  walk  post  if  he  resol 
'  IJut  the  world  is  an  old  woman,  and  mistakes  any  gili 
'  fur  a  gold  coin  ;  whereby  being  often  cheated  she  wil 
'  lurth  trust  nothing  but  the  common  copper. 

liuvf  our  winged  sky-messenger,  unacoeplt'd  as  a  t 
ruuner,  contrived,  in  tlic  meanwhile,  lo  keep  himself  fr 
skyward  without  return,  is  not  loo  clear  from  these  D( 
Good  old  Grcteheu  seems  to  have  vanished  from  the  si 
haps  from  the  Earth  ;  other  Horn  of  Plenty,  or  even 
1 II on y,  nowhere  flows  for  hiiu ;  so  that  'the  prompt  n 
Hunger  being  well  knoivn.'  we  are  not  witliout  our 
Prom  private  Tuition,  in  never  so  many  languages  and 
the  aid  derivable  is  small :  neither,  to  use  his  owu  wori 
■  ihe  young  Adventurer  hitherto  suspect  in  himself  anv 
'  gift ;  but  at  best  earns  bread-and-watcr  wages,  by  hi.«  i 
'  ulty  of  Translation  Nevertheless,'  continues  he,  '  th: 
'  sisted  is  clear,  for  you  find  me  even  now  alive.'  Wh 
however,  except  upon  the  principle  of  our  true-Leartcd,  ] 
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Prorerb,  that '  there  is  ftlvrays  life  for  a.  living  one,'  we  mnst  pro- 
few  ourKlves  unable  to  expl&in. 

Certain  Landlords'  KlU,  and  other  economic  Documents,  bear- 
ing the  inarfc  of  Settlement,  indioate  that  he  was  not  withooi 
money ;  but,  like  »n  independent  Hearth-liolder,  if  not  House*' 
holder,  pud  his  way.  Here  also  occur,  among  many  others,  two 
little  mutilated  Notes,  which  perhaps  throw  light  on  his  condi- 
tion. The  first  has  now  no  date,  or  writer's  name,  but  a  huge 
Blot ;  and  runs  to  this  effect :  '  The  {IiJibLit),  tied  down  by  pre- 

■  riouB  promise,  cannot,  except  by  best  wiahea,  forward  the  Herr 
'  T'eufelsdrOckh's  views  on  the  Aesessorabip  in  question  ;  and  sees 
'  bimaelf  under  the  oruel  necessity  of  forbearing,  for  the  present, 
'  what  were  otherwise  hii  duty  and  Joy,  to  assist  in  opening  the 
'  career  for  a  man  of  genius,  on  whom  br  higher  triumphs  are 

■  yet  waiting.'  The  other  is  on  gilt  paper  ;  and  iuterests  us  like  a 
Hurt  nf  eputolary  mummy  now  dead,  yet  which  once  lived  and 
lieneficently  worked.     We  give  it  in  iho  original : '  Jlerr  Teujcls- 

•  drdrkk  irird  ran  der  Frait  Grafinn,  auf  Donneritag,  sum  JSeTHT.- 

•  TisciiEN  Thee,  ir.hoitstens  riagrlatirn.' 

Thus  in  answer  to  a  cry  for  solid  pudding,  whereof  there  is 
the  moet  urgent  need,  comes  epigranimatically  enough,  the  invi- 
tation to  a  wash  of  quite  fluid  jEstkelU  Tta  <  How  TeufeU- 
drOckb,  now  at  actual  handgrips  with  Destiny  herself,  may  have 
comported  himself  among  these  Musical  and  Literary  Dilettanti 
of  both  sexes,  like  a  hungry  lion  inviud  to  a  feast  of  chickenwced, 
wc  can  only  conjecture.  Perhaps  in  expressive  silence,  and  ub- 
Htinenoe  :  otherwise  if  the  lion,  in  such  case,  is  to  feast  at  all,  it 
cannot  be  on  the  chickenweed,  but  only  on  the  chickens.  Fur 
the  rest,  as  this  Frau  tirfifinn  dates  from  the  Z^tdarwt  Hmst, 
nhe  can  be  no  other  than  the  Countess  and  mistress  of  the  same ; 
whose  intellectual  tendencies,  and  good  will  to  TeufelsdrOckTi, 
wlicther  on  the  footing  of  Ocrr  Towgood,  or  on  his  own  footing, 
are  liercby  manifest.  That  some  sort  of  relation,  indeed,  mii- 
tiiiued.  fur  a  time,  to  connect  our  Autobiographer,  though  i>i'r- 
baps  feebly  enough,  with  this  noble  House,  we  have  clsuwlnre 
express  evidence.  Doubtless,  if  he  expected  patronage,  it  wud  in 
vain  ;  enough  for  him  if  he  here  obtained  oecasioual  glim^wft  <& 
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the  great  world,  from  which  we  &t  one  tiine  faacied  him  to  h*" 
been  nlw&j'B  Gxuluded.  '  The  iCahdariDs/  says  he,  '  liv«d  in  tb 
'  soft  Humptuoua  garniture  of  AriBt«(?raej ;  Thereto  Lilentn 
'  and  Art,  attracted  and  attached  from  withont,  were  to  sem  m 
'the  handsomest  friDging.  It  was  to  the  Gitddigat  fVint  (to 
'  Ladjship)  that  tbis  latter  improvement  was  due:  asudnonilj 
'  Hhe  gathered,  dexlerouslj  e  on,  what  fringing  w«  to  \* 

'  had  ;    lace  or  otjhweb,  a  e  yielded."       Was  Tenfct 

dr6ek)i  also  a  fringe,  of  laci  b;  or  promising  to  be*acl' 

'  With  hie  MxfrlJmz  (the  v  ontiaues  he,  '  I  h»™  tam 

'  than  once  had  the  honour  s ;  chiefly  on  general  a&ia 

'  and  the  aspect  of  (be  yri  he,  though  now  past  miMt 

'  life,  viewed  in  no  unfavou  ;  finding  indeed,  except  ik 

'  Outrooting  of  Jonrnali*'  v,rttUendt  Joumalithi).  littb 

'  to  deBiderate  therein,  lointa.  as  his  ExctlUnz  ■» 

'  not  uncholeric,  I  found  it  !.»<..  lAant  to  keep  eiience.  Br 
'  aides,  hia  occupation  bemg  th^t  or  Owning  Land,  there  iniflt 
'  be  faculties  enough,  wliicli.  as  ^uperflimus  f'nr  sui-h  ii.-^r,  ^y..■^■.■  I'i 
'  til!  developed  in  him. 

That  to  Teufelsdr6ulih  the  nupeet  of  tlie  world  was  nowis*  *■ 
faultless,  and  many  things  besidi's  '  the  Outrooting  of  JournaliiE)-' 
might  have  seemed  iniproveuients,  we  can  readily  conjecturt 
With  notliiug  but  a  barren  Auscultatorgbip  from  without,  and  * 
many  mutinous  thouglits  and  wishes  from  within,  his  position  »fc 
no  easy  one.  '  The  Universe,  he  says, '  was  as  a  mighty  Sphini- 
riddle,  which  I  knew  go  little  of,  j-et  mnst  rede,  or  be  devoured 
In  red  streaks  of  unspeakable  grandeur,  yet  also  in  the  black- 
ness of  darkness,  was  Life,  to  my  too-unfurnished  Thought,  uo 
folding  itself  A  strange  contrsdietiou  lay  in  me  ;  and  I  a»  yfi 
knew  not  the  solution  of  it ;  kucw  not  that  spiritual  music  can 
spring  only  from  diecorils  set  in  unison  ;  that  hut  for  Evil  thert 
were  no  Good,  us  victory  is  only  possible  by  battle.' 

'  I  have  beard  affirmed  {surely  in  jest),'  observes  he  eleewhew, 
by  not  unpbilnnthropic  persons,  that  it  were  a  real  increase  of 
human  happiness,  could  al!  young  men  from  the  age  of  DtneteeB 
be  covered  under  barrels,  or  rendered  otherwise  invisible  ;  snJ 
there  left  to  follow  their  lawful  studies  and  callings,  till  they 
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«d,  Bftdder  and  i*iBer,  at  the  age  of  twenty-five.  With 
niggestion,  at  least  aa  conaidered  in  ibe  light  of  a  praoti- 
leme,  I  need  scaraeljr  say  that  I  uowbe  coinoide.     Never- 

■  luouwi  it  ia  plausibly  urged  that,  aa  young  ladies  {Mddchen] 
'  are,  to  mankind,  precisely  the  most  delightful  in  those  years  ; 
'  ao  young  gentlemen  {Biibchfn)  do  then  attain  their  mazimum 
'of  detestability.  Such  gavka  (_Geeken)  are  they,  and  fooliBh 
'  peacocks,  and  yet  with  sach  a  Tultnroua  hunger  for  self-indul- 

*  gence  ;  so  obatinate,  obstreperous,  vaiu-glorious ;  in  all  senses, 
'  so  frovard  and  so  forward  No  mortal's  endeavour  or  attain- 
'  ment  will,  in  the  smallest,  content  the  as  yet  nneDdeavouring, 
'  unattaining  young  gentleman ;  but  he  could  make  it  all  infi- 
'  nitely  better,  were  it  worthy  of  him.  Life  every  where  is  the 
'  most  manageable  natter,  simply  u  a  question  in  the  Bute  of 
'  Three  :  multiply  your  second  and  third  term  together,  divide 
'  the  product  by  the  first,  and  your  quotient  will  be  the  antiwcr, 
'  — which  you  are  but  an  asa  if  you  cannot  oome  at  The  booby 
'  has  not  yet  found  out,  by  any  trial,  that,  do  what  one  will,  there 

■  is  ever  a  cursed  fraction,  oftenest  a  decimal  repeater,  and  no 
'  net  integer  quotient  so  mucli  as  to  be  thought  of 

In  which  pa.ssage  docs  there  not  lie  an  implied  confession  that 
TeufelsdrOckh  himself,  besides  his  outward  obstractioos,  had  an 
inward,  still  greater,  to  contend  with ;  namely,  a  certun  tempo- 
rary, youthful,  yet  still  afflictive  derangement  of  head?  Ala.i! 
on  the  former  side  alone,  his  case  waa  hard  enough.     '  It  contin- 

•  ues  ever  true,'  says  he, '  that  Saturn,  or  Chronoa,  or  what  wo 
'  call  Tine,  devours  all  his  Children :  only  by  incessant  Running, 
'  by  inceasant  Working,  may  you  (for  some  threescore  and  ten 
'  years)  escape  biro  ;  and  you  too  he  devours  at  last  Can  any 
'  Sovereign,  or  Holy  Alliance  of  Sovereigns,  bid  Time  stand  still ; 
'  even  in  thought,  shake  themselves  free  of  Time?  Our  whole 
'  terrestrial  being  is  based  on  Time,  and  built  of  Time ;  it  i^ 
'  wholly  a  Movement,  a  Time-impulse ;  Time  is  the  author  of  it, 
'  the  material  of  it.     Hence  ulso  our  Whole  Duty,  which  is  tn 

■  move,  to  work, — in  the  right  direction.  Are  not  onr  Bodies  nml 
'  imr  Sonls  in  continual  movement.  whi.'ther  we  will  or  not ;  in  a 
-  continual  Waste,  reqturing  a  continual  Repair?     Utmost  aaVti- 
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*  faction  of  oat  whole  outward  and  LDwnrd  Wknts  were  bat  M» 

'  faction  for  a  space  of  Time  j  thoB,  whatoo  we  bav«  dona, »  doM, 

'  and  for  U8  anuilii1at«d,  »nd  ever  muBt  we  go  snd  do  aM*.    f> 

'  Time-Spirit,  how  haul  ttiou  environed  and  imprisoned  n^  mi 

■  suiiic  ua  80  deep  in  thy  trouhlous  dim  Time-Element,  that,  onlj 

'  in  lucid  niomonta,  can  so  niuoh  as  glimpses  of  onr  upper  Aitm 

*  Home  be  revealed  to  ub  I     "-  ' 

cer,  as  a  Son  of  Tin»,  oo- 

'  happier  than  some  others, ' 

«  threatening  to  eBlqdV 

'  prcmatarely  ;  for.  strive  as  1 

here  was  no  good  Robhuk 

'  so  obstructed  was  the  path, 

WOT*  the  feet '      That  bm 

any.  we  prBsume.  speaking  in 

ct  of  this  lower  world,  thu 

TeufeUdrftckh'a  whole  duty 

sity  was.  like  oilier  men'*. 

'  to  work, — in  the  right  dirt 

d  that  m  work  was  U.  1* 

had;   whereby   he  became  v 

songh.     An  Vma  uaturtl 

-with  haggard  Scarcity  threa 

m  ill  the  dielAnoe  ;   uid  » 

vehement  a  sou!  lunguiabbt 

tlesB  inaotion,  vaA  jbnri 

thpreby,  like  Sir  HBdibrui's  BworO  bj  niBt,'                                   1 

firB.)u.ttlili.|-clse  tohu" 

Bii.i  hark  ! 

But  on  the  whole,  that  same  '  exeellcnt  Pasairity,'  as  it  has  sll 
along  done,  is  horc  again  vigorously  flourishing :  in  wbioh  circnm- 
stance.  may  wc  not  trace  the  beginnings  of  much  that  now  cbarat- 
terisea  our  Professor ;  and  perhaps,  in  faint  rudiments,  the  origin 
of  Ihe  Clntheri-Philo?ophy  itself?  Already  the  attitude  he  \as 
assumed  towards  the  World  is  too  defensive  ;  not,  as  would  havi 
been  desirable,  a  bolil  attitude  of  attack.  'So  far  hitherto.' he 
says,  '  as  I  had  mingled  with  mankind,  T  was  notable,  if  for  any 
'  thing,  fur  a  cert.'kin  stillness  of  manner,  whieh,  aa  my  frieniis 
'  often  relnikingly  declared,  did  but  ill  express  the  keen  ardonr  "f 
'  my  feelings.  I,  in  truth,  regarded  men  with  an  excess  both  of 
'  love  and  of  fear  The  mystery  of  a  I'erson,  indeed,  is  ev« 
'  divine,  to  him  that  lins  a  sense  for  the  Oodlikc.  ( Ifteu.  notwith- 
'standing.  was  I  blamed,  and  by  lia I f-st rangers  hated,  for  m\  s.> 
'called  I[ardncs«(//;<r(..),  my  IndifTerenlism  towards  men  i',!!!,! 
'the  seemingly  ironic  tone  I  had  adopted,  as  my  favuurite  dia- 
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'  lect  Id  ooDvcrsation.  Alas,  the  panoply  of  Sarcasm  was  but  as 
'  a  Irackrsm  easel,  wherein  I  had  striven  to  envelope  myself;  that 

<  so  my  own  poor  Person  might  live  safe  there,  and  in  all  firiendli- 
'  ness,  being  no  longer  exasperated  by  wonnds.  Sarcasm  I  now 
'  see  to  be,  in  general,  the  language  of  the  Devil ;  for  which  reason 
'  I  have,  long  since,  as  good  as  renounced  it     But  how  many 

<  individuals  did  I,  in  those  days,  provoke  into  some  degree  of 
'  hostility  thereby  !     An  ironic  man,  with  his  sly  stillness,  and 

<  ambuscading  ways,  more  especially  an  ironic  young  man,  from 
'  whom  it  is  least  expected,  may  be  viewed  as  a  pest  to  society. 
^  Uave  we  not  seen  persons  of  weight  and  name,  coming  forward, 
^  with  gentlest  indifference,  to  tread  such  a  one  out  of  sight,  as 
'  an  insignificancy  and  worm,  start  ceiling-high  (balkenhoch)^ 
^  and  thence  fall  shattered  and  supine,  to  be  borne  home  on 

*  shutters,  not  without  indignation,  when  he  proved  electric  and 
a  torpedo  V 

Alas,  how  can  a  man  with  this  devilishness  of  temper  make 
way  for  himself  in  Life ;  where  the  first  problem,  as  Teufels- 
drockh  too  admits,  is  ^  to  unite  yourself  with  some  one,  and 
with  somewhat  (sich  anzuschliesseH)V  Division,  not  union,  is 
written  on  most  part  of  his  procedure.  Let  us  add  too  that, 
in  no  great  length  of  time,  the  only  important  connexion  ho 
had  ever  succeeded  in  forming,  his  connexion  with  the  Z&h- 
darm  Family,  seems  to  have  been  paralysed,  for  all  practical  uses, 
by  the  death  of  the  '  not  uucholcric'  old  Count.  This  fact  stands 
recorded,  quite  incidentally,  in  a  certain  Discourse  on  Epifaphs, 
huddled  into  the  present  Bag,  among  so  much  else ;  of  which 
Essay  the  learning  and  curious  penetration  are  more  to  be 
approved  of  than  the  spirit.  His  grand  principle  is,  that  lapidary 
inscriptions,  of  what  sort  soever,  should  be  Historical  rather  than 
Lyrical.  *  By  request  of  that  worthy  Nobleman's  survivors,'  says 
ho,  '  I  undertook  to  compose  his  Epitaph :  and  not  unmindful  of 
'  my  own  rules,  produced  the  following ;  which,  however,  for  an 
^  alleged  defect  of  Latinity,  a  defect  never  yet  fully  visible  to 

*  myself,  still  remains  unengraven  ;' — wherein,  we  may  pre- 
dict, there  is  more  than  the  Latinity  that  will  surprise  an  Eng- 
lish reader : 


IM  a&RTOR  RBBiATna 

BIO  JAOXT 

FHILIPPUS  ZASHDASH,  COONOHINS  MAOITCS, 
Zaxbdauo  GoMxa, 


Bjs  Arxxi,  rxijacsLium,  monoa  tultuxis  xnai 

SQTKS. 
qOI  DUX  SUB  LUKA  AOSSAT, 

QUXNQUIS8  HILLE  FEKDRIGE8 

FLUMBO  CONTGCir  ^ 

VAKH  CIBI 

CBfTOMPOintU  KILUXS   CDTTESA   xaxu, 

I  tx,  PXRQnx  Snvos  quadbci'edes  Bintn^iTs, 

HADD  erax  TUMULTU  mrOLVKNS, 

IN  STEECCS 


PKOidii  ix  oxBB  vKJscn  [mi  date] ;  posrxxxdK  [mi  iote]. 
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CHAPTER    V. 

ROMANCE. 

'  For  long  years,'  writes  TeafelsdrOckh, '  had  the  poor  Hebrew, 
<  in  this  Egypt  of  an  Aascultatorship,  painfully  toiled,  baking 
^  bricks  without  stubble,  before  ever  the  question  onoe  struck  him 
'  with  entire  force :  For  what  ? — Beym  Himmel !  For  Food  and 
'  Warmth  I  And  are  Food  and  Warmth  nowhere  else,  in  the 
'  whole  wide  Universe,  discoverable  ? — Come  of  it  what  might,  I 

*  resolved  to  try.' 

Thus  then  are  we  to  see  him  in  a  new  independent  capacity, 
though  perhaps  far  from  an  improved  one.  ToufelsdrOckh  is  now 
a  man  without  Profession.  Quitting  the  common  Fleet  of  her- 
ring-busses and  whalers,  where  indeed  his  leeward,  laggard  con- 
dition was  painful  enough,  he  desperately  steers  o£f,  on  a  course  of 
his  o¥m,  by  sextant  and  compass  of  his  own.  Unhappy  Teufeb- 
drOckh !  Though  neither  Fleet,  nor  Traffic,  nor  Commodores 
pleased  thee,  still  was  it  not  a  FUet,  sailing  in  prescribed  track,  for 
fixed  objects  ;  above  all,  in  combination,  wherein,  by  mutual  guid- 
ance, by  all  manner  of  loans  and  borrowings,  each  could  manifold- 
ly aid  the  other  ?  How  ¥rilt  thou  sail  in  unknown  seas ;  and  for 
thyself  find  that  shorter  North-west  Passage  to  thy  fitir  Spice-coun- 
try of  a  Nowhere  ? — A  solitary  rover  on  such  a  voyage,  with  such 
nautical  tactics,  will  meet  with  adventures.  Nay,  as  we  forth- 
with discover,  a  certain  Calypso-Island  detains  him  at  the  very 
outset ;  and  as  it  were  fiilsifics  and  oversets  his  whole  reckoning. 

'  If  in  youth,'  writes  he  once, '  the  Universe  is  majestically  un- 

*  veiling,  and  everywhere  Heaven  revealing  itself  on  £arth,  no- 
*■  where  to  the  Young  Man  does  this  Heaven  on  Earth  so  imme- 
^  diately  reveal  itself  as  in  the  Young  Maiden.  Strangely 
'  enough,  in  this  strange  life  of  ours,  it  has  been  so  appointed. 
'  On  the  whole,  as  I  have  often  said,  a  Person  {PenanUehkeit)  is 

6* 
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'ererlioly  tons;  a oertun orthodox  Anthropomorphisiii 
^  my  Mb  with  mil  Tkea  in  bonds  of  Love :  bat  itiB  in  tills  apprai- 
^  iination  of  the  Like  and  Unlike,  tbaf  snob  beavenly  mttnekioa, 
'  as  between  Negative  and  Porative,  first  boms .  out  into  a  flaae. 
^  Li  Uie  pidtnlest  mortal  Person,  think  jou,  indifferent  to  na?  h 
^  it  not  rather  oar  heartfelt  wish  to  be  made  one  with  him ;  to 
'  anite  him  to  os,  by  gratitade,  by  admiration,  even  by  fear :  or 
( fidling  all  these,  onite  oorselveB  to  him  ?    Bat  how  moch  more. 

<  in  this  case  of  the  Like-Unlike  1  Here  is  eonceded  as  the  higher 
'  mystio  possilnlity  of  sadi  a  anioB,  the  highest  in  our  Earth ; 
^  thoa,  in  the  eondaeting  medium  of  Fantasy,  flasMS  forth  thst 
' jir^derdc^MBent  of  the  aniverssl  Sforitoal  Sleotrkdty,  whieh,  ss 
'  anfblded  between  man  and  woman,  we  first  emphatically  denosih 

*  inate  Lote. 

'  Li  every  well-conditioned  stripling,  ss  I  conjeotare,  there  al- 
'  ready  blooms  a  certain  prospective  Paradise,  cheered  by  some 
^  fairest  Eve  ;  nor,  in  the  stately  vistas,  and  flowersge  and  foliage 

<  of  that  Garden,  is  a  Tree  of  Knowledge,  beautiful  and  awful  ia 

<  the  midst  thereof^  wantiog.     Perhaps  too  the  whole  is  but  the 

*  lovelier,  if  Cherubim  and  a  Flaming  Sword  divide  it  from  all 
'  footsteps  of  men  ;  and  grant  him,  the  imsginative  stripling,  only 
^  the  view,  not  the  entrance.     Happy  season  of  virtuous  youth, 

<  when  Shame  is  still  an  impassable  celestial  barrier ;  and  the  sa- 

<  ored  air-cities  of  Hope  have  not  shrunk  into  the  mean  clay-ham- 
'  lets  of  Reality ;  and  man,  by  his  nature,  is  yet  infinite  and  free! 

'  As  for  our  young  Forlorn,'  continues  TeufelsdrOckh,  evident- 
ly meaning  himself^  '  in  his  secluded  way  of  life,  and  with  his 
'  glowing  Fantasy,  the  more  fiery  that  it  burnt  under  cover,  as  in 
'  a  reverberating  furnace,  his  feeling  towards  the  Queens  of  this 
'  Earth  was,  and  indeed  is,  altogether  unspeakable.  A  visible 
^  Divinity  dwelt  in  them  ;  to  our  young  Friend  all  women  were 
'  holy,  were  heavenly.  As  yet  he  but  saw  them  flitting  past,  in 
'  their  many-coloured  angel-plumage ;  or  hovering  mute  and  inac« 
'  cessible  on  the  outskirts  of  JEstkeiic  Tea  :  all  of  air  they  were,  all 
'  Soul  and  Form ;  so  lovely,  like  mysterious  priestesses,  in  whose 
'  hand  was  the  invisible  Jacob's-ladder.  whereby  man  might  mount 
'  into  very  Heaven.     That  he,  our  poor  Friend,  should  ever  win 

<  for  himself  one  of  these  Graoefrds  {HMa)  Ach  Got!  how  could 
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'^  he  hope  it ;  should  he  not  have  died  under  it  ?     There  was  a 
:>  certain  delirious  vertigo  in  the  thought. 

<  Thus  was  the  young  man,  if  all  sceptical  of  Demons  and  An- 
:  *  gels  such  as  the  vulgar  had  once  believed  in,  nevertheless  not 
:*iin visited  by  hosts  of  true  Sky-bom,  who  visibly  and  audibly 
'<  hovered  round  him  whereso  he  went ;  and  they  had  that  reli- 
^  gious  worship  in  his  thought,  though  as  yet  it  was  by  their  mere 
:<  earthly  and  trivial  name  that  he  named  them.     But  now,  if  on  a 

*  soul  so  circumstanced,  some  actual  Air-maiden,  incorporated  into 

<  tangibility  and  reality,  should  cast  any  electric  glance  of  kind 

*  eyos,  saying  thereby,  "  Thou  too  maycst  love  and  be  loved ;"  and 

*  80  kindle  him, — ^good  Heaven,  what  a  volcanic,  eartliquako-bring- 

<  ing.  all-consuming  fire  were  probably  kindled !' 

Such  a  fire,  it  afterwards  appears,  did  actually  burst  forth,  with 
explosions  more  or  less  Yesuvian,  in  the  inner  man  of  Herr  Di- 
ogenes ;  as  indeed  how  could  it  fail  ?  A  nature,  which,  in  his 
own  figurative  style,  wc  might  say,  had  now  not  a  little  carbon- 
ised tinder,  of  Irritability ;  with  so  much  nitre  of  latent  Passion, 
and  sulphurous  Humour  enough  ;  the  whole  lying  in  such  hot 
neighbourhood,  close  by  '  a  reverberating  furnace  of  Fantasy  :* 
have  we  not  here  the  components  of  driest  Gunpowder,  ready,  on 
occasion  of  the  smallest  spark,  to  blaze  up  ?  Neither,  in  this  our 
Life-element,  are  sparks  anywhere  wanting.  Without  doubt, 
some  Angel,  whereof  so  many  hovered  round,  would  one  day, 
leaving  *  the  outskirts  of  JEsthtiir  TV/?/  flit  nigher ;  and,  by  elec- 
tric Promethean  glance,  kindle  no  despicable  firework.  Happy, 
if  it  indeed  proved  a  Firework,  and  flamed  off  rocket-wise,  in  suc- 
oepsivc  Wautiful  bursts  of  splendour,  each  growing  naturally  firom 
the  other,  through  the  several  stages  of  a  happy  Youthful  Love ; 
till  the  whole  were  safely  burnt  out :  and  the  young  soul  relieved, 
with  little  damage  !  Happy,  if  it  did  not  rather  prove  a  Confla- 
gration and  mad  Explosion  ;  painfully  lacerating  the  heart  itself; 
nay  perhaps  bursting  the  heart  in  pieces  (which  were  Death) :  or 
at  )»ost.  bursting  the  thin  walls  of  your  *  reverberating  furnaco.* 
i40  that  it  rage  thenceforth  all  unchecked  among  the  contiguous 
combustibles  (which  were  Madness) :  till  of  the  so  fair  and  mani- 
fold internal  world  of  our  Diogenes,  there  remained  Nothing,  or 
only  the  '  crater  of  an  extinct  volcano  !' 


&riou3  I>ocaiu«Dta  tu  this  Bag  Caf 
tlia  ftdjaoent  oses  on  both  ndea  thano^  it  I 

HUT  Philny^T  --  -*"--■  — J  .ij-i— 1  —  I— —  1~A-  .n-,  |l,,lli 

]j  aad  «na  friatiol  j  in  Lore :  ben  tW«fbn  may  osr  old  doakli 
whathar  hia  heut  were  of  stone  vt  of  fleeh  gire  w»;.  He  krcd 
Mkce ;  not  wisel;  bnt  too  well  And  onoe  onlj :  {m-  aa  joor  Coa- 
grara  needs  a  new  case  or  imppage  tor  eveij  new  rooket,  ao  eatk 
hoinan  heart  ean  properly  exhibit  bat  one  Lore,  if  «nn  one ;  tbe 
'  First  Iiore  wbiob  is  infinite'  cam  be  followed  bjr  no  saooad  liki 
onto  iL  In  more  recent  years,  accordingly,  tbe  Editiv  ot  Utett 
Sheets  was  led  to  re^rd  TenfelsdrOckh  as  a  man  not  only  whs 
would  never  wed,  bnt  who  would  never  eren  flirt ;  whon  tk* 
gnnd-«lim«ot«rio  itself  and  St.  MartuC*  Summer  ttf  ineipkBt 
Dotage,  would  crown  with  no  now  myrtle  garland.  To  the  Pn- 
feasor,  women  are  henoeforth  Pieces  of  Art ;  of  Celestial  Art,  in- 
deed ;  which  celesUal  pieces  he  glories  to  surrey  in  galleries,  bat 
has  lost  thought  of  purchasing, 

Psychologioal  readers  are  not  without  curiouty  to  see  how  Ten- 
felsdrOokh,  in  this  for  him  unexampled  predicament,  demeau 
himself;  with  what  specialities  of  Euccessire  confignration,  splen- 
dour sod  colour,  bis  Firework  blazes  off.  Small,  as  nsoal,  is  Urn 
satis&ction  that  such  can  meet  with  here.  From  amid  thest 
confused  masses  of  Eulogy  and  £legy,  with  their  mad  Petrardus 
and  Werterean  ware  lying  madly  scattered  among  all  sorts  of 
quite  extraneous  matter,  not  so  much  as  the  fair  one's  name  can 
be  deciphered-  For,  without  doubt,  the  title  Blumime,  whereby 
she  is  here  designated,  and  which  means  simply  Goddess  of  Flow- 
ers, must  be  fictitious.  Was  her  real  name  Flora,  then  1  Bdi 
what  was  her  surname,  or  had  she  none  ?  Of  what  station  in 
Life  was  she ;  of  what  parentage,  fortune,  aspect  \  Specially,  by 
what  Pre-established  Harmony  of  occurrences  did  the  Lover  and 
the  lioved  meet  one  another  in  so  wide  a  world  ;  how  did  they 
behave  in  such  meeting  ?  To  all  which  questions,  not  unessential 
in  a  Biographic  work,  mere  Conjecture  must  for  most  part  retntii 
answer.  '  It  was  appoint^,'  says  our  Philosopher, '  that  the  hi^ 
'  celestial  orbit  of  Blumine  should  intersect  the  low  sublunary  one 
'  of  our  Forlorn ;  that  be,  looking  in  her  empyrean  eyea,  should 
'  bnc^  the  iqiper  Sphere  of  Light  waa  come  down  into  this  netk^ 
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'  sphere  of  Shadows ;  and  finding  himself  mistaken,  make  noise 

<  enough.' 

Wo  seem  to  gather  that  she  was  young,  hazel-eyed,  beautiful, 
and  some  one's  Cousin ;  highborn  and  of  high  spirits ;  but  un- 
happily dependent  and  insolvent ;  living,  perhaps,  on  the  not  too 
gracious  bounty  of  monied  relatives.  But  how  came  <  the  Wan- 
derer' into  her  circle  ?  Was  it  by  the  humid  vehiele  of  JEsthetU 
Tea^  or  by  the  arid  one  of  mere  Business  ?  Was  it  on  the  hand 
of  Herr  Towgood  ;  or  of  the  Gn&dige  Frau,  who,  as  an  ornamental 
Artist,  might  sometimes  like  to  promote  flirtation,  especially  for 
young  cynical  Nondescripts  ?  To  all  appearance,  it  was  chiefly 
by  Accident,  and  the  grace  of  Nature. 

^Thou  fair  Waldschloss,'  writes  our  Autobiographer,  'what 
stranger  ever  saw  thee,  were  it  even  an  absolved  Ausoultator, 
officially  bearing  in  his  pocket  the  last  ReUUio  ex  Actis  he  would 
ever  write ;  but  must  have  paused  to  wonder !  Noble  Mansion  I 
There  stoodest  thou,  in  deep  Mountain  Amphitheatre,  on  um- 
brageous lawns,  in  thy  serene  solitude ;  stately,  massive,  all  of 
granite ;  glittering  in  the  western  sunbeams,  like  a  palace  of  £1 
Doredo,  overlaid  with  precious  metal.  Beautiful  rose  up,  in 
wavy  curvature,  the  slope  of  thy  guardian  Hills  :  of  the  green- 
est was  their  sward,  embossed  with  its  dark-brown  firets  of  crag, 
or  spotted  by  some  spreading  solitary  Tree  and  its  shadow.  To 
the  unconscious  Wayfarer  thou  wert  also  as  an  Ammon's  Tem- 
ple, in  the  Libyan  Waste ;  where,  for  joy  aifd  woe,  the  tablet  of 
his  Destiny  lav  written.  Well  might  he  pause  and  gase ;  in 
that  glance  of  nis  were  prophecy  and  nameless  forebodings.' 
But  now  let  us  conjecture  that  the  so  presenticnt  Ausoultator 
has  handed  in  his  Relatio  ex  Actis ;  been  invited  to  a  glass  of 
B  bine-wine  ;  and  so.  instead  of  returning  dispirited  and  athirst  to 
his  dusty  Town-home,  is  ushered  into  the  Gardenhouse,  where  sit 
the  choicest  party  of  dames  and  cavaliers ;  if  not  engaged  in  Ma- 
thetic  Tea,  yet  in  trustful  evening  conversation,  and  perhaps 
Mu:ncal  Coffee,  for  we  hear  of  ^  harps  and  pure  voices  making  the 
stillness  live.'  Scarcely,  it  would  seem,  is  the  Gardenhouse  infe- 
rior in  respectability  to  the  noble  Mansion  itself  '  Embowered 
'  amid  rich  foliage,  rose-clusters,  and  the  hues  and  odours  of  thou- 

<  sand  flowers,  here  sat  that  brave  company ;  in  front,  from  the 


u*  SARTOR  BBatiiTtra: 

^ndKopaaed  doom,  Hat  oottocdt  ovw  Uoaarm  mi  bo^  ow 

*  gioT«  ud  T«lyet  green,  Btretehuig,  nndnl»tuig  onwmHs  t*  At 
' naote  BIonBtain  peika :  8o  bright,  so  nild,  and  «TMjwh—  At 
'■olody  oC  tools  and  happy  creatoTM:  ilmtiU  ■■  if  h^M 

<  ak^ea  » ilielttr  from  the  Sun  in  Um  howM-ieiluiB  of  8>^mm 

<  haneU  How  cuno  it  that  the  Wtmderer  admtead  ddAer^tt 
*Mok  foreoBting  heart  {a/mduMgstvIt),  by  Uie  ndv  of  Us  f^ 
.'  boat  1  Did  Ite  feel  that  to  tkeae  aoft  inflaeneefl  his  bard  ham 
'night  tB  bo  riknt ;  that  here,  once  mora,  Fate  bad  it  in  twv  to 

*  toy  lum ;  to  mook  him,  and  see  whether  titere  vera  HuBuiar  k 
■Um? 

'Next  momeut  he  finds  himeelf  prasented  to  the  faortj;  ui 
'aapeeiaOy  hj  name  to — -Bliunine !  Peeoliar  among  aB  da^ 
■»ad  duKwels,  glttnceil  Blumine,  there  in  her  modesty,  like  a  itai 
'amoBg  earthly'  !tght«.  ^'obleat  maiden  I  whom  be  bent  to.  i> 
'  body  and  in  tonl ;  yet  searaely  darad  look  at,  for  the  pnaeuet 
'  filled  him  with  puaf al  yet  sweetest  embarrassment. 

'  Blumine's  was  a  name  weQ  known  to  him ;  far  and  wide  wai 
'the  &ir  one  heard  of,  for  her  gifts,  her  graces,  her  caprra: 

*  froni  all  which  vagne  colonrings  of  Bamour,  from  the  censnret 
'no  less  than  from  the  piaises,  had  oar  Friend  painted  for  hfaa- 
'  self  a  certain  imperions  Qneen  of  Hearts,  and  blooming  nam 
'  Earth-angel,  much  more  enchanting  than    year   mere   white 

*  HeaTOQ-angets  of  women,  in  whose  placid  reins  circulates  loo 
'Utile  naphtha'fira.  '  Herself  also  he  had  seen  in  pnblic  places: 
'  that  light,  yet  so  stately  form ;  those  dark  tre^s,  shading  a 
'  face  whera  smiles  and  snnti^t  played  over  earnest  deeps  :  bat 
'  all  this  he  had  teen  only  as  a  magic  vision,  for  him  inacceasiUe. 
'  almost  without  reality.  Her  sphere  was  too  far  from  his  :  hoir 
'  should  she  ever  think  of  him ;  0  Hearen  !  how  should  they  W 
'  much  as  onoe  meet  together  J     And  now  that  Rose-goddess  siti 

*  in  the  same  <nrale  with  him  ;  the  light  of  Atr  eyes  has  smiled  oa 
'  him,  if  he  speak  she  will  hear  it !  Nay,  who  knows,  since  the 
'heavenly  Sun  looks  into  lowest  vaUeys,  but  Blumine  heraelf 
'  mi^t  have  aforetime  noted  the  so  nnnotable  ;  perhaps,  from  his 
'  very  gunsayers,  as  he  had  from  hen,  gathered  wonder,  gathered 
'fcronr  for  him?  Was  the  attraction,  the  agitation  matnal, 
'then;  pole  and  pole  trenbling  towards  eontaet,  wben  onea 
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ought  into  neighbourhood?  Say  rather,  heart  swelling  in 
osence  of  the  Queen  of  Hearts ;  like  the  Sea  swelling  when 
toe  near  its  Moon  !  With  the  Wanderer  it  was  eve^  so :  as  in 
tavenward  gravitation,  suddenly  as  at  the  touch  of  ^  Seraph's 
ind;  his  whole  soul  is  roused  from  its  deepest  recesses  ]  and  all 
at  was  painful,  and  that  was  blissful  there,  dim  images,  ysgne 
elings  of  a  whole  Past  and  a  whole  Future,  are  heaTing  in  nn- 
det  eddies  within  him. 

Often,  in  fiir  less  agitating  scenes,  had  our  still  Friend  shrunk 
rcibly  together ;  and  shrouded  up  his  tremours  and  flutterings, 

what  sort  soever,  in  a  safe  cover  of  Silence,  and  perhaps  of 
eming  Stolidity.     Uow  was  it,  then,  that  here,  when  trembling 

the  core  of  his  heart,  he  did  not  sink  into  swoons,  but  rose 
to  strength,  into  fearlessness  and  clearness  ?  It  was  his  guid- 
g  Genius  {Damon)  that  inspired  him ;  he  must  go  forth  and 
eet  his  Destiny.  Shew  thyself  now,  whispered  it,  or  be  for- 
mer hid.  Thus  sometimes  it  is  even  when  your  anxiety  becomes 
anscendental,  that  the  soul  first  feels  herself  able  to  transcend 
;  that  she  rises  above  it,  in  fiery  victory  ;  and,  borne  on  new- 
und  wings  of  victory,  moves  so  calmly,  even  because  so  rapidly, 
»  irresistibly.  Always  must  the  Wanderer  remember,  with  a 
irtain  satisfaction  and  surprise,  how  in  this  case  he  sat  not 
Lent,  but  struck  adroitly  into  the  stream  of  conversation ; 
hich  thenceforth,  to  speak  with  an  appalrent  not  a  real  vanity, 
3  may  say  that  he  continued  to  lead.  Surely,  in  those  hours, 
certain  inspiration  was  imparted  him,  such  inspiration  as  is 
ill  possible  in  our  late  era.  The  self-secluded  unfolds  himself 
.  noble  thoughts,  in  free,  glowing  words ;  h'm  soul  is  as  one  sea 
'  light,  the  peculiar  home  of  Truth  and  Intellect :  wherein 
so  Fantasy  bodies  forth  form  after  form,  radiant  with  all  pris- 
atic  hues.' 

[t  appears,  in  this  otherwise  so  happy  meeting,  there  talked 
i  *  Pliilistine  ;'  who  even  now,  to  the  general  weariness,  was 
ninantly  pouring  forth  Philistinism  (PhiiistritKtitdtfn) ;  little 
ting  what  hero  was  here  entering  to  demolish  him !  We  omit 
\  series  of  Socratic,  or  rather  Diogenic  utterances,  not  unhappy 
their  way,  whereby  the  monster,  ^persuaded  into  silence,' 
ma  soon  after  to  have  withdrawn  for  the  night     ^  Of 


'  dialectic  marauder,'  nrites  our  hero, '  the  diE«M»i]fituK  ir 
'  felt  us  B,  benefit  by  most :  but  vtiat  were  all  afipkai 
'  glud  HDitlc,  tbreateuiag  ever;  luomeut  to  beooiae  ft  Ung 
'  with  Blauiiue  herself  repaid  the  victor  ?  He  tgu 
'  address  her,  ehe  answered  with  atl«Dtion  :  nay.  what 
'  were  a  slight  tremuur  in  that  ailver  voice ;  what  if  the 
'  of  OTeniug  were  biding  a  trnosient  blueh  1 

'  The  oouveraatiou  took  ,  igber  tone,  one  fine  thone 
'  foTtb  ftQother  ;  it  was  on  those  rare  seasons,  wheo 
'  expaadfl  with  full  freedi  id  man  fcela  himself  brou 

'to   man.     Gaily  iu  lig  aceful  abaodoDmeDt,  the 

'talk  played  round  that  c  i;  for  the  burden  was  roll 
'every  heart;  the  barrier  Ceremony,  which  are  ld( 
'  laivH  of  polite  living,  had  Ited  as  int«  vapour  ;  and  I 
'claiuia  of  Ale  and  Thee,  onger  parted  by  rigid  fer 
'flowed  softly  into  one  Qui  sr;  and  Life  lay  ail  har 
'  ni  Buy -tinted,  like  some  &ii  lOyal  oharapaign,  the  eonti 
'  owner  of  wbicb  were  Love  only.  Such  music  springa  fr 
'hearts,  in  a  kind  fiivironDii'nt  of  iilacL- :md  tiuit'.  Aii' 
'  tbe  light  grow  more  aerial  on  the  mtmntii in-tops,  and  the 
'fell  longLT  over  the  valley,  some  faint  tone  of  sadness  n 
'  breathed  through  tie  heart ;  and.  in  whispers  more  or 
'  dible,  remindtd  every  oue  that  aa  this  bright  day  was  dra 
'wards  its  close,  so  likewise  must  the  Bay  of  Man's  E 
'decline  inlu  duxt  and  darkness;  and  with  all  its  sick 
'and  jovful  and  luonrnful  noises,  aiuk  in  the  still  Eternit 

•  To  our  Friend  the  hours  aeenieil  moments  ;  holy  was 
'happy:  tbe  words  from  those  sweetest  lips  came  oyer  b 
'dew  on  thirsty  grass;  all  better  feelinga  iu  his  soul  sei 
'whisper;  It  is  good  for  us  to  he  here.  At  parting  t 
'mine's  hand  was  iithis:  iu  the  balmy  twilight,  w-ith  t\ 
'utarsiibovc  tbera,  ho  upokc  something  of  meeting  agaii 
'was  not  eoutradicleil;  be  pressed  gently  lliose  small  soft 
'  and  it  seemed  as  if  tbtj"  were  not  hastily,  not  angrily  with 

Poor  TeufolsdrOckh !  it  is  clear  to  demonstration  tl 
flmit .  the  Queen  of  Hearts  would  see  a  ■  man  of  genius '  a 
for  her  ;  and  there,  by  art  uiagio,  in  that  preternatural  hi 
ihe  hound  and  spell-bound  thee.     '  Love  ts  not  altogethe 
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<  liriam,'  says  he  elBewhere ,  '  yet  has  it  many  pointo  in  common 

<  therewith.  I  call  it  rather  a  discerning  of  the  Infinite  in  the 
'  IPlnite,  of  the  Idea  made  Real ;  which  discerning  again  may  be 
'  either  true  or  fiilse,  either  seraphic  or  demoniac,  Inspiration  or 
'  Insanity.     Bat  in  the  former  case  too,  as  in  common  Madness, 

<  it  is  Fantasy  that  superadds  itself  to  sight ;  on  the  so  petty  do- 
'main  of  the  Actual  plants  its  Archimedes-lever,  whereby  to 
'  move  at  will  the  infinite  Spiritual.  Fantasy  I  might  call  the 
^  true  Ileaven-gate  and  Hell-gate  of  man :  his  sensuous  life  is  but 

<  the  small  temporary  stage  (Zeitbuhru)  whereon  thick-streaming 
*•  influences  from  both  these  f&r  yet  near  regions  meet  visibly, 
'  and  act  tragedy  and  melodrama.  Sense  can  support  herself 
'  handsomely,  in  most  countries,  for  some  eighteenpence  a  day ; 
'  but  for  Fantasy  planets  and  solar-systems  will  not  suffice.    Wit- 

<  ness  your  Pjrrrhus  conquering  the  world,  yet.  drinking  no  better 
^  red  wine  than  he  had  before.'  Alas !  witness  also  your  Dio- 
^  genes,  flame-clad,  scaling  the  upper  Heaven,  and  verging  towards 
'  Insanity,  for  prize  of  a  high-souled  Brunette,'  as  if  the  Earth 
held  but  one  and  not  several  of  these ! 

He  says  that,  in  Town,  they  met  again :  '  day  after  day,  like 

<  his  heart's  sun,  the  blooming  Blumine  shone  on  him.  Ah !  a 
'  little  while  ago,  and  he  was  yet  in  all  darkness :   him  what 

<  Graceful  (HoUle)  would  ever  love?  Disbelieving  all  things,  the 
'poor  youth  had  never  learned  to  believe  in  himself  With- 
'  drawn  in  proud  timidity,  within  his  own  fastnesses:  solitary 
'  from  men,  yet  baited  by  night-spectres  enough,  he  saw  himself, 
'  with  a  sad  indignation,  const  rained  to  renounce  the  fiiirest  hopes 

*  of  existence.    And  now,  O  now!    "  She  looks  on  thee,"  cried  he : 

<  *-  she  the  fairest,  noblest ;  do  not  her  dark  eyes  tell  thee,  thou 

*  art  not  despised  ?  The  Heaven's-Mcssenger  !  All  Heaven's 
'  blessings  be  hers !''  Thus  did  soft  melodies  flow  through  his 
'  heart ;  tones  of  an  infinite  gratitude ;  sweetest  intimations  that 

*  he  also  was  a  man,  that  for  him  also  unutterable  joys  had  been 
'  proviflcd. 

*  In  free  speech,  earnest  or  gay,  amid  lambent  glances,  laiigh- 

*  tcr.  tears,  and  often  with  the  inarticulate  mystic  npcech  of  Music  ; 

*  such  was  the  element  they  now  lived  in  ;  in  such  a  many-tlwl^vi, 

'  radiant  Aurora,  and  by  this  fairest  of  Onenl  lA|^\Ayi:\w^^\% 
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tu  uufulJ  the  fflomi  of  tis  C/sJ^a:.-.  ''.au  n-Ka  jtd  Oi*  Ji:?- 
lOK  uf  its  kliuuet  infUuUL.e'i'u  ■ija'.-.;a:c-  £.;t  ^-.m.  nt-.n  ^' 
orgnDic  masiiea.  heaccforti  ^L^iii:  '.ui.  iT-ir.  u  .;it  :a  abtM  3>u'-. 
fan  evoQ  fngiueDIi  of  k  •i'=isi  iilJi-ei'LjLC.  m  '.rpo^-M-L  ^^ 
Bidi':?,  of  what  profit  were  ;:  W*  i  Ji-w  ^.\l  l  --^t.-  iu-:>fiii'*  -,l - 
gay  £ilk  Montgolfier  dart  fr«a  '.ktt  pr.'^iti,  %i/:  t.i/-r.i:  i-^vi.*  i  - 
cU-aviDg  tUc  lin'ii-i  drtfi.  ;-i  ::  i«iz.i^  v.  t  .-ui-i-.tj  Kt?  -..;- 
what  in  there  to  l<jok  loBger  ■&.  »h.*c  :-iM.  it  iatetw  iiur^:— 
i>r  acL'i'lent  of  firt.  ii  t»-  *ipl>i^i  A  iif.'.er*  fc-.-w-ri.-.- 
plunging,  amid  t<ira  [AncLite^  tA^ri-'jW.  k.:.::  f;.a^ta«i:  w< 
tu»t  eDougb  inuj  thv  jav^  cf  tin  I>»1^  7^4;  n  -.  ur.v  -.'.n.: 
Teufelmlrockb  nx  into  tat  Li^*ri  Mt.ca  :;  iw  iJiiTTM-i.  7 
a  imluMl  parabolic  trafk.  kL-i  TTt'ir^^i  tMs^st  ^  t  .Ujiv  >t':*t'-.' 
ilicular  >jDe.  For  the  r«^i.  l^i  ilt  f— 1^«  ,*<a.>tr.  t-*.-.  la.-  >v-. 
uiiliajipy  enougU  to  io  tti*  i;k»,  ».*■;  ;■!  '.■:-.  f .;  i.slv:-:'  ■  ■  t  .- 
L-riiif:  oulv  that  if  i.-r.  f.r  ii>  f-^.-:^:-  •?..■:: •.ii.-i';^-;-^.:  ,i'  jr....  :.■.  ■ 
iiii-trcS!i.  undervcEii  6iko  Bziij-*  »l"1  fr^rjje*.  '•^r  em";  T-c;:'-  ■- 
drcM-kL'it  bBTe  bun.  witb  a  fire-fi**rt.  ft^4  '.r  a  L'Vc^at^^  Kii-rv-. 
^Ve  clance  merely  at  itie  tiiiai  sf>;L« 

•thje  mominje.  be  f^riaj  Li?  M -ra^ijri'^r  *„  i!*3:^j   i-. ; 
•■hi!'ky-red  :  th^-  fair  crtatar*  wi^  *■:*&:.  f/tt:.:  •!*  -t.^-^-. 
•  liavii  be«n  weeping.    Aiai.  io  i->tigtr  a  M'.rslig-WA.-  -,r.-  i  — 

■  li>u:i  iiky«y  Port«ui.  aaooiiiKiiiK  iba*.  '.L«  U'fjs..~iA-  i,-v.  Xw:-  : 

■  She  »aid.  Id  a  iremiiloa.'!  \;'kk.  Tl'v  w-.t'-.  •■;  et*-.  i',  -,- -. 
Till.-  thundcfi<trtKk  Air-)«;i'/r  i-  L"t  ■■a.'.r;:.?  v.  ;,.-.-,»-!i  .-.  ■■  . 
•Ir^J  hiMr :  but  what  avaiU  ii '     We  oa;:  'r.*  w-.'.MTjt  «;.  - 
tuUtioiiK.  entreati*::^.  iudiziiat  ■'>»=.  -inr^  al.  wa^  vi;..  »;.'i  .'.'.-  ~'. 
an  eifilanalion  was  c>nc^>l<»l  hiin     aLl  barren  y-  •■r,':  -va'-:  .;  -r- 

■  ■■  Karcwell.  then.  Madam '    uid  he.  L'jf  aitiKKi;  ---rnir*"  f  ,r  ... 
'  rtuiig  pride  b^lpi-'l  him      r^im  put  her  iiari'i  iri  ;/-.  >:,>  i'x.k';., 

■  bi^  face,  tears  atarlL-d  t'l  hrr  evo-  id  wiid  a';la';*T  .'.i;  riU-r* 
■her  tu  hubuMiu:   tbeir  lignf  w>Te  j<iiti':'l.  tt.rir  "w.  -.oiii.  i.^«-   -r 

■  'Iew"lroiMi.  ru.'bc'd  iiit-i  oni-. — for  the  fir.t  tuun.  af.i  fur  t:.*  .»-- 
Thux  wan  Teufiili-Hrcickb  mudir  immonal  >.v  a  k...  Ar.-i  -  - 
Why.  tliMi — ■  tliii-k  ^urtainn  of  Niifl.t  rii-h<-i  .-.-r  :.;-  --,-,..  :,.  ■  ,.- 

■  the  i:iinitfa:-arable  l.'m^h  of  I><i'iiii     anil  f i,r<.  j/t.  tt.'r  rij>i>*  ^>  '.!  1 
'  ihiTered  UniverM;  was  he  falliug.  falling,  towat'i*  ibi;  .M.)'*i 


CHAPTER"  VI. 


Ws  Imtb  long  Halt  that,  with  a  nmn  like  our  Profa— nr,  ■■llwi 
nnat  rftoi  ba  expected  to  take  ■  ooane  of  their  own ;  tint  u  m 
mnltiplez,  iDtricate  m  natare,  there  might  be  ehmnala,  hoA  fs 
admitting  and  emitting,  sooh  u  the  F^faolegist  had  irHir 
noted ;  in  ahwt,  that  on  no  grand  ocoaaon  and  conmlaien,  BvthR 
in  the  joy^storm  nor  in  the  voe«lonn,  could  jon  predict  Ua  de- 


To  our  leas  pfailosopbical  readers,  for  example,  it  is  now  idcar 
that  the  BO  pasnonate  TenfebdrOckh,  precipitated  throng  'a 
shiTered  TJiiiverae'  in  this  extraordinary  way,  has  only  one  ot  thn* 
things  which  he  can  next  do :  EBtabliah  himself  in  Bedlam ;  hegia 
writing  Satauio  Poetry ;  or  blow  out  his  brains.  In  th«  progmi 
towards  any  of  which-  oonsommationB,  do  not  each  readers  antia- 
pate  extntTaganoe  enough ;  breast-bctatiog,  brow-beating  (agaiut 
walls),  lion-bellowinga  of  blasphemy  and  the  like,  stampii^ 
emitings,  breakages  of  fnraitare,  if  not  arson  itaelf! 

Nowise  so  does  TenfetadrOckh  deport  him.  He  qnietly  lifts  Ui 
PUgentah  (Pilgrim-staff), '  old  business  being  soon  wound  ■p.'' 
and  begina  a  perambnlation  and  ciicnmambolation  of  the  ton- 
qoeons  globe  I  Garioas  it  is,  indeed,  how  with  such  Tivarity  of 
conception,  snoh  intensity  of  feeling :  above  all,  with  these  rawoa- 
Bcionable  habits  of  Exaggeration  in  speech,  he  comUnes  thnt  wes- 
derfol  stillness  of  his,  that  stoicism  in  external  proeedore.  That, 
if  bis  sadden  bereaTement,  in  this  matter  of  the  Flower-goddee, 
is  talked  of  as  a  real  Doomsday  and  Dissolution  of  Natnre.  ta 
which  light  donbtlcSB  it  partly  appeared  to  himself,  his  own  nature 
is  nowise  dissolred  thereby ;  bat  rather  is  compressed  closer. 
For  onoe,  aa  we  might  ny,  a  Blomine  by  magic  appliances  has 
nnloekod  thai  shot  heart  of  hia,  and  ita  hidden  things  mah  oat 
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tumultuous,  Ijoundlcss,  like  geuii  enfranchised  from  their  glass 
phial :  but  no  sooner  are  your  magic  appliances  withdrawn,  than 
the  strange  casket  of  a  heart  springs-to  again  ;  and  perhaps  there 
is  now  no  key  extant  that  will  open  it:  for  a  TenfelsdrOckh,  as  we 
remarked,  will  not  love  a  second  time.  Singular  Diogenes !  No 
sooner  has  that  heart-rending  occurrence  fairly  taken  place,  than 
he  affects  to  regard  it  as  a  thing  natural,  of  which  there  is  nothing 
more  to  be  said.     '  One  highest  hope,  seemingly  legible  in  the 

<  eyes  of  an  Angel,  had  recalled  him  as  out  of  Death-shadows  into 

<  celestial  life :  but  a  gleam  of  Tophet  passed  over  the  face  of  his 
'  Angel ;  he  was  rapt  away  in  whirlwinds,  and  heard  the  laughter 
'  of  Demons.  It  was  a  Calenture,'  adds  he, '  whereby  the  Yonth 
^  saw  green  Paradise-groves  in  the  waste  Ocean-waters :  a  lying 

<  vision,  yet  not  wholly  a  lie,  for  he  saw  it'  But  what  things 
soever  passed  in  him,  when  he  ceased  to  see  it ;  what  ragings  and 
dospairings  soever  Teufelsdr6ckh's  soul  was  the  scene  of^  he  has 
the  goodness  to  conceal  under  a  quite  opaque  cover  oi  Silence. 
We  know  it  well ;  the  first  mad  paroxysm  past,  our  brave  Gnesohen 
collected  his  dismembered  philosophies,  and  buttoned  himself 
together ;  he  was  meek,  silent,  or  spoke  of  the  weather,  and  the 
Journals :  only  by  a  transient  knitting  of  those  shaggy  brows,  by 
some  deep  flash  of  those  eyes,  glancing  one  knew  not  whether 
with  tear-dew  or  with  fierce  fire, — might  you  have  guessed  what  a 
Gehenna  was  within ;  that  a  whole  Satanic  School  were  spouting, 
though  inaudibly,  there.  To  consume  your  own  chc^r,  as  some 
chimneys  consume  their  own  smoke ;  to  keep  a  whole  Satanic 
School  spouting,  if  it  must  spout,  inaudibly,  is  a  negative  yet  no 
slight  virtue,  nor  one  of  the  commonest  in  these  times. 

Nevertheless,  we  will  not  take  upon  us  to  say,  that  in  the 
strange  measure  he  fell  upon,  there  was  not  a  touch  of  latent 
Insanity ;  whereof  indeed  the  actual  condition  of  these  Documents 
in  Capricamus  and  Aquarius  is  no  bad  emblem.  His  so  unlimited 
Wanderings,  toilsome  enough,  are  without  assigned  or  perhaps 
assignable  aim ;  internal  Unrest  seemshis  sole  guidance ;  he  wan- 
ders, wanders,  as  if  that  curse  of  the  Prophet  had  &llen  on  him, 
and  he  were  '  made  like  nnto  a  wheel.'  Doubtless,  too,  the  cha- 
otic nature  of  these  Paperbags  aggravates  our  obsourity.  Quite 
without  note  of  preparation,  for  example,  we  oome  upon  the  fbV 


■Muununooa  Wmiha.    its  « 
'  pointing  Soger ;  dw  Buutfc 
*  Life-bmth  :  for  always,  of 
<  wliatso  it  looks  ou  vitli  !i>vc 
'  of  DieD,  in  itself  a  ooDgeries 
'  individDAl,  almost  a  pcraon. 
'  unite  thereto,  if  the  place  ha^ 
'  oiu  or  monmful  cipeiieDce. 
'  rooked  in  still  Btands  there,  il 
'if  our  Buried  ones  there  bIdiu 
wounded  eagle  is  said  to  make 
tKi7  dsaerters,  ftnd  til  hunted 
inatinot  in  the  directiou  of  th 
•ztrenit;,  towards  his  native  Ed 
no  help  ««sit«  him,  take  but  ont 
and  then  vend  elsewhither? 

Little  hupiner  seems  to  be  h 
Natiu* ;  ■■  if  in  her  mother-boso 
leut  weinoline  to  interpret  the  I 
tikt  fbrauE  by  some  considera 
nothing  Dota-worthy : 

>  Uonntaini  were  not  new  to 
'  Men  in  soeh  combined  majestj 
'nru  ot  that  aort  called  Frimit 
' ahnja  artaniH>  **•- 
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roken  shaggy  chasms,  and  huge  fragments;  now  suddenly 
merging  into  some  emerald  valley,  where  the  streamlet  colleota 
aelf  into  a  Lake,  and  man  has  again  found  a  fur  dwelling,  and 
,  seems  as  if  Peace  had  established  herself  in  the  bosom  of 
trength. 

'  To  Peace,  however,  in  this  vortex  of  existence,  can  the  Son 
r  Time  not  pretend  :  still  less  if  some  Spectre  haunt  him  from 
le  Past ;  and  the  Future  is  wholly  a  Stygian  Darkness,  spectre- 
emring.  Beasonably  might  the  Wanderer  exclaim  to  himself: 
Lre  not  the  gates  of  this  world's  Happiness  inexorably  shut 
pdnat  thee ;  hast  thou  a  hope  that  in  not  mad  ?  Nevertheless, 
ne  may  still  murmur  audibly,  or  in  the  original  Greek  if  that 
uit  better :  '<  Whoso  can  look  on  Death  will  start  at  no 
hadows/' 

^  From  such  meditations  is  the  Wanderer's  attention  called  out- 
rards ;  for  now  the  Valley  closes  in  abruptly,  intersected  by  a 
luge  mountain  mass,  the  stony  waterworn  ascent  of  which  is 
lot  to  be  accomplished  on  horseback.  Arrived  aloft,  he  finds 
oimself  again  lifted  into  the  evening  sunset  light ;  and  cannot 
but  pause,  and  gaze  round  him,  some  moments  there.  An  up- 
land irregular  expanse  of  wold,  where  valleys  in  complex  branch- 
ings are  suddenly  or  slowly  arranging  their  descent  towards 
every  quarter  of  the  sky.'  The  mountain-ranges  are  beneath 
^our  feet,  and  folded  together:  only  the  loftier  summits  look 
down  here  and  there  as  on  a  second  plain  ;  lakes  also  lie  dear 
and  earnest  in  their  solitude.  No  trace  of  man  now  visible ;  un-. 
Less  indeed  it  were  he  who  fashioned  that  little  visible  link  of  ^ 
Highway,  here,  as  would  seem,  scaling  the  inaccessible,  to  unite 
Province  with  Province.  But  sunwards,  lo  you !  how  it  towers 
sheer  up,  a  world  of  Mountains,  the  diadem  and  centre  of  the 
mountain  region !  A  hundred  and  a  hundred  8a\'ago  peaks,  in 
the  last  light  of  Day ;  all  glowing,  of  gold  and  amethyst,  like 
B^iaut  spiritis  of  the  wilderness ;  there  in  their  silence,  in  their 
solitude,  even  as  on  the  night  when  Noah's  Deluge  first  dried  i 
Beautiful,  nay  solemn,  was  the  sudden  aspect  to  our  Wanderer. 
Be  gazed  over  those  stupendous  masses  with  wonder,  almost 
irith  longing  desire ;  never  till  this  hour  had  he  known  Nature, 
th»t  sbt  WM  One,  thai  she  waa  his  Mother  and  divine.    And  as 


IM  8ABTOR  REBABTm. 

■As  niddy  glow  was  &ding  into  olwmxiM  ia  tha  ri^,  and  ^ 
t  gun  had  dow  deputed,  »  mnnniir  of  Ktmiitf  asd  Immmmtf, 
'«r  Dntkaodof  Life,  stole  tbrongit  hie  mmI;  sMd  haMtMl 
■Dostlt  utd  Life  weraoite,u  if  the  Bardi  wa  utHmd,mfl 

*  tlM  Bprit  of  tbe  Earth  hsd  it«  throne  in  llut  BplMtdoar,  nd  !■ 
'  own  Bpirit  nere  therewith  holding  comwwipion. 

<  The  ^dl  w&a  brokeo  by  a  sound  of  currage-wlweb.     "Smaf 

*  iog  frvm  the  tiiddeo  Northward,  tA  nnk  aoon  into  tke  Mdia 
■  Boathmid,  camo  a  ga;  baronche-aad-foiir:  it  wns  ap«ai;  vr 
'TBnIfl  ud  poetiliona  wore  wedding-bTonra:  that  li^ip7  P**- 
'  than,  had  fiuDd  each  other,  it  waa  their  marria^  eraiiag  I  Jtf 
<  momenta  faron^t  diem  near :  Du  ITtmmdl    It  waa  Hor  Tav- 


d BiumiDe !    Witli  alight  nnreeognia 


*tion  they  {utsaed  me;  plunged  down  amid  the        _ 

*  diic^ela,  OBWuds,  to  Heaven,  and  to  £n^aad ;  aad  I,  h 
'  friend  Bichter'a  words,  i  remained  atone,  Mind  lAem,  irith  11- 

*  Nig/U.'  * 

Were  it  not  cruel  in  these  circumstances,  here  might  he  tbe 
place  to  insert  an  ohservation,  gleaned  long  ago  from  the  gresi 
Clelka-  Volume,  where  it  stands  with  qnite  other  intent :  '  Sow 
'  time  before  Small-pox  was  extirpated,'  says  the  Frofeaaor, '  that 
'  came  a  new  malady  of  the  spiritual  sort  on  Enrope :  Z  mean  lb 
'  epidemic  now  endemical,  of  View-hunting.  Poets  of  old  date. 
<  being  privileged  with  Senses,  had  alao  enjoyed  extamal  Natorr: 
bat  chiefly  aa  we  enjoy  the  crystal  cup  which  holds  good  or  bad 
liquor  for  ns ;  that  is  to  say,  in  silence,  or  with  alight  incid^lsl 
oMomentary:  never,  as  I  oompute,  till  after  the  S^m^t  ^ 
Werter,  was  there  man  found  who  would  say :  Ctmie  let  ns  make 
a  Description  !  Having  drunk  the  liquor,  eome  let  aa  eat  the 
^aaa!  Of  which  endemic  the  Jenner  is  nnhapjuly  still  to  se^' 
Too  true! 

We  reckon  it  more  important  to  remark  that  the  Purfiwwa'i 
Wanderings,  so  &r  as  his  stoical  and  cynical  envelopment  adnilt 
ns  to  clear  insight,  here  first  take  thsir  permanent  oharaeter, 
btnous  or  not.  That  Basilisk-glance  of  the  Baronohe-and-fbcr 
seents  to  have  withered  up  what  little  remnant  of  a  purpose  may 
have  still  lurked  in  him:  Life  haa  become  wholly  a  darik  lalinf 
lintfc ;  wherein,  through  long  yean,  oar  ViieaA,  fljisg  ftoB  ^ee- 
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tares,  hu  to  atomble  nbont  at  random,  and  natonllj  with  morn 
haste  than  progreaa. 

Foolish  vere  it  in  lu  to  attempt  following  him.  evbn  fivm  afnr. 
in  this  extraordinary  world-pilgrimage  of  his ;  the  simpk-st  recu"! 
of  which,  were  olcsr  record  possible,  would  fill  rolutues.  IIi>j.  - 
less  is  the  obseuritr.  unspeakable  the  confusion.  He  glides  fr'ii., 
coontrj  to  conntrj'.  froni  condition  to  conditiuu  :  Tsni^hiti^  :<r  ' 
re-appearing.  DO  mun  can  calculate  how  or  whcr.-.  Thron^fli  ^1. 
quarters  of  the  world  he  wanders,  and  apparently  lhrr>u;zli  ■■■'[ 
oircloa  of  HOcicty.  If  in  any  kqv.c,  [>crkii>s  dilScolt  to  fix  /.. . 
graphically,  be  settles  I'ur  a  lliut'.  i:nJ  firms  connexions,  be  r'.: . 
be  will  snap  them  ubruptly  asuudcr.  Lut  him  siuk  Out  of  Ai!!-' 
as  I'rivate  Scholar  (Prfi'li'' .> aier),  living  hy  the  grace  of  Gv', 
in  some  European  capital,  you  may  uest  find  him  as  Ilndjci-  ! 
the  neighbourhood  of  Mecca.  It  is  an  inesplicabk-  I'tiantu^jn^  - 
goria,  <'jprivious,4uick-c1iuiigiii(;;  as  if  our  TraTcllur.  in.-ti.-^'!  •.( 
limbs  and  highways,  had  traus|-ortcd  liiiusclf  by  t-ome  Hiiilii^  ■ 
carpet,  or  Fortuuatus  Uat.  The  whole,  ion,  iminrled  enibli.ii 
atically,  in  dim  multiEirious  tokens  (as  that  colleetiou  of  Slr<:<.' 
Advertisements) ;  with  only  suuie  touch  of  direct  hiitbDrtcal  ii'iti'- 
sparingly  interspersed :  little  lt>.'ht-islc-ts  In  the  world  of  \i:a: 
bo  that,  from  this  point,  the  Professor  is  more  of  an  enigma  (li;.  : 
ever.  In  fignrativo  language,  we  migbt  »iy  be  Ix-couios,  iir>t  \: 
deed  a  spirit,  yet  spiritualised.  Tajiori^ud.  Fuel  uti[>arallel<:'l  in 
Uiography:  The  river  of  bis  History,  wbieb  we  have  traced  fr<-,.i 
its  tiniest  fountuiu.",  and  htipcd  to  »ee  lb«-  onward,  with  iii'Ti.i- 
ing  current,  into  the  ocean,  here  dashes  itself  over  that  ti:riili'' 
Lover's  Leap ;  and.  on  a  maUriamiug  cataract,  llii-s  wholly  iuii 
tamultuous  clouds  of  spray  I  Low  down  it  indevd  collcctM  uf.';uii 
into  pools  and  plashes;  yet  only  at  a  great  distauco.  and  wlI'< 
difficulty,  if  at  all.  into  a  general  stream.  To  cast  a  glanci!  ititi 
certain  of  those  pools  and  plashes,  and  trace  « hither  they  nr 
must,  for  a  chapter  or  two,  form  the  limit  of  our  endcnvonr 

For  which  end  doubtless  those  direct  historii;aI  NoIii'i-h,  wIi.i  ' 
thcj  can  be  met  with,  are  the  best.     Nevcrtlieb'j-x.  nf  llii-  !—\ ' 
too  there  occurs  much,  which,  with  our  present  1  if;  I  it.  it  wi  in'  i|<i< 
tionable  to  emit.     TcufelsdrAckh,  vibrating  uverywberi;  Uaw.  !■ . 
the  highest  and  the  lowest  levels,  comes  iuUi  conUfit^i.t.U^\i.VJ-\- 
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Ilistorj  itself.     For  example,  those  ooDrersatiuna  aod  t 

with  illustrious  Persooa,  as  Sultan  Afabmoud.  the  £[iip«Hc4 
polcon,  and  others,  are  tbey  not  »»  yet  rather  of  a 
charspter  than  of  a.  Viographio  )  The  Editor,  appreeistiRg  A 
Biicrcdness  of  erowned  heads,  nay  perhaps  ^uspcctiug  the  poadl 
trickeries  of  a  Cloth ea-Philosopher,  will  escliew  this  { 


tliu  present :  a  new  time  a 
duty. 

If  vro  ask  now,  not  indc 
lliore  was  none,  yet  with  wha 
in  what  mood  of  mind,  the 
Ihia  wo  rid -pilgrimage, — the 
nhle  '  A  nameless  Unre 
'  which  the  outward  motloi 
'  Whither  should  I  go  J  M 
runnpy  of  grim  fire  ehone  n 


ig  new  iuaigfat  and  ■ 

til  what  ulterior  Piirp(M,fc 
lediate  outlooks ;  at  ail  vMk 
Bor  undertook  and  pneHW 
is  more  distinct  than  fcrn 
3  he,  'urged  me  forward;  I 
lome  momcDtarr  ItIdz  hIm 
stars  were  blotted  out :  is  ih 
r.  Yet  forward  amst  1^4) 
'  ground  bamt  under  me ;  thuB  tna  no  rest  for  tfas  a^d^ 
'  fiiot,  I  was  alone,  alouo  !  Ever  tfin  the  strong  inward  lonijii 
'  Bhiipcd  Facla.Rni3  fur  ilsell':   tuTCanJs  these,  one  afier  the  tilii 

■  iNiist  I  fniitlcs'^ly  wander.  A  fueling  I  hud  that,  for  my  feit 
'  thirst,  there  was  and  must  he  somewhere  a  healing  Fouct»i 
'  To  many  fondly  imaginei!  Fountains,  tho  Saints'  Wells  of  tie 

■  (lays,  did  I  pilgrim  ;  to  great  Men.  to  great  Cities,  to  gre 
'  livcnts:  but  found   there  no  healing.      In  strange  ocjuntrief. 

'  in  (he  well-known  ;   in  savngo  deserts,  as  in  tho  press  of  com] 

■  civilisation,  it  was  ever  the  same .  how  could  your  Wander 
'escape  from — hh  own  Shadow!  Nerertlieless  still  Porwan 
'  I  felt  as  if  in  great  haste;  to  do  I  saw  not  what.      From  ll 

■  depths  of  my  own  heart,  it  called  to  me.  Forwards!  The  win' 
'  and  the  streums,  and  all  ^'aturo  sounded  to  me,  Forwards '  4 
•  Goll,  I  was  ei-en,  once  for  all.  a  Son  of  Time.' 

From  which  ia  it  not  clear  that  the  internal  Satanic  School  r. 
still  active  enough  1  I!o  wiya  olsewherB  ;  *  The  Enchiri'iivn  , 
'  EputHus  I  had  over  with  mo.  often  as  my  sole  rational  ooi 
'  panion  ;  and  rcj;rot  to  mention  that  the  nourishment  it  vieldf 
'  was  trifling.'  Thou  foolish  TeufelsdrOekh  t  How  could  it  el« 
Iladst  thou  not  Greek  enough  lo  understund  thus  much'    Ti 
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end  of  Man  is  an  Aciion,  ami  not  a  2Viought^  though  it  were  the 
noblest  ? 

'  How  I  lived  V  writes  he  once  :  '  Friend,  hast  thou  considered 
<the  '<  nigged  all-nourishing  Earth,"  as  Sophocles  well  names 

*  her ;  how  she  feeds  the  sparrow  on  the  hoose-top,  much  more 

*  her  darling,  man  ?     While  thou  stirrest  and  livest,  thou  hast  a 

*  probability  of  victual.  Mj  breakfast  of  tea  has  been  cocked  by 
'  a  Tartar  woman,  with  water  of  the  Amur,  who  wiped  her  earth- 

*  en-kettle  with  a  horse-tail.     I  have  roasted  wild  eggs  in  the  sand 

<  of  Sahara ;  I  have  awakened  in  Paris  Estrapades  and  Vienna 

*  MaizUinSj  with  no  prospect  of  breakfEist  beyond  elemental 
^  liquid.  That  I  had  my  living  to  seek  saved  me  from  Dying,— 
^  by  suicide.  In  our  busy  Europe,  is  there  not  an  everlasting  de- 
'  mand  for  Intellect,  in  the  chemical,  mechanical,  political,  reli- 

<  gious,  educational,  commercial  departments  ?  In  Pagan  conn- 
'  tries,  cannot  one  write  Fetishes  ?  Living  I  Little  knowest 
^  thou  what  alchemy  is  in  an  inventive  Soul ;  how,  as  with  its  lit- 

*  tie  finger,  it  can  create  provision  enough  for  the  body  (of  a  Phi- 
^  losopher) ;  and  then,  as  with  both  hands,  create  quite  other  than 
^  provision  ;   namely,  spectres  to  torment  itself  withal.' 

Poor  TeufelsdrOckh !  Flying  with  Hunger  always  parallel  to 
him  ;  and  a  whole  Infernal  Chase  in  his  rear  ;  so  that  the  coun- 
tenance of  Hunger  is  comparatively  a  friend's !  Thus  must  he, 
in  the  temper  of  ancient  Cain,  or  of  the  modem  Wandering  Jew, 
save  only  that  he  feels  himself  not  guilty  and  but  suffering  the 
pains  of  guilt, — ^wend  to  and  fro  with  aimless  speed.  Thus  must 
he,  over  the  whole  surface  of  the  Earth  (by  foot-prints),  write  hia 
Sorrows  of  ThifiUsdrdckh  ;  even  as  the  great  Ooethe,  in  passionate 
words,  had  to  write  his  Sorrows  of  Werter,  before  the  spirit  freed 
herself,  and  he  could  become  a  Man.  Vain  truly  is  the  hope  of 
your  swiftest  Runner  to  escape  '  from  his  own  Shadow  V  Never- 
theless, in  these  sick  days,  when  the  Bom  of  Heaven  first  de- 
scries himself  (about  the  age  of  twenty)  in  a  world  such  as  ours, 
richer  than  usual  in  two  things,  in  Truths  grown  obsolete,  and 
Trades  grown  obsolete, — ^what  can  the  fdol  think  but  that  it  is  all 
a  Den  of  Lies,  wherein  whoso  will  not  speak  Lies  and  act  Lies, 
must  stand  idle  and  despair?  Whereby  it  happens  that,  for 
your  nobler  minds,  the  publishiDg  of  some  such  Work  of  Art,  in 
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tb«       «r  dialect,  becomes  almost  a  owxaeity.     For  riM 

•u>'iv  but  an  Altercation  with  the  Devil,  before  jw  fcwil 

ting  him  i     Your  Bjron  publishes  bia  .Sihm  ^ 

uco'^r,  in  Terse  aod  in  pri>9e,  uid  eopioasljr  otbevwMt: 

Bonaparte  roprcscuts  hia   Somnrs  of  ifepoleon  Open^,  is  n 

I  stopeodoag  stjlc ;  with  music  of  canoon-votlejs,  *ad  air 

Mirieks  of  a  world  ;  his  stage-lights  are  the  fires  of  CoaMapt- 

;  his  rhyme  and  recitative  are  the  tramp  ofeMifaaltled  Hetfi 

^^  the  sound  of  fiitling  Cities. — Happier  is  he  who,  like  on 

ithee-Philosopher,  can  write  sucfa  matter,  since  it  must  b«  writ- 

t,  on  the  iosensible  Earth,  with  his  Khoe-Bolea  only  -  mad  abs 

"dve  the  wiitiiig  thereof  I 
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CHAPTER   VII, 


THE   EVERLABTINO   IfO. 


Under  the  strange  nebulous  envelopment,  wherein  our  Pro- 
fessor has  now  shrouded  himself,  no  doubt  but  his  spiritual  na- 
ture is  nerertheless  progressiye,  and  growing :  for  how  can  the 
'  Son  of  Time,'  in  any  case,  stand  still  7  We  behold  him,  through 
those  dim  years,  in  a  state  of  crisis,  of  transition :  his  mad  Pil^ 
grimings,  and  general  solution  into  aimless  Discontinuity,  what  is 
all  this  but  a  mad  Fermentation ;  wherefirom,  the  fiercer  it  is,  tho 
clearer  product  will  one  day  evolve  itself? 

Such  transitions  are  ever  full  of  pain :  thus  the  Eagle  when  he 
moults  is  sickly ;  and,  to  attain  his  new  beak,  must  harshly  dash 
off  the  old  one  upon  rocks.  What  Stoicism  soever  our  Wanderer, 
in  his  individual  acts  and  motions,  may  affect,  it  is  clear  that 
there  is  a  hot  fever  of  anarchy  and  misery  raving  within ;  corus- 
cations of  which  flash  out :  as,  indeed,  how  could  there  be  other  ? 
Have  we  not  seen  him  disappointed,  bemocked  of  Destiny,  through 
long  years  ?  All  that  the  young  heart  might  desire  and  pray  for 
has  been  denied ;  nay,  as  in  the  last  worst  instance,  offered  and 
then  snatehed  away.  Ever  an  <  excellent  Passivity ;'  but  of  use- 
ful, reasonable  Activity,  essential  to  the  former  as  Food  to  Hun- 
ger, nothing  granted  :  till  at  length,  in  this  wild  Pilgrimage,  he 
must  forcibly  seize  for  himself  an  Activity,  though  useless,  un- 
reasonable. Alas !  his  cup  of  bitterness,  which  had  been  filling 
drop  by  drop,  ever  since  that  first  *  ruddy  morning*  in  the  Ilin- 
terschlag  Gymnasium,  was  at  the  very  lip ;  and  then  with  that 
poison-drop,  of  the  Towgood-and-Blumine  business,  it  runs  over, 
and  even  hisses  over  in  a  deluge  of  foam. 

He  himself  says  once,  with  more  justness  than  originality: 
^  Man  is,  properly  speaking,  based  upon  Hope,  he  has  no  other 
'  possession  but  Hope  ;  this  world  of  his  is  emphatically  the  Place 
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of  Hqte.'     What  then  wu  oar  ProftMOs's  pOMOBMon  t     Wa  h 

lum,  fi)r  Uie  present,  qtute  sbnt  out  from  Hopo  ;  l«*i"g  Ml  ab 
the  goldeii  orient,  but  vngaelj  mil  Kronnd  into  »  dim  oop^  fr' 
nument,  piquant  with  euthqoake  and  tornado. 

Alms,  shnt  out  from  Hope,  in  m  deeper  suue  tlws  «•  jri 
dreun  of  I  For  as  be  wanders  womiwomely  throngh  this  wotU. 
he  has  now  lobt  all  Udings  of  another  and  higher.  FoD  at  tA 
pen,  or  at  leaeC  of  religiosity,  u  oar  Friend  has  sinee  exhiliiuJ 
hjin—lf,  he  hidea  not  that  in  tkow  dajs,  he  was  whotlj  irreligww : 
'  Soabt  had  darkened  into  Unbelief'  smja  he ;  '  mhmde  miter  ahMlt 
'  goes  griml;  over  yoor  sonl,  till  70a  hare  the  fixed,  stmricK,  Tu- 
'  tareau  blaok.'  To  soch  readers  as  have  reflected,  what  een  be 
oalled  reflecting,  on  man's  life,  and  bappilj  discovered,  in  a^ 
tbadietion  to  muoh  ProSt-and-Lose  Philoeophj,  qieculmtiTe  tai 
F  practical,  that  Soul  is  net  ajnon^mous  with  SkMnaohj  wlu>  wader 
I  stand,  therefore,  in  our  Friend's  words, '  that,  tar  man's  well^ 
I  'ing,  Faith  is  properly  the  one  thing  needful ;  how,  with  it.  Mar 
I '  tjTS,  otherwise  weak,  can  cbcerfuUj  endure  the  shame  and  tbi 
'  cross  j  and  without  it,  Wordlings  puke  up  their  siek  existentc, 
'  by  suicide  in  the  midst  of  luxury  :'  to  such  it  will  be  dear  thsL 
for  a  pure  mcral  nature,  the  loss  of  his  religions  Belief  was  tbt 
loss  of  every  thing.  Unhappy  young  man)  AU  wocnds,  the 
Brush  of  long-con  tinned  Destitution,  the  stab  of  fdse  Friendship 
and  of  &]se  Iiore,  all  wounds  in  thy  so  genial  heart,  wonld  ban 
healed  again,  had  not  its  life-warmth  been  withdrawn.  Well 
might  he  exclaim,  10  his  wild  way :  '  Is  there  no  God,  then;  bat 
'  at  best  an  abseentee  God,  sitting  idle,  ever  since  the  first  Ssb- 
'  bath,  at  the  outside  of  his  Universe,  and  Mring  it  go  ?  Has  the 
'  word  Duty  no  meaning ;  is  what  we  call  Duty  no  divine  Met- 
'  seoger  and  Guide,  but  a  &lse  earthly  Fsntasm,  made  up  of  De- 
'  sire  and  Fear,  of  emanations  from  the  Gallows  and  from  Dor- 
'  tor  Graham's  Celestial-bed  1  Happiness  of  an  approving  Cen- 
'  science  !  Did  tiot  Paul  of  Tarsus,  whom  admiring  men  ban 
<  unce  nsmed  Saint,  feel  that  he  was  ''  the  chief  of  sinners  f  anJ 
'Nero  of  Borne,  jocund  in  spirit  {iroUgetHuih),  spend  mnch  of  hif 
■time  in  fiddling?  Foolish  Word-monger,  and  Motive-grinder, 
'  who  in  thy  Logic-mill  hast  an  earthly  mechanism  for  the  Oed- 
'  like  itself,  and  wonldsl  &in  grind  me  out  Virtue  from  the  hasb 
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>  of  Pleasure, — ^I  tell  tliee,  Nay  1  To  the  anregenenite  Prome- 
(  Uieus  VinctiiB  of  a  man,  it  is  ever  the  bitterest  aggravation  of 
'  his  wretchedness  that  he  b  conscious  of  Virtue,  that  he  feels 
^  himself  the  victim  not  of  suffering  onlj,  but  of  injustice.  What 
'  then  ?  Is  the  heroic  inspiration  we  name  Virtue  but  some  Pas- 
'  Bion ;  some  bubble  of  the  blood,  bubbling  in  the  direction  otjiers 
^  pri^  by  ?  I  knotr  not :  only  this  I  know,  If  what  thou  name^t 
^  Happiness  be  our  true  aim.  then  are  we  all  astraj'.  With  Stu- 
^  pidity  and  sound  Digestion  man  may  front  much.  But  what, 
^  in  these  dull  unimaginative  days,  arc  the  terrors  of  Conscience 
^  to  the  diseases  of  the  Liver !  Not  on  Morality,  but  on  Cookery 
'  let  us  build  our  stronghold :  there  branditibiug  our  fryingpan, 
^  as  censer,  let  us  offer  sweet  incense  to  the  I>evil,  and  live  at  ease 
^  on  the  fat  things  hr  has  provided  for  hi.s  Elect !' 

Thus  has  the  bewildered  Wanderer  to  fitand,  as  so  many  have 
done,  shouting  question  after  question  into  the  Hibyl-cavc  of  JJes- 
tiny,  and  receive  no  Answer  but  an  Echo.  It  L^  all  a  grim  Des- 
ert, this  once  fair  world  of  hi.s  ;  wherein  is  heard  only  the  howl- 
ing of  wild  beasts,  or  the  shrieks  of  despairing,  hate-filled  men  : 
and  no  Pillar  of  Cloud  by  day.  and  no  I'illar  of  Fire  by  night, 
any  longer  guides  the  Pilgrim.  To  such  length  has  the  spirit  of 
Inquiry  carried  him.     '  But  what  boots  it  {vra^  thftts)  f  cries  he  ; 

<  it  is  but  the  common  lot  in  this  era.  Xot  having  come  to  spirit- 
'  ual  majority  prior  to  the  Sic'/f  tl*-  Jj/uls  (.^u'mz*,  and  not  luring 
'bom  purely  a  I<oghead  (Dummkopf),  thou  luidht  no  other  out- 
'  look.  The  whole  world  is.  like  thee,  sold  to  I'nlicliof .  their  old 
^  Temples  of  the  Godhead,  which  f<ir  ion/^  have  not  \hmi\  raiu- 
'  proof,  crumble  down;  and  men  ask  no'.v  :  Where  is  the  Go*!- 
'  head  ;  our  eyes  never  saw  him  !' 

Pitiful  enough  were  it.  for  all  these  wild  utteran^'-s.  to  call  our 
Diogenes  wicked.  Unprofitable  servants  as  we  all  :ire.  p«'rh:i]>i 
at  no  era  of  his  life  was  he  more  deci^iv<  !v  the  .Servant  of  (iooil- 
ness,  the  Servant  of  God,  than  even  now  when  doubting  God  s 
existence.  'One  circumstance  I  note.'  says  he.  *  after  all  tli«< 
'nameless  woe  that  Imiuiry.  which  for  me.  what  it  is  not  alwa;.-, 
'was  genuine  Love  of  Truth,  hail  wrou'rht  ni«'.  I  nrverthrleHs  Mill 
'loved   Truth,  and  would  liate  no  jot  of  my  alle;;ian<'e  to  her. 

<  ^  Truth !"  I  cried,  **  though  the  Heavens  crush  me  fur  following 
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■hw:  no  FdMhoodt  tboogfaawhole  i  ili  iili iT  T   liliimlMi  iJl 

*  tbe  ptiM  of  AposUey."    In  eondiuit  it  waa  the  iian     &lh 

'  firina  HeMan^r  &om  the  cloudB,  or  nunoaloa  HaaAwilAf  * 
'  M  tiia  mQ,  oonTincingly  prooUimed  to  me  n»  tiam  aht  ^  . 

■  wift  what  pttSBonftte  readioeae,  as  I  often  tlton^t,  vosld  X  l«t' 
'dme  it,  had  it  been  lea]»Dg  into  the  infasal  Rrel  nn%k 
'a^ta  of  all  Motive-grinders,  and  Mecbaiueal  ProGt-andldB 
'  Philaaofduea,  with  the  siok  ophthalmia  and  baUnanalioB  Ihcj 

*  had  Iffonght  on,  yns  Iho  Infinite  natvK  of  Dntj  stiD  dia^ 
'  present  to  me :  liring  without  Ood  in  the  worid,  of  God^  ligk 
'  I  wu  not  ntterl;  bereft  i  if  m;  as  yet  eealed  ejes,  with  thK 

*  uiapeakable  longing,  eonld  nowhere  see  Him,  sevothdeoB  b 
'  my  heart  Ha  was  present,  and  His  heaTen-written  Iaw  MS 

■  stood  legible  and  sacred  there.' 

Meanwhile,  under  all  these  tribvlatioBB,  and  tempOTal  a>l 
spirltnal  destitntions,  what  mnst  the  Wanderer,  in  his  silait  sod, 
have  endured !  '  The  punfiillest  feeling,'  writes  he,  <  is  that  of 
'your  own  Feebleness  [Unkrajl);  erer  as  the  English  HQtta 

■  says,  to  be  weak  is  the  true  misery.  And  yet  (^  your  Strength 
'  there  is  and  can  be  no  clear  feeling,  save  bj  what  you  hate 
'prospered  in,  by  wh&t  j'ou  have  done.     Between  vague  vxTering 

*  Capalnlity  and  fixed  indnbitable  Performance,  what  a  difo- 
'  ence !     A  certain  inarticulate  Self  consciousness  dwells  dimly 

*  Id  OS ;  which  only  our  Works  cao  rcoder  articulate  and  de- 
'cisiTely  discernible.  Our  Works  are  the  mirror  wherein  t!» 
'  spirit  first  sees  its  natural  lineameots.  Hence,  too,  the  foUy  <f 
'  that  impossible  Precept,  Knotr  thyfflf;  till  it  be  translated  into 
'  this  partially  possible  one,  Knoic  lehat  thou  canst  «ork  at. 

'  But  for  me,  so  Etraogcly  nnprosperous  had  I  been,  the  net 
'  result  of  my  Workings  amounted  as  yet  simply  to — Xothiog. 
'  How  then  could  I  bclicro  in  my  Strength,  when  there  was  as 
'yet  no  mirror  to  sec  it  in  7  Ever  did  this  agitating,  yet.  as  I 
'now  perceive,  quite  frivolous  qucation.  remain  tome  insoluble: 
'  Hast  thou  a  certain  Faculty,  a  certain  Worth,  such  even  as  the 
'  most  have  not ;  or  art  thou  the  eompletest  Dullard  of  theee 
'  modem  times  i  Alas  !  the  fearful  Unbelief  is  unbelief  in  yoor- 
'  self ;  and  how  could  I  believe  t  Had  not  my  first,  last  Faith  in 
'myaelf,  when  even  to  me  the  Heavens  seemed  laid  open,  and  I 
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4Ared  to  loye,  been  ail-too  cmellj  belied?  The  Bpeeaktive 
Mystery  of  Life  grew  ever  more  mysterious  to  me ;  neither  in 
the  practical  Mystery  had  I  made  the  slightest  progress,  but 
been  everywhere  buffeted,  foiled,  and  contemptuooriy  cast  out 
A  feeble  unit  in  the  middle  of  a  threatening  Infinitude,!  seemed 
to  have  nothing  given  me  but  eyes,  whereby  to  discern  my  own 
wretchedness.  Invisible  yet  impenetrable  walls,  as  of  Enchant- 
ment, divided  me  from  all  living :  was  there,  in  the  wide  world, 
any  true  bosom  I  could  press  trustfully  to  mine  ?  O  Heaven, 
No,  there  was  none  !  I  kept  a  lock  upon  my  lips :  why  should 
I  speak  much  with  that  shifting  variety  of  so-called  Friends,  in 
whose  withered,  vain,  and  too  hungry  souls,  Friendship  was  but 
an  incredible  tradition  ?  In  such  cases,  your  resource  is  to  talk 
little,  and  that  little  mostly  from  the  Newspapers.  Now  when 
I  look  back,  it  was  a  strange  isolation  I  then  lived  in.  The 
men  and  women  around  me,  even  speaking  with  me,  were  but 
Figures :  I  had,  practically,  forgotten  that  they  were  alive,  that 
they  were  not  merely  automatic.  In  midst  of  their  crowded 
streets,  and  assemblages,  I  walked  solitary ;  and  (except  as  it 

•  was  my  own  heart,  not  another's,  that  I  kept  devouring)  savage 
also,  as  the  tiger  in  his  jungle.  Some  comfort  it  would  have 
been,  could  I,  like  a  Faust,  have  fancied  myself  tempted  and 

'  tormented  of  the  Devil ;  for  a  Hell,  as  I  imagine,  without  Life, 
'  though  only  diabolic  Life,  were  more  frightful :  but  in  our  age 

•  of  Downpulling  and  Disbelief,  the  very  Devil  has  been  pulled 

•  down,  you  cannot  so  much  as  believe  in  a  Devil.  To  me  the 
Universe  was  all  void  of  Life,  of  Purpose,  of  Volition,  even  of 
Hostility :  it  was  one  huge,  dead,  immeasurable  Steam-engine, 
rolling  on.  in  its  dead  indifference,  to  grind  me  limb  from  limb. 
O  the  vast,  gloomy,  solitary  Qolgotha,  and  Mill  of  Death !  Why 
was  the  Living  banished  {hither  companionless,  conscious  7 
Why  if  there  is  no  Devil ;  nay,  unless  the  Devil  is  your  God  V 

A  prey  incessantly  to  such  corrosions,  might  not,  moreover,  as 
the  worst  aggravation  to  them,  the  iron  constitution  even  of  a 
Teufelsdrdckh  threaten  to  fail  ?  We  conjecture  that  he  has  known 
sickness  ;  and,  in  spite  of  his  locomotive  habits,  perhaps  sickness 
of  the  chronic  sort.  Hear  this,  for  example  :  ^  How  beautiful  to 
'  die  of  broken-heart,  on  Paper !    Quite  another  thing  in  Prac* 


at  SABTOR  SESARTU8. 

'tioa;  «Ter7  window  of  your  Feeling,  even  of  joor  Iiitella(*,M 
'  it  wen,  b^riued  &nd  mud-bespattered,  so  ibtt  no  pan  nj  on 
'•ntei ;  ft  whole  Dnigaliop  in  ;onr  inwude  ;  the  foredono  h<1 
*  drowning  >lowl;  in  quagmires  of  Kegnsl  f 

Putting  tU  nbich  ezternkl  and  internal  miaerieB  togetW. 
naj  we  not  find  in  the  following  sentences,  quite  in  onr  ProfN- 

■  sol's  stiU  mn,  significance  enough  i  '  From  Suicide  a  oertaia 
*nftn«hine  (A'acAjoleia)  of  ChriatiBnity  withheld  me:  perfaap 
*alao  a  certain  indolence  of  character;  for,  was  not  that  a  rentedj 
'  I  h»d  at  any  time  within  reaoh  i  Often,  however,  was  there  t 
(qaestion  preaBut  to  me:  Should  some  one  now,  at  the  torniaf 
'  of  that  oomer,  blow  thee  suddenly  out  of  Space,  into  the  other 
'  World,  or  other  No-world,  by  pistol-shot, — how  were  it  ?  Oi 
'whioh  ground,  too,  1  have  often,  in  seK-storois  and  sieged  aaa 
'and  other  dtath-scenes,  exhibited  an  imperturbability,  whick 
'  passed,  fslsel}-  cnongh.  for  courage.' 

'  So  had  it  Luted,'  (.-oncludes  the  Wanderer, '  so  had  it  lasted. 
'  as  in  bitter  protracted  Death-agony,  through  long  years  Th« 
'  heart  within  me.  unvisited  by  any  heavenly  dcwdrop.  vv 
'  smouldering  in  sulpharouB,  slow-consuniiug  fire.  Almost  siitcf 
'  earliest  mcmury  I  had  ebed  no  tear ;  or  once  only  when  I. 
'mnrmuring  half-aadibly,  recited  Faust's  Deathsong,  that  viU 
'  Selig  der  den  er  im  S'f^r<-sl,i n zt-  Ji'i'hl  {Happy  whom  he  finds  in 
'  Battle's  splenJiiiir),  and  ll,<.Qglit  tliat  ...f  tliiii^last  Friend  even  I 
'  was  not  forsaken,  that  destiny  itself  could  not  doom  me  not  t» 
'  die.  Having  no  hope,  neither  had  I  any  definite  fear,  were  it 
'  of  Man  or  of  Devil :  nay,  I  often  felt  as  if  it  might  be  solacii^ 

■  conld  the  Arc-h-Devil  himself,  though  in  Tartarean  terrors,  bat 
'rise  to  me.  that  I  might  tell  him  a  little  of  my  mind.  And  yet 
'  strangely  enough,  I  lived  in  a  contiuusl,  indefinite,  pining  fear: 
'  tremulous,  pusillanimous,  apprehensive  of  I  knew  not  what .  it 
'  seemed  as  if  all  things  in  the  Ueavens  above  and  tho  Earth 
'  beneath  would  hurt  me ;  as  if  the  Heavens  and  the  Earth  were 
'  but  boundless  jaws  of  a  devouring  monster,  wherein  I.  palpiu- 
'ting,  waited  to  be  devoured. 

'Ftill  of  such  humour,  and  perhaps  the  miserablest  man  in  the 
'  whole  French  CapiUl  or  Subnrlw,  was  I,  one  sultry  Di^day, 
'afiei  much  perambtiUtion,  toiling  along  the  dirty  little  Bm 
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iSaint  TIkhiuih  de  I'Enjcr^  among  civic  rubbish  enough,  in  a  close 
atmosphere,  and  over  pavements  hot  as  Nebuchadnezzar's  Fur- 
nace ;  whereby  doubtless  my  spirits  were  little  cheered  ;  when, 
all  at  once,  there  rose  a  Thought  in  me,  and  I  asked  myself- 
**  What  art  thou  afraid  of  ?  Wherefore,  like  a  coward,  dost  thou 
for  ever  pip  and  whimper,  and  go  cowering  and  trembling? 
Despicable  biped  !  what  is  the  snm-total  of  the  worst  that  lies 
before  thee  ?  Death  ?  Well,  Death  ;  and  say  the  pangs  of 
Tophet  too,  and  all  that  the  Devil  and  Man  may,  will,  or  can  do 
against  thee !  Hast  thou  not  a  heart ;  canst  tHou  not  suffer 
whatso  it  be  ;  and,  as  a  Child  of  Freedom,  though  outcast,  tram- 
ple Tophet  itself  under  thy  feet,  while  it  consumes  thee  ?  Let 
it  come,  then  ;  I  will  meet  it  and  defy  it !"  And  as  I  so 
thought,  there  rushed  like  a  stream  of  fire  over  my  whole  soul ; 
and  I  shook  base  Fear  away  from  me  for  ever.  I  was  strong, 
of  unknown  strength  ;  a  spirit,  almost  a  god.  Ever  from  that 
time,  the  temper  of  my  misery  was  changed  :  not  Fear  or  whin- 
ing Sorrow  was  it,  but  Indignation  and  grim  fire-eyed  Defiance. 
^Thus  had  the  Everlasting  No  ((his  ewige  Nein)  pealed 
authoritatively  through  all  the  recesses  of  my  Being,  of  my  Me  ; 
and  then  was  it  that  my  whole  Me  stood  up,  in  natiye  Gx>d- 
created  majesty,  and  with  emphasis  recorded  its  Protest.  Such 
a  Protest,  the  most  important  transaction  in  Life,  may  that  same 
Indignation  and  Defiance,  in  a  psychological  point  of  view,  be 
fitly  called.  The  Everlasting  No  had  said :  '^  Behold,  thou  art 
fatherless,  outcast,  and  the  Universe  is  mine  (the  Devil's) ;"  to 
which  my  whole  Mb  now  made  answer:  ^'  /  am  not  thine,  bat 

•  Free,  and  forever  hate  thee !" 

'  It  is  from  this  hour  that  I  incline  to  date  my  Spiritual  New- 

*  birth,  or  Baphometic  Fire-baptism;  perhaps  I  directly  there- 
upon began  to  be  a  Man.' 


•4U'^B  faUKTU*. 


CHAPTER    VIII. 

CBITTBB   OP   tHDIITESXNCB. 


r  •  .   .THQoaH,  afi«T  UuB  '  BAphometui  Fire-baptiam'   of  hk,  «« 

^  Waodonr  signifies  tb»t  his  Unrest  wu  bat  inorawed ;  u,uidMl, 

^Xndigofttioa  and  Defiaaoe,'  et)>eoi)(llj  agkinst  thiofp  in  g>wnl| 

are  not  tha  most  peaoeable  inmates;  ;et  oan  Uta  TiijiihiJiniM 

Anaiae  that  it  was  no  longer  a  quite  bopdeaa  Unnat;  Ikri 

,    heneeforth  It  b*J  at  least  a  fixed  ocatre  to  revolTe  HHuad.    tm 

-  .  the  fire-baptised  soul,  long  bo  scathed  and  thnnder-riTen,  hen 

faels  its  own  Freedom,  irhich  feeling  is  its  Baphometio  Baptina: 

'' '  tiie  citadel  of  its  whole  kingdom  it  has  thos  gained  bj  iiiiaiili. 
and  will  keep  inexpugnable ;  outwards  from  whioh  the  iiiiniiiiin 
dominions,  not  indeed  without  hard  battling,  will  doobtleas  bf 
degrees  be  oonquered  and  pacificated.  Under  another  fignn,  w> 
might  say,  if  in  that  great  moment,  in  the  Bm  Sa*»t-7%ou^M M 
lEnfir,  the  old  inward  Satanic  School  was  not  yet  thnnni  ontef 
doors,  it  received  peremptory  judicial  notice  to  quit ; — irheiebj, 
for  the  rest,  its  howl-ohantings,  Brnnlphns-cursings,  and  id>^ 
lions  gnashing  of  teeth,  might,  in  tJie  meannhile,  heoome  only  At 
more  tumultuous,  and  difficult  to  keep  set^eL 

Aooordingly,  if  we  scrutinise  these  Pilgrimings  well,  then  ii 
perhaps  discernible  heneeforth  a  certain  incipient  method  in  their 
madness.  Not  wholly  as  a  Spectre  does  TonfelsdrAckh  now 
storm  through  the  world ;  at  worst  as  a  spectre-fighting  Man. 
nay  who  will  one  day  be  a  Spectre-queller.  If  pilgriming  res^ 
lessly  to  so  many  '  Saints'  Wells,'  and  ever  without  quenching  rf 
his  thirst,.he  nereriheless  finds  little  sccolnr  wells,  whereby  from 
^  time  to  time  some  alleviation  is  minbtered.  In  a  word,  he  is 
now,  if  not  ceasing,  yet  iutemutting  to  '  eat  his  own  heart ;'  and 
elutohes  round  him  outwardly  on  the  Not-ks  for  wholeeomer 
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food.    D008  not  the  following  glimpso  exhibit  him  in  a  mueh 
more  natural  state  ? 

^  Towns  also  and  Cities,  especially  the  ancient,  I  fkdled  not  to 
look  upon  with  interest  How  beautiful  to  see  thereby,  aa 
through  a  long  vista,  into  the  remote  Time ;  to  have,  as  it  were, 
an  actual  section  of  almost  the  earliest  Past  brought  safe  into 
the  Present,  and  set  before  your  eyes !  There,  in  that  old  City, 
was  a  live  ember  of  Culinary  Fire  put  down,  say  only  two  thou- 
jMtnd  years  ago ;  and  there,  burning  more  or  less  triumphantly, 
with  such  fuel  as  the  region  yielded,  it  has  burnt,  and  stlU 
bums,  and  thou  thyself  seest  the  very  smoke  thereof  Ah!  and 
the  far  more  mysterious  live  ember  of  Vital  Fire  was  then  also 
put  down  there ;  and  still  miraculously  bums  and  spreads ;  and 
the  smoke  and  ashes  thereof  (in  these  Judgment^HaUs  and 
Churchyards),  and  its  bellows-engines  (in  these  Churches),  thou 
still  seest ;  and  its  flame,  looking  out  from  every  kind  counte- 
nance, and  every  hateful  one,  still  warms  thee  or  scorches  thee. 
'  Of  Man's  Activity  and  Attainment  the  chief  results  are 
aeriform,  mystic,  and  preserved  in  Tradition  only :  such  are  his 
Forms  of  Government,  with  the  Authority  they  rest  on ;  his 
Customs,  or  Fashions  both  of  ^Iqth-Habits  and^  So!]ijL-habits ; 
much  more  his  collective  stock  of  Handicrafts,  the  whole  Faculty 
he  has  required  of  manipulating  Nature :  all  these  things,  as 
indispensable  and  priceless  as  they  are,  cannot  in  any  way  be 
fixed  under  lock  and  key,  but  must  flit,  spirit-like,  on  impalpable 
vehicles,  from  Father  to  Son ;  if  you  demand  sight  of  them,  they 
are  nowhere  to  be  met  with.  Visible  Ploughmen  and  Hammer- 
men there  have  been,  ever  from  Cain  and  Tubalcain  downwards : 
but  where  docs  your  accumulated  Agricultural,  Metallurgic,  and 
other  Manufacturing  Skill  lie  warehoused?  It  transmits 
itself  on  the  atmospheric  air,  on  the  sun's  rays  (by  Hearing  and 
by  Vision) ;  it  is  a  thing  aeriform,  impalpable,  of  quite  spiritual 
sort.  In  like  manner,  ask  me  not.  Where  are  the  Laws  ;  where 
is  the  GovERNMKNT  ?  In  vain  wilt  thou  go  to  ScliOnbrunn,  to 
'  Downing  Street,  to  the  Palais  Bourbon  :  thou  findest  nothing 
'  there,  but  brick  or  stone  houses,  and  some  bundles  of  Papers 
*  tied  with  tape.  Where  then  is  that  same  cunningly-devised 
■'  almighty  Government  of  theirs  to  be  laid  hands  on  ?     Every- 


*  wli#i«,  jet  novliera :  seen  onlj  in  Iti  ~wodD^  tUi  toA  ii  ■  ttf 

'  aarifom,  inruible ;  or  if  jaa  vill,  mjwtia  vti  ■uiaeala^  tt 
'spiritml  Igatt:^]  is  oar  whole  daily  Life:  rD  that  wedo^Bip 

. '  out  of  HjBter  Spirit,  iiiTiaible  Porc« ;  mly  like  a  IhtltOnl- 
'  ima^  or  Am  <  i  i^  PaUco,  ur-bnilt,  does  tlie  Aotoal  body  IIhC 
'fbrth  from  the  ;^ri>»t  mystic  Deep. 

'  YisiUe  aod  tao^ble  products  of  tli«  Put,  agun,  I  itikm 
'^ to  the  extent  of  three:  CiUea,  with  their  Cabiiwti  ai 
t  Anenals ;  then  tilled  Fields,  to  either  07  to  both  at  whidi  £n- 

'   'noDB  Bokdi  uith  their  Bridgea  inty  belong  ;  and  thirdly 

'Books.  Inwlii'.h  third  truly,  the  Ust-isTeDted,  lies  k  werth  fa 
'  Barpssniig  thi.  I  <.if  the  two  others.     Wondnnu  indaed  is  the  n^ 

*  toe  of  »  tmfl  Dook.  Not  like  &  dead  city  of  itanM,  yrartf 
I  arombliiig,  yearly  needing  repair ;  more  tike  a  tilled  Gdd,  Ut 
'  tbqn  a  spiritual  field :  like  a  spiritnal  tree,  let  me  rather  »y.  H 

*  stands  from  year  to  year,  and  from  age  to  age  (we  hare  Boob 
'  that  already  n  umber  sonie  hundred-and-fifty  hnman  ages) :  ani 
'  yearly  comes  its  new  produce  of  leaves  (Oommcntaries,  Dedw 
'tions,  Philoso  pi  ileal.  Political  Systems;  or  were  it  only  So- 
'mona,  Pamphlets.  .Jourualistic  Essays),  every  one  of  whicli  ii 
'  talismanio  and  iLaumatuiglc,  foL  it-  <^n  pex^u^de  men.  O  tboa 
'  who  art  able  to  write  a  Book,  which  once  in  the  two  centnriesor 
'  oflener  there  is  a  man  gifted  to  do,  envy  not  him  whma  tfatj 
'  name  City-bnilder,  and  inexpressibly  pity  him  whom  they  naMt 
'  Gonqoeror  or  City-burner  !  Thou  too  art  a  Conqueror  and  Vk- 
'  tor  ;  but  of  the  tme  sort,  namely  over  the  Deril :  thoa  too  baA 
'  built  what  will  outlast  all  marble  and  metal,  and  be  a  wonder 
'  bringing  City  of  the  Mind,  a  Temple  and  Seminary  and  Pre- 
'  phetic  Mount,  whereto  all  kindreds  of  the  Earth  will  pilgrim— 
'  Fool  I  why  joumeyest  thou  wearisomely,  in  thy  antiquarian  (b- 
'  TOUT,  to  gate  on  the  stone  pyramids  of  Oeeia,  or  the  clar  ones 
'of  Sacchara?  These  stand  there,  as  I  can  tell  thee,  idle  and 
'inert,  looking  over  the  Desert,  foolishly  enough,  for  the  i*5t 
'three  thousand  years:  but  canst  thou  not  open  thy  Hebrec 
'Bible,  then,  or  even  Luthers  Version  thereof!' 

No  less  satis&ctory  b  his  sudden  appearance  not  in  Battle. 
! .  jet  on  some  Battle-field  ;  which,  we  soon  gather,  must  be  that  of 
,  T^p«m :  M  that  here,  for  onoe,  is  a  oertain  approximatioo  to 
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difltiDctness  of  date.  Omitting  much,  let  us  impart  what  fol- 
lows : 

^  Horrible  enough !  A  whole  Marchfield  strewed  with  shell- 
^  splinters,  cannon  shot,  ruined  tumbrils,  and  dead  men  and  hor- 
'  ses ;  stragglers  still  remaining  not  so  much  as  buried.  And 
^  those  red  mould  heaps :  ay,  there  lie  the  Shells  of  Men,  out  of 

<  'which  all  the  Life  and  Virtue  has  been  blown ;  and  now  are 
^  they  swept  together,  and  crammed  down  out  of  sight,  like  blown 
*■  £gg-shells ! — Did   Nature,  when  she  bade   the  Donau  bring 

<  down  his  mould  cargoes  from  the  Carinthian  and  Carpathian 
^  Heights,  and  spread  them  out  here  into  the  softest,  richest 

*  level, — intend  thee,  O  Marchfield,  for  a  corn-bearing  Nursery, 
^  whereon  her  children  might  be  nursed ;  or  for  a  Cockpit,  wherein 
'  they  might  the  more  commodiously  be  throttled  and  tattered  ? 
^  Were  thy  three  broad  highways,  meeting  here  from  the  ends  of 

<  Europe,  made  for  Ammunition-wagons  then  ?     Were  thy  Wa- 

<  grams  and  Stillfrieds  but  so  many  ready-built  Casemates, 
^  wherein  the  house  of  Hapsburg  might  batter  with  artillery,  and 
^  with  artillery  be  battered  ?  Kdnig  Ottokar,  amid  yonder  hil- 
^  locks,  dies  under  Kodolf 's  truncheon  ;  here  Kaiser  Franz  falls 
'  a-swoon  under  Napoleon's  :  within  which  five  centuries,  to  omit 

*  the  others,  how  has  thy  breast,  fair  Plain,  been  defaced  and 

*  defiled  !  The  greensward  is  torn  up  and  trampled  down  ;  man's 
^  fond  care  of  it,  his  fruit-trees,  hedge-rows,  and  pleasant  dwell- 
^  ings,  blown  away  with  gunpowder ;  and  the  kind  secdficld  lies 

<  a  desolate,  hideous  Place  of  Sculls. — Nevertheless,  Nature  is  at 

<  work ;  neither  shall  these  Powder-Devilkins  with  their  utmost 

*  devilry  gainsay  her :    but  all  that  gore  and  carnage  will  be 

*  shrouded  in,  absorbed  into  manure  ;  and  next  year  the  March- 
•field  will  bo  green,  nay,  greener.     Thrifty  unwearied  Nature, 

ever  out  of  our  great  waste  educing  some  little  profit  of  thy 
^  own, — how  dost  thou,  from  the  very  carcass  of  the  Killer,  bring 

*  Life  for  the  Living. 

*  What,  speaking  in  quite  unofficial  language,  is  the  net  pur- 
'  port  and  upshot  of  war  ?  To  my  own  knowledge,  for  example, 
'  there  dwell   and   toil,  in   the  British  village  of  Dumdnidgei 

<  usually  some  five  hundred  souls.     From  these,  by  certain  ^  Na- 

<  toral  Enemies"  of  the  French,  there  are  successively  selected, 


■doiiag  tba  Ftcnoh  war,  m;  Uuitj  «U»4ofiBA  «b:  Bi» 

* dmdga,  kt  her  own  expense,  huenekled  aiid  noised  ttia;  A 
■hn,  nofewidioitt  diSienlty  and  sorrow,  fl»d  tib«n  vp  to  nafa^ 
'  and  area  tnincd  tLem  up  to  craftt,  to  that  ooe  can  mn^  «■■ 
*tlMr  lMiild,awitber  hammer,  and  tb«  weakeot  can  ataad^ifa 
'dui^  atone  avoirdnpois.  Nevertheless,  amid  naeh  wcc^^ 
'and  iwearing,  they  are  selected ;  all  dressed  in  red ;  ni 
'  ahqtped  awaj,  nt  the  public  ehugea,  some  two  thonsand  b3h 
'  or  mj  obIj  to  the  south  of  Spain ;  and  fed  theiv  tOl  wanted 
'  And  now  to  that  same  spot  in  the  south  of  Spain,  ni«  lUr^  «■>- 
( Inr  Freneh  artisans,  hoai  a  French  Damdradge,  in  Kka  ttauu 
■wending:  till  at  tengtii,  after  infinite  effort,  tbe  two  pactia 
'oMoe  into  aetual  jnxta-position ;  and  Thir^  ataada  froataf 
■  Thirty,  eaeh  with  a  gun  in  hia  hand.  Straightwajr  the  wtri 
*«  lire  r  IB  given:  and  the;  blow  the  annla  ontttf  onenmtherj 
'  and  in  place  of  sLzty  brisk  uscfnl  craftsmen,  the  world  has  axlj 
'dead  carcasses,  which  it  most  burj',  and  anew  efaed  tears  fa. 
'Had  these  men  any  quarrcH  Biisj'  as  the  Deril  ia,noltht 
'BmallcBt!  They  lived  iar  enough  apart  j  were  the  entire) 
'strangers;  nay,  io  so  wide  a  Universe,  there  was  ereo,  nneca- 
'sciously,  by  Commerco,  some  mutnal  helpfulness  between  thea. 
'How  then?  SimpletoD  I  their  GoTernors  had  fallen  out;  aa^ 
'  instead  of  shooting  one  another,  had  the  ennning  to  make  thcM 
'poor  blockheads  shoot — Alas,  so  is  it  in  Deatchaland,  wai 
'  hitherto  in  all  other  lands ;  still  as  of  old,  "  what  derilrf  soercr 
'  Kings  do,  the  Greeks  must  pay  the  piper  <" — In  that  fiction  li 
>  die  English  Smoltet,  it  is  true,  the  final  Cessation  of  War  a 
'  perhaps  prophetically  shadowed  forth  ;  where  the  two  Natural 
'  Enemies,  io  person,  take  each  a  Tobacco-pipe,  filled  with  Bria- 
'  stone ;  Lght  the  same,  and  smoke  in  one  another's  &ces  tiD  the 
'  weaker  gives  in :  but  from  such  predicted  Peace-Bra,  what 
'  blood-filled  treoches,  and  cODtcntioos  centuries,  may  still  d^ 
'  vide  us !' 

Thus  can  the  Professor,  at  least  in  lucid  intervals,  look  away 
,  from  bis  own  sorrows,  over  the  many-coloured  world,  and  perti- 
nently enough  note  what  is  passing  there.     We  may  remaik, 
iadeed,  that  for  the  matter  of  spiritual  culture,  if  fbr  nothing  eliB, 
pwkifa  fnr  peiiodi  of  hii  lift  irara  tMui  than  this.     Inl«ra^, 
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diaie  is  the  moat  mDmentoiu  inatraetiTe  Gonrse  of  Pnctic&l  Phi* 
loaophy,  with  Experiments,  going  on ;  tow&rda  the  right  compre- 
hension  of  which  bis  Peripatetie  habita,  broarablc  to  Meditation, 
might  help  him  nther  thui  hinder.  Eztemallj,  ag&in,  as  he 
Wftnders  to  and  fro,  then  are,  if  for  the  longing  heart  little 
vabetancc,  yet  for  the  seeing  eye  nghta  enough :  in  the<<e  »f> 
boundless  Tnvels  of  bis,  granting  that  the  Satanic  School  was 
even  partially  kept  down,  what  an  incredible  Knowledge  of  onr 
Planet,  and  its  Inhabitants  and  their  Works,  that  is  to  say,  of  all 
knowable  things,  might  not  TenfelsdrOckh  acquire ! 

'  I  h&TC  read  in  most  Public  Libraries,'  says  he, '  inclnding 
'  those  of  Constantinople  and  Samarcand :  in  most  Colleffes, 
'  except  the  Chinese  Mandarin  ones,  I  have  studied,  or  seen  that 
'  there  was  no  studying.     Unknown  Langnagea  hare  I  ofi<:tit:nt 

•  gathered  from'their  natural  repertory,  the  Air,  by  my  or^faii  of 
'  Hearing ;  Btatistics,  Geographies,  Topographies  came,  thr<iiigh 
<  the  Eye,  almost  of  their  own  accord.  The  ways  of  Man,  h>iw  hi; 
'  seeks  food,  and  warmth,  and   protection  for  himself,  in  ni<>*t 

•  regions,  arc  ocularly  known  to  me.  Like  the  great  Iladriuii.  I 
'  mctcd  out  much  of  the  terraqueous  filolfc  with  a  |iair  vf  (.''iiii- 
'  passes  that  belonged  to  myself  only. 

'  Of  great  Sccne.t.  why  »pcak  f  Three  summer  day^  I  liu^i'rriid 
'reflecting,  and  even  composing  [iti'-lil-i' ).  by  the  l*iin;j;ha('rij''  ••( 

•  Vaueluse;  and  in  that  clear  Lultelet  moi>t.-iud  iiiy  hnvl  i 
'  have  sat  under  the  palm-trcea  of  Ta'liiiT;  fiii'iki-d  a  j.ij«:  .■iinuiij; 
'  the  ruins  of  Babylun,  Thu  grest  Wall  of  Chiiift  I  liav..  n.-u : 
'  and  can  testify  that  it  is  of  grey  hrirk,  ciq.fl  and  wAimfi  with 
'granite,  and  ithews  only  scci'inl-ratc  iiia.i'inry. — (ircat  Kv-nIh, 
'ul.w,  have  I  not  witno-sed  J  KingH  HWfateii  duwn  [■latimn'ryli) 
'into  Bcrlin-aud-MilaM  (:u-.t.mil...UM--.,ffi..ir., .  the  \\'..rl.l  w-ll 
'won.  and  the  w.rl.l  well  lo>t  .  <>t'li'ii>-r  than  on'-n  a  hiir..lr..| 
'  tlxiii'aiid  iiiiliriduati  fhol  (l.y  cadi  oth.r)  In  oni-  <lnv  All 
>  kinilrc'l^  and  peoples  :ind  nali.xir'  <la.|.M  t.ig.'lli.T.  ai><r<hir<.  <l 
'  aii'l  •'h'.vcll.d  inti.  Leaps,  tijat  lli.-y  nii^-l.t  f.riri.i.t  ll.rr-v  ai,.|  ir< 

'liMii.'iinit.'.     Tl><'Kirth'pnii^:.-»fll<'in<i'fr..'y.wh.T. Willi .Mil -'I 

'  Kurnpc  wa.-  gniaiiitig  Iti  rri.  k  lliat  n'Si'liid  Il>iivi-n,  •■•mM  nol 
'  cscajjc  inc. 

'  For  gri'St  Mfn  I  have  ever  hail  thi'  wnnnmrt  \rtviV\V*<w.\\ . 


\tftS  MB  p«rim>g  bout  that  few  Mok  n  this  mm  imn  vU^ 
,*womMdm«.     Qrcat  Uen  are  the  inspiivd  (i 

*  Toxts  of  th«t  divine  Book  op  RbtkuiHOSB,  vl 

*  if  <wiii|det«d  from  epoch  to  epoeh,  ind  hj  mm 

*  to  wbioh  inspired  Text«  yonr  DDnteroaa  falnwtwd  bmb,  sbA  jV 

*  innumenble  antaleuted  men,  ue  the  better  or  vMse  «n^ 
'  Csnunattaries,  ±ad  ngonkMMl  of  totMti^d,  faaretaoBl  or  a^ 

*  doz,  weekly  Bermona.  For  my  etadj,  tl^  imqiired  Texts  diM- 
'  aelTes  1  Tbos  did  I  not,  in  very  early  day^  iMving  di^gaiMd  at 
'  as  tavem-wuicr,  stand  bebind  the  field-ch^re,  under  that  ika^ 
'  Tree  at-  TreifiaiU  by  the  Jena  Highway )  waiting  a|mD  the  jntf 
'Schiller  and  greater  Goethe i  and  bearing  wttat  1  have  notftr 
'  gotten.    For ' 

Bat  at  this  point  the  Editor  recalls  his  priocaple  ol  or 

tion,  Mme  time  ago  lud  down,  and  moat  sappresa  maDh.  Itt 
not  the  Bacredoew  of  Laurelled,  still  more,  of  Crowned  Heads,  k 
tampered  with.  Sbould  we,  at  &  future  day,  find  circnmataDW 
altered,  and  tiie  time  come  for  Publication,  then  mar  thcv 
glimpses  into  ibe  privacy  of  the  Illustrious  be  conceded ;  whic^ 
for  the  present  were  little  better  than  treacherous,  perhaps  tnit«r 
ous  Eavesdrop pingB.  Of  Lord  Byron,  therefore,  of  Pope  Piia 
Emperor  Tarakn-ang,  and  the  •  White  Waler-roaes'  (ChineaeCu- 
bonari)  with  their  mysteries,  no  notice  here  I  Of  Napoleon  him- 
self we  shall  only,  glancing  from  afur.  remark  that  TeofelsdrAckli'i 
relation  to  bini  ».t'ems  to  have  been  of  very  varied  character.  Ai 
first  we  find  our  poor  Frofenaor  on  the  point  of  being  shot  as  * 
■py  ;  then  taken  into  prirate  conTersation,  even  pinched  on  (kt 
car.  yet  presented  with  no  money ;  at  last  indignantly  dismissed. 
almost  thrown  out  of  doors  as  an  '  Ideologist'  '  He  faimsell'  un 
the  Professor,  '  was  among  the  completest  Ideolo^ta,  at  Ittrt 
'  Ideopraxists :  in  the  Idea  {in  der  Idte)  he  lired,  moved,  and 
'  fought.  The  man  was  a  Divine  Missionary,  though  uDConanoo! 
'of  it ;  and  preached,  through  the  cannon's  throat,  that  great 
'doctrine.  La  carriafe  ourerie  auz  tahnt  {The  Tools  to  him  thai 
'can  handle  them),  which  is  our  ultimate  Political  Evangel. 
'  wherein  alone  can  Liberty  lie.  Gladly  enough  he  preached,  it  is 
'  true,  as  Eiithueiasts  and  first  Missionaries  are  wont,  with  imper- 

*  foot  utterance,  amid  much  frothy  rant  i  yet  as  articulately  per- 
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haps  as  tbe  case  admitted.  Or  call  him,  if  jou  vill,  an  Amerioaa 
Backwoodsman,  who  had  to  fell  unpenetrated  forests,  and  battle 
with  innumerable  wolves,  and  did  not  entirely  forbear  strong 
liquor,  rioting,  and  even  theft ;  whom,  notwithstanding,  the 
'  peaceful  Sower  will  follow,  and,  as  he  cuts  the  boundless  bar* 
'  vest,  bless.' 

More  legitimate  and  decisiyelj  authentic  is  TeufelsdrOckh's  ap- 
pearance and  emergence  (we  know  not  well  whence)  in  the  soli- 
tude of  the  North  Cape,  on  that  June  Midnight.  He  has  a 
•  light-blue  Spanish  cloak'  hanging  round  him,  as  his  '  most  com- 
modious, principal,  indeed  sole  upper-garment ;'  and  stands  there, 
on  the  World-promontory,  looking  over  the  infinite  Brine,  like  a 
Little  blue  Bclfrj  (as  we  figure),  now  motionless  indeed,  jet  ready, 
if  stirred  to  ring  quaintest  changes. 

'  Silence  as  of  death,'  writes  he  ;  '  for  midnight,  even  in  the 
Arctic  latitudes,  has  its  character :  nothing  but  the  granite  clifiig 
ruddy-tinged,  the  peaceable  gurgle  of  that  slow-heaving  Polar 
Ocean,  over  which  in  the  utmost  North  the  great  Sun  hangs  low 
and  lazy,  as  if  he  too  were  slumbering.  Yet  is  his  cloud-couch 
wrought  of  crimson  and  cloth-of-gold  ;  yet  does  his  light  stream 
over  the  mirror  of  waters,  like  a  tremulous  fire-pillar,  shooting 
downwards  to  the  abyss,  and  hide  itself  under  my  feet.  In 
such  moments.  Solitude  also  is  invaluable ;  for  who  would  speak, 
or  be  looked  on,  when  behind  him  lies  all  Europe  and  Africa, 
fast  asleep,  except  the  watchmen ;  and  before  him  the  siletit 
Immensity,  and  Palace  of  the  Eternal,  whereof  our  Sun  is  but 
a  porch-lamp. 

'  Nevertheless,  in  this  solemn  moment,  comes  a  man,  or  mon- 
ster, scrambling  from  among  the  rock-hollows ;  and,  shaggy, 
huge  as  tbe  Hyperborean  Bear,  hails  me  in  Russian  speech : 
most  probably,  therefore,  a  Russian  Smuggler.  With  courteous 
brevity,  I  signify  my  indifierencc  to  contraband  trade,  my  hu- 
mane intentions,  yet  strong  wish  to  be  private.  In  vain :  the 
monster,  counting  doubtless  on  his  superior  stature,  and  minded 
to  make  sport  for  himself,  or  perhaps  profit,  were  it  with  mur- 
der, continues  to  advance  ;  ever  assailing  me  with  his  importu- 
nate train-oil  breath  ;  and  now  has  advanced,  till  we  stand  both 
on  the  verge  of  the  rock,  the  deep  Sea  rippling  greedily  down 
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(Mow.  Wblt  argament  will  mnSl  i  On  the  tUt^  ^Jf^ 
'nut,  ebanibie  raasonii^,  BO'^itufl  eloqSenoe  mre  bit  Pn- 
* pircd  flv  Boefa  extfOTttity,  I,  dgftly  antwgh,  whMc  ■■*■  om^; 
'  dnw  oat,  from  mj  interior  reserrmn,  a  sofiaeat  Bbho^^ 
t  Hon»^st(d,  sad  mj,  "  Be  bo  obliging  as  retire,  Wi'wmt  [ft 
'  zteAe  rich  xvuek,  Fnuitd),  and  with  promptitade  I"  Thii  )tpc 
'ercn  the  Hj^rborean  tinderstaadB :  fsst  enough,  widi  ^di- 
'  gfltie,  petitionary  growl,  be  eidles  off;  and,  exc«pt  for  BoiciU 

*  aa  mil  aa  hoinicidal  pnrposcs,  need  not  lettm. 

*  Smli  I  hold  to  be  the  genuine  use  of  Gnnpowder :  that  it 
'  makes  all  men  ^ike  tail  Nay,  if  thou  be  cocder,  olerercr  tim 
'  I,  if  thoa  hare  more  Mind,  thoogh  all  hnt  no  Bad^  whal>i« 

*  then  canst  thou  kill  me  first,  and  art  the  taller.  Harehf,  it 
<  last,  is  the  Goliath  powerless,  and  the  David  reristleaB ;  amp 

*  Animalism  is  nothing,  inTentire  Spiritualism  ia  tlL 

'  With  reapt'ct  to  Dnels,  indeed,  I  hsTe  my  own  ideas.  Ft* 
'  things,  in  tliia  so  surprising  world,  strike  me  with  more  suipriaa 
'  Too  little  Tbual  Spectra  of  men,  hoTcring  with  insecnr«  eaea^ 
■cohesion  in  the  midst  of  the  Unfahiouable,  and  to  disMhi 
'  therein,  at  any  rate,  very  »K>n, — make  pause  at  the  distanee  <f 
'  twelve  paces  asunder  ;  whirl  round  ;  snd,  simoltaiieonsly  by  tk 
'ounningcat  uiecbanism,  explode  one  another  into  DissolntioBi 
'  and  off-hand  become  Air,  and  Non-extant !  Dense  on  it  (w^ 
'  damiHl),  the  little  spitfires ! — Say,  I  think  with  old  Hngo  nt 
'  Trimherg :  '-  God  must  needs  laogh  outright,  could  such  a  thin; 
'  be,  to  see  his  wondrous  Manikins  here  below."  ' 

But  amid  tlicse  apeeiidities,  let  us  not  forget  the  great  gentnl- 
ity,  which  is  our  chief  quest  here :  Row  prospered  the  innn 
man  of  TenfelsilrOckh  under  so  much  outward  ehifting  ?  Dws 
Legion  still  lurk  in  liim.  though  repressed  ;  or  has  be  exorcised 
that  Devil's  Bruod  t  We  can  answer  that  the  sjmploms  contiOM 
promising.  Experience  is  the  grand  spiritual  Doctor  ;  and  with 
him  Teufclsdrftekh  baa  now  been  long  a  patient,  swallowing  many 
a  letter  bolus.  Unless  our  poor  Friend  belong  to  the  numeroni 
class  of  Incurables,  which  seems  not  likely,  some  cure  will  doubt- 
less be  effected.  We  should  rather  sa;  that  Legion,  or  the  Satamc 
School,  waa  now  pret^  w^  extirpated  and  cast  out,  but  next  to 
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lothiDg  introdaced  in  its  room  ;  whereby  the  heart  remains,  for 
he  while,  in  a  quiet  but  no  comfortable  state. 

^  At  length,  after  so  much  roasting,'  thus  writes  our  Autobiog- 
-apher,  ^  I  was  what  you  might  name  calcined.  Pray  only  that 
it  be  not  rather,  as  is  the  more  frequent  issue,  reduced  to  a 
capvt-mortuum !  But  in  any  case,  by  mere  dint  of  practice,  I 
had  grown  familiar  with  many  things.  Wretchedness  was  still 
wretched  ;  but  I  could  now  partly  see  through  it,  and  despise  it 
TVhich  highest  mortal,  in  this  insne  Existence,  had  I  not  found 
a  Shadow-hunter,  or  Shadow-hunted ;  and,  when  I  looked 
through  his  brave  garnitures,  miserable  enough  %  Thy  wishes 
have  all  been  sniflfed  aside,  thought  I :  but  what,  had  they  even 
been  all  granted  1  Did  not  the  Boy  Alexander  weep  beoause  he 
had  not  two  Planets  to  conquer ;  or  a  whole  Solar  System ;  or 
after  that,  a  whole  Universe  ?  Ach  Goti,  when  I  gazed  into 
these  Stars,  have  they  not  looked  down  on  me  as  if  with  pity, 
from  their  serene  spaces ;  like  Eyes  glistening  with  heavenly 
tears  over  the  little  lot  of  man  I  Thousands  of  human  genera- 
tions, all  as  noisy  as  our  own,  have  been  swallowed  up  of  Time, 
and  there  remains  no  wreck  of  them  any  more  ;  and  Aroturus 
and  Orion  and  Sirius  and  the  Pleiades  are  still  shining  in 
their  courses,  clear  and  young,  as  when  the  Shepherd  first  noted 
them  in  the  plain  of  Shinar.  Pshaw  1  what  is  this  paltry  little 
Dog-cage  of  an  Earth ;  what  art  thou  that  sittest  whining  there  ? 
Thou  art  still  Nothing,  Nobody :  true ;  but  who  then  is  Some- 
thing, Somebody  ?  For  thee  the  Family  of  Man  has  no  use ;  it 
rejects  thee ;  thou  art  wholly  as  a  dissevered  limb :  so  be  it ; 
perhaps  it  is  better  so  V 

Too  heavy-laden  Teufelfidr6ckh  I  Yet  surely  his  bands  are 
oosening ;  one  day  he  will  hurl  the  burden  far  from  him,  and 
X)und  forth  free,  and  with  a  second  youth. 

^  This,'  says  our  Professor, '  was  the  Cent&e  of  Indifference 
I  had  now  reached;  through  which  whoso  travels  from  the 
Negative  Pole  to  the  Positive  must  necessarily  pass.' 


SABTOS  BEBAKTCS. 


CHAPTER    IX. 

TMM   ■TXKLASTnra   KA. 

'  TEVFTATiom  in  the  ITOdenMM  I'   eiwlMii 

*  Hkto  we  not  ell  to  be  tried  with  mdi  I  Not  ao  ean^f  en  Ai 
'  old  Adun,  lodged  in  m  hy  tnrtb,  be  di^oaeeMed.     Oar  lifek 

■  eompassed  lonnd  with  Neceeutj ;  yet  is  the  amuiii^  of  lA 

*  itself  no  other  then  Freedom,  than  Vtdantuy  Force ;  this  hm 
'we  «  werfkre ;  in  the  beginning,  eepecinllj,  m  hard-fimgbt  h* 
'tie-      For  the  God-gircn  mandate,    WoTk  tAtrn    m  WdUmf. 

■  lies  mjatcrionsl;  written,  in  Promethean,  Prophetic  Chanetn 
'  in  our  hearts  ;  and  leaves  us  no  rest,  night  or  daj,  till  it  h 
■d«nphered  and  obeyed;  till  it  bum  forth,  in  onr  oandncLi 
'  Tieible,  acted  Gospel  of  Freedom.  And  aa  the  day^ren  ■■■ 
'date,  Eat  Hum  and  be  JUied,  at  the  same  time  peimasr^ 
'  proclaims  itself  throngh  every  nerre, — must  there  not  be  a  car 
'fosion,  a  contest,  before  the  better  Infinence  can  beooma  ^ 
'  npper  t 

'  To  mc  nothing  seems  moro  natnt^l  than  that  the  Son  of  Ha, 
'when  such  God-given  mandate  first  prophetically  stira  widn 
'  him,  and  the  Clay  mnst  now  be  vanqaished  or  vanqoish,— ahoril 
'  be  carried  of  the  spirit  into  grim  Solitudes,  and  diere  froBtii| 

<  the  Tempter  do  grimmest  battle  with  him  ;  defiantly  Mitii^  Ub 
'at  naught,  till  he  yield  and  fly.  Name  it  as  weohoose:  witkii 
'  without  visible  Deril,  whether  in  the  natoral  Desert  of  racks  aai 

<  sands,  or  in  the  populoos  moral  Desert  of  selfishness  and  faaaenW, 
' — to  such  Temptation  are  we  all  odled.  Unhappy  if  we  an  not 
'  Unhappy  if  we  are  but  Half-men,  in  whom  that  divine  handwril- 
'  ing  has  never  blaied  forth,  all-subduing,  in  true  eun-Bplendov: 
'  but  quivers  dnbionsly  amid  meaner  lights :  or  smoulders,  in  doll 
'  pain,  in  darkness,  under  earthly  vapoura  I — Our  WildenuM  S 
'  tita-  wide  World  in  an  Athwtfan  Cvft'^w^  .,  q<u  Forty  Ihjt  an 
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years  of  suffering  and  &8ting :  neyertheless,  to  these  also 
s  au  end.  Yes,  to  me  also  was  giTen,  if  not  Yictorj,  yet 
onsciousness  of  Battle,  and  the  resolve  to  persevere  therein 
:  life  or  faculty  is  left.  To  me  also,  entangled  in  the  en- 
ted  forests,  demon-peopled,  doleful  of  sight  and  of  sound,  it 
;iyen,  after  weariest  wanderings,  to  work  out  my  way  into 
iigher  sunlit  slopes-^-of  that  Mountain  which  has  no  sum- 
)r  whose  summit  is  in  Heaven  only !' 
says  elsewhere,  under  a  less  amhitious  figure  ;  as  figures 
ice  for  all,  natural  to  him  :  ^  Has  not  thy  Life  heen  that  of 
sufficient  men  {tiuhtigen  Manner)  thou  hast  known  in  this 
ration  ?  An  outflush  of  foolish  young  Enthusiasm,  like  the 
fallow-crop,  wherein  are  as  many  weeds  as  valuable  herbs  : 
all  parched  away,  under  the  Droughts  of  practical  and 
;ual  Uuhelief;  as  Disappointment,  in  thought  and  act, 
-repeated  gave  rise  to  Doubt,  and  Doubt  gradually  settled 
Denial !  If  I  have  had  a  second-crop,  and  now  see  the  peren- 
greensward,  and  sit  under  umbrageous  cedars,  which  defy 
rought  (and  Doubt) ;  herein  too,  be  the  Heavens  praised,  I 
ot  without  examples,  and  even  exemplars.' 
that,  /for  TeufelsdrOckh  abo,  there  has  been  a  '  glorious 
tion :'  these  mad  shadow-hunting  and  shadow-hunted  Pil- 
igs  of  his  were  but  seme  purifying  'Temptation  in  the 
rness/  before  his  apostolic  work  (such  as  it  was)  could 
;  which  Temptation  is  now  happily  over,  and  the  Devil 
norc  worsted !  Was  '  that  high  moment  in  the  Bm€  de 
r,*  then,  properly  the  turning  point  of  the  battle  ;  when  the 
said,  Worship  mc,  or  be  torn  in  shreds,  and  was  answered 
tly  with  an  Apage  Satana  ? — Singular  TeufelsdrOckh,  would 
badst  told  thy  singular  story  in  plain  words !  But  it  is 
ss  to  look  there,  in  those  Paper-bags,  for  such.  Nothing 
luendoes,  figurative  crotchets :  a  typical  Shadow,  fitfully 
ng,  prophetico-satiric ;  no  clear  logical  Picture.  *How 
to  the  sensual  eye,'  asks  he  once,  ^  what  passes  in  the  Holy- 
>lies  of  Man's  Soul ;  in  what  words,  known  to  these  pro&ne 
I,  speak  even  afar  off  of  the  unspeakable  V  We  ask  in  turn : 
perplex  these  times,  profane  as  they  are,  with  needleM 
ity,  by  omission  and  by  commission  ?    Not  mystical  only 


'  now  bear.    I  paused  in 
'  to  wait,  and  consider :  fo 
'  nigh,     I  soi'iiicd  to  sun 
•  Fly.  tLcll.  f:ll.-^v  >lj:iilyn>  . 
'  will  biliuvu  j'uu  110  moru 
'I  care  not  for  jou;  yt  I'j 
'  rest  here :  for  I  am  Wiiyw 
'  were  it  but  to  die  :  to  div  • 
'nificant' — And  again  :  'II 

'IsDOTEKKNci:  ;   east,  Ju ill  1. 

'  to  a  healiug  sleep,  (lio  Lcav 
'  I  awoke  to  a  uew  UcavL'ii  a 
'nary  moral  Act,  Annihiluti 
'happily  aecompliahed :  iind 
■  and  its  hauda  ungjved  ' 

Might  we  not  also  cimjeetu 
to  bis  Locality,  during  this 
grim-staff  lies  cast  aside  here 
deed  that  the  repose  is  alreai 
If  it  were  not  that  the  tone, 
even  of  levity,  than  we  eould 
felsdr&ekh,  there  is  altray.s  th 
with  guitar-tDUsic,  will  be  goii 
from  within  comt.'s  the  fn"'* 
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(  damosela,  lovel;  enough ;  or  better  still,  tlie  strtw-roofed  Cot- 

*  tages,  wheniD  atood  many  a  Mother  baking  bread,  with  her  cbil- 
'  dren  round  her : — all  hidden  and  protectingly  folded  up  in  the 

*  -ralley-fbldB ;  yet  there  and  alive,  ns  sure  as  if  I  beheld  them. 

*  Or  to  see,  as  well  as  fancy,  tLo  nine  Towns  aud  Villages,  that 
>  Ifty  ronnd  my  manntaiD-xeat.  which  iu  still  weather,  were  wont 
'  to  speak  to  me  (by  their  Gteeple-belhi)  with  metal  tongne  ;  and. 
'  in  almost  all  weather,  proclaimed  thoir  vitality  by  repeated 

*  Smokc-clouda  ;  whereon,  as  ou  a  culinary  horologe,  I  might  read 

*  tbc  liour  of  the  day      For  it  was  the  smoke  of  cookery,  as  kind 

*  bouscwires  at  morning,  midday,  eveulidc  were  boiling  their  lius- 

■  bands'  kettles :  and  ever  a  blue  pillar  rose  up  into  the  air.  suecc.''- 
'  BiTely  OT  simultaneously,  from  each  of  the  nine,  saying,  as  plain- 

*  Ij  as  smoke  could  say  ;   Such  and  such  a  meal  is  getting  rendy 

*  b«rc.     Not  uninteresting !     For  you  have  the  whole  Borough. 

*  with  all  its  love-makings  and  scaiidul  inongcries.  contentions  nud 

*  oonlentments.  as  in  miniature,  and  could  cover  it  all  irith  your 
(  bat  — If.  in  my  wide  Wayfarings.  I  had  learned  to  look  into  the 
'  business  of  the  World  iu  itx  dctailn.  here  perhaps  was  the  [ilncc 

*  for  combining  it  into  general  propositions,  and  deducing  in- 
'  fvrcnces  therefrom. 

■  Often  also  could  I  see  the  black  Tempest  marehiug  iu  anger 

■  through  the  Distance:  aranod  some  St-hncklmrn.  as  yci  grim- 
'  blue,  would  the  eddyinj;  vapour  gatlior.  and  there  tumultu<>u.-<Iy 

■  eddv.  and  flow  down  like  a  mad  wittli'it  h:iir  ;   till.  afliT  a  ^pai-e. 

*  it  vanished,  and,  in  the  clear  sunbeam,  your  Schreekhorn  stooil 
<  smiling  griu-whitc,  for  the  vapour  had  held  snow,     llow  thou 

*  fcrmentest  and  elalmratcf^t  in  thy  (Treat  fi-ruientiug'Vat  and  la- 
'  boratorj-  of  an  Atuii:iphere.  of  a  World.  ()  Nature  ! — Or  what 

■  is  nature?  Ha'  why  do  I  not  name  thee  (Jud  ?  Art  thou  not 
'  the  ■■  Living  (lartoont  of  Goil  1"  O  Heavens,  ia  it,  in  very 
'  deed.  Hi:  then  that  ever  speaks  through  thee ;  that  lives  and 
'  loves  in  thee,  that  lives  and  lovca  in  me  ? 

'  Foreshadows,  call  them  rather  fore-splendours,  of  that  Trutli. 
'and  Bcgiuning  of  Triiihx.  full  niyslcriously  over  my  ci-ul 
'Sweeter  than  Ihiy^pring  lo  the  Shipwre.ki-d  in  Nova  Zcmbia 
*  ah  '  like  the  molliers  voice  to  her  little  child  that  sirays  Uwil- 
'  ittei,  weeping,  in  unknown  tumnlu ;  lik*  iofl  streaming*  «( 


'Mbftiri  Mnunc  to  my  too  exftqMntod  hcH^ 

■  The  UmTCiM  is  not  d«k<l  and  dnmoni— 1,  m  'liiirBri  httm  «* 

<^«otni:  but  godlike,  and  m;  Tfttbtt'al  .  ,^ 

<  With  other  eyes,  too,  oonH  I  now  look  i^op  mfVl^m  Hie; 
:  'wia  en  infiuite  Love,  an  infinite  Pity.  Poor,  ■■■ileiiif.  ■] 
i  mtff^taaa  I  Art  thoa  not  tried,  and  besten  vid  uttiya^  tm 
<a8  I  ant  Ever,  whother  thou  bev  the  royal  Wff^  «  ^ 
'  beggar^  gabardine,  ut  thon  not  «•  weary,  eo  *-i — J-laJM;  ui 
'  thy  Bed  of  Sest  is  but  a  grave.  0  my  Brother,  mj  Bntfe« 
'  why  eannot  I  Bhclter  thee  in  my  bosom,  and  ^ffye  vnj  all  Um 
*ik(nB  tl^ejes! — Truly,  th«  din  of  nany-mioed  Ui^wUakii 
t  thia  acdittidc,  with  the  mind'a  organ,  I  oould  he«r,  wafc  m>  ka^ 
'  a  maddening  dieoord,  bat  a  tnelting  one :  like  inartioalala  ami 
'  and  Bobfaings  of  a  dumb  creators,  which  In  dte  e«r  at  H«m« 
'  are  pnyen,  The  poor  Earth,  with  b«r  poor  jojtf^titm  bow  if 
■needy  Mother,  not  my  cruel  Slepdaiue;  Man,  vi^'UaaDM' 
'  Wants  and  :;o  mean  Endoavoura,  bad  become  the  dearer  to  Bt; 
'  and  even  for  his  snfferings  and  hia  ains,  I  now  first  ua^ed  ha 
'  brother.  I'lius  was  I  atanding  in  the  poreh  of  that  "  SoMctmuj 
'of  Sernne ;"  by  strange,  ateep  waya,  had. I  too  been  gaiM 
'thither;  and  ere  long  its  sacred  gates  would  <^n,  and  Hb 
'"  Divute  Dtptk  of  Sorrow"  lie  discloaed  tome.' 

The  Professor  says,  he  hero  first  got  eye  on  the  Knot  that  U 
been  atranglbg  him,  and  straightway  oould  anfaatea  it,  and  nt 
free.  '  A  Tkiu  interminable  controversy,'  writes  he,  '  ton^ig 
'  what  is  at  present  called  Origin  of  Eiil,  or  some  snoh  thio^ 
'arises  to  every  soul,  since  the  beginning  of  the  woiid;  aadii 
'  every  soul,  that  would  pass  &om  idle  Snflering  into  aotoal  Ei- 
<  deavonring,  most  first  be  put  an  eod  to.  The  most,  in  oar  tiae. 
'  have  to  go  content  with  a  simple,  incomplete  enough 
.  *of  this  controversy ;  to  a  few  some  Solution  of  it  ii 
'  hie.  In  every  new  era,  too,  ancb  Solution  comes  oat  in 
'  terms ;  and  ever  the  Solution  of  the  last  era  has  beooiiM  oW 
'  lete,  and  it  found  unsorviceaUe.  For  tt  is  man's  natafi  u 
'  change  his  Dialect  from  century  to  century ;  he  cannot  h^  ii 
'though  he  wuuld.  The  authentic  Ckurck-CaUckitm  of  ev 
'proient  century  has  not  yet  fallen  into  ray  hands:  meanwhile, 
'  tat  my  own  private  behoof  I  attempt  to  elucidate  the  matte  A 
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Man's  Unhuppincss,  as  I  construe,  comes  of  his  Greatness ;  it  is 
because  there  is  an  Infinite  in  him,  which  with  all  his  cunning 
he  cannot  quite  burj  under  the  Finite.  Will  the  whole  Finance 
Ministers  and  Upholsterers  and  Confectioners  of  modem  Europe 
undertake,  in  joint-stock  company,  to  make  one  Shoeblack 
HAPPY  ?  They  cannot  accomplish  it,  above  an  hour  or  two ;  for 
the  Shoebi^ok  also  has  a  Soul  quite  other  than  his  Stomach : 
and  would  require,  if  you  consider  it,  for  his  permanent  satisfac- 
tion and  saturation,  simply  this  allotment,  no  more,  and  no  less : 
GaiTs  ififinite  Universe  aUogelher  to  himself,  therein  to  enjoy  infi- 
nitely, and  fill  every  wish  as  fast  as  it  rose.  Oceans  of  Hoch- 
heimer,  a  Throat  like  that  of  Ophiuchus :  speak  not  of  them ;  to 
the  infinite  Shoeblack  they  are  as  nothing.  No  sooner  is  your 
ocean  filled,  than  he  grumbles  that  it  might  have  been  of  better 
vintage.  Try  him  with  half  of  a  Universe,  of  an  Omnipotence, 
ho  sets  to  quarrelling  with  the  proprietor  of  the  other  half,  and 
declares  himself  the  most  maltreated  of  men. — Always  there  is 
a  black  spot  in  our  sunshine  :  it  is  even,  as  I  said,  the  Shadow 
of  Ourselves. 

'"  But  the  whim  w«  have  of  Happiness  is  somewhat  thus.  By 
certain  valuations,  and  averages,  of  our  own  striking,  we  come 
upon  some  sort  of  average  terrestrial  lot ;  this  we  fancy  belongs 
to  us  by  nature,  and  of  indefeasible  right.  It  is  simple  pay- 
ment of  our  wages,  of  our  deserts  ;  requires  neither  thanks  nor 
complaint :  only  such  overplus  as  there  may  be  do  we  account 
Happiness ;  any  defiai  again  is  Misery.  Now  consider  that  wc 
have  the  valuation  of  our  own  deserts  ourselves,  and  what  a  fund 
of  Self-conceit  there  is  in  each  of  us, — do  you  wonder  that  the 
Ualance  should  so  often  dip  the  wrong  way,  and  many  a  Block- 
head cry :  See  there,  what  a  payment ;  was  ever  worthy  gentle- 
man so  used  ! — I  tell  thee,  Blockhead,  it  all  comes  of  thy  Vani- 
ty ;  of  what  thou  fanciest  those  same  deserts  of  thine  to  be. 
Fancy  that  thou  deservest  to  be  hanged  (as  is  most  likely), 
thou  wilt  feel  it  happiness  to  be  only  shot:  fancy  that  thou 
deservest  to  be  hanged  in  a  hair-halter,  it  will  be  a  luxury  to 
die  in  hemp. 

<  So  true  it  is,  what  I  then  said,  that  the  FraHian  of  L^  can  be 
in  value  noi  so  muck  by  incrtanng  four  Numerator  as  by 


;.«"»«  a,"'" "»'..« 

msni&Ij  *«  be  * 
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'  with  its  iDJuries  under  thj  feet,  u  old  Greek  Zeiio  mined  tLe« : 
'  thou  canst  loye  the  £artli  wkUe  h  iojnree  thee,  and  eren  htaeise 
<  it  injures  thee ;  for  this  a  Greater  than  Zeno  was  needed-  aid 
'  he  too  was  sent      Knowest  thou  that  -  Worship  if  Skrrmr  ''■ 
'  The  Temple  thereot  founded  tome  eichteen  eenturKS  ago.  lvw 

*  lies  in  ruins,  overgrown  with  jungle,  the  habitation  of  d'A*if'A 

*  creatures :  nevertheless,  venture  fi>rward :  in  a  Low  erjpt.  arcb«^d 
^  out  of  fidling  fragments,  thou  findeft  the  Altar  §till  there.  SLd 

*  its  sacred  Lamp  perennially  burning ' 

Without  pretending  to  eomment  on  which  ftnoge  utterano'^. 
the  Editor  will  onlv  remark,  that  there  lie«  beside  them  much  of 

m 

A  at  ill  more  questionable  character  :  unsuited  to  the  general  ap- 
prehension ;  nay  wherein  he  himself  does  not  see  hi«  way  Ne- 
bulous disquisitions  on  Religion,  yet  not  without  bur«ts  of  spki.- 
dour ;  on  the  ^  perennial  continuance  of  Inspiration  :'  on  Prophecy . 
that  there  are  'true  Priests,  as  well  as  Baal- Priests,  in  our  own 
day :'  .with  more  of  the  like  sort  We  select  some  fractions  by 
way  of  finish  to  this  farrago. 

'  Cease,  my  much-respected  Herr  von  Voltaire.'  thus  apostro- 
l^ises  the  Professor :  '  shut  thy  sweet  voice  :  for  the  task  app^/inv 

*  ed  thee  seems  finished.     Sufficient! v  hast  thou  demonHtrkt^'J 

*  this  proposition,  ooneiderable  or  otherwise  Thit  the  MytK-,-, 
'  of  the  Christian  Religion  looks  not  in  the  eighte'rnth  crnttiry  ii-. 

*  it  did  in  the  eighth.  Alas,  were  thy  six-and-thirty  quart om.  iir.-i 
'  the  srx-and-thirty  thousand  other  quarto**  and  folios,  and  f\y'n.'/ 
'  sheets  or  reams,  printed  before  and  sinr-e  on  the  same  hn}}y'\ 

*  all  needed  to  convince  ns  of  fo  Htr!<? '     B-jt  what  n<L'Xt  ?     Wi!*. 

*  thou  help  us  to  embody  the  (Hvinr*  Spirit  of  that  Religion  in  a 
'  new  Mythus,  in  a  new  vehicle  and  v'?*'tTjrc.  that  our  ?*oul««.  oth'-r- 

*  wise  too  like  perishing,  may  live  '     AVh^it '  thou  hast  no  ffii-nlty 
i*  in  that  kind  ?     Onlv  a  torch  for  burning,  no  hamrri(;r  for  buiM 

ing?     Take  onr  thanks,  then,  and thyself  away. 

'  Meanwhile  what  are  antiquated  MythnwrH  to  me?     Or  In  tl.<: 

*  God  present,  felt  in  my  own  heart,  a  thinjr  which  Ufrr  von  V«.l 
« tairc  will  dispute  <^ut  of  mv  :  f-r   disjt»it««  jutr)  m**  **     To   tli.- 

*  '•  IVorship  of  S^rrotr"  ascril»c  what  nnifiii  and  ^oth'Sim  thou  |ili:i 

«  est,  has  not  that  Worship  ori;riiiatcd.  and  ln-en  g<»n<*ratiM!  ;  i-  it 

*  not  hitre?     Feel  it  in  thv  heart,  and  then  say  whether  U  v*.  v\ 


\ 


Ut  SAKTOE  ■SaABTCa 

I'QodI    This  is  Bdiefi  aU  elM 

I  *itlMMO  win  l«t  lum  worry  and  Im  wofriad.' 

■  Nsitiur,'  obserres  he  elsewhere, '  ahaU  je  t«tt  iMt  mt  » 

■  othar'a  ^et,  Btrsggling  orer  "  Plenary  Inapiratiim,' 
'like:  by  rather  to  get  a  little  ereo  Putid  IiMpiratiaa,aMi<f 

■  JOB  for  himself  One  B[bi^  1  know,  of  wboee  Plenary  ~ 
'  tioa  dirabt  i:>  not  so  ranch  aa  poauble  ;  nay  with  my  owv  vjtt  1 
'  saw  the  Qod's-Hand  writing  it :  thereof  aU  oth^  BlUea  at*  ta 
'  lieavM, — eaj,  in  Pictoro- Writing  to  aaast  the  weaker  beah;.' 

Or  to  giTe  the  wearied  reader  relief^  and  bring  it  to  •■  O^- 
kt  him  tak«  the  following  perhaps  more  iatelligiUe  _ 

'  To  me,  in  this  oar  Life,'  eaya  the  Profeaaor, '  whioh  ia  ai  » 
'tranenne  war&ure  with  the  Time-spirit,  other  warfiu*  «mi 
'  qneationable.  Hast  thou  in  any  way  a  ConteotiiMi  witt  % 
'  brother,  I  advise  thee,  think  well  what  tiie  meaning  thnccf  ia 
'  If  thon  gange  it  to  the  bottom,  it  is  simply  this  :  "  Fellow, 
'  thou  art  taking  more  than  thy  share  of  Happiness  in  the  i 
'  BometMng  from  my  share  :  which,  by  the  Ueaveoa,  thon  shili 
;  *  not ;  nay  I  will  fight  thee  rather." — Alas  !  and  the  whcde  lot 
I '  be  divided  U  such  a  beggarly  matter,  tmly  a  ''  feast  of  shelh.' 
'for  the  BubsUnce  has  been  spilled  out:  not  enongb  to  qnesd 
'  one  Appetite ;  and  the  collective  human  species  olntchiog  U 
'them! — Can  we  not,  in  all  such  cases,  rather  say:  "-^TabiL 
'  thou  too-rarenouB  indiridnal ;  take  that  pitiful  additional  btt- 
'  tion  of  a  share,  which  I  reckoned  mine,  bnt  which  thon  so  wast 
'  est :  take  it  with  a  blessing :  would  to  Heaven  I  had  enon^ 
'  for  thee  !" — If  Fichte's  WutenxJuifldeMre  be,  "  to  a  certain  a- 
'  tent,  Applied  Christianity,"  surely  to  a  still  greater  extent,  m 
.'  is  this.     We  have  hero  not  a  Whole  Daty  of  Man,  yet  a  Hilf 

i'  Paty,  namely  the  Passive  half:  could  we  but  do  it,  as  we  ess 
'  demonstrate  it ! 

'  Bnt  indeed  Conriction,  were  it  never  so  excellent,  is  worthk* 
'  till  it  convert  itself  into  Conduct     Nay  properly  CoDvicuoe  ii 

■  not  posuble  till  then ;  inasmuch  as  all  Speculation  ia  by  nsiar^ 
'  endless,  formless,  a  vortex  amid  vortices  :  only  by  a  fell  inda- 
'  bilable  certainty  of  Experience  does  it  find  snj  centre  to  rerolw 
'  round,  and  eo  fasliion  itself  into  a  gjstera.  Most  tme  is  it.  u  a 
*  wise  man  tAaohes  ns,  that  "  Donbt  of  any  sort  cannot  be  temor- 
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ed  except  bj  Action."  On  which  ground  too  let  him  who  gropes 
pamfollj  in  darkness  or  uncertain  light,  and  prays  yehemently 
ihat  the  dawn  may  ripen  into  day,  lay  this  other  precept  well  to 
heart,  which  to  me  was  of  invaluable  service :  '<  Do  the  Duty 
which  lies  Tiearest  thee,"  which  thou  knowest  to  be  a  Duty !  Thy 
second  Duty  will  already  have  become  clearer. 

'  May  we  not  say,  however,  that  the  hour  of  Spiritual  Enfran- 
chisement is  even  this  :  When  your  Ideal  World,  wherein  the 
whole  man  has  been  dimly  struggling  and  inexpressibly  lan- 
guishing to  work,  becomes  revealed  and  thrown  open ;  and  you 
discover,  with  amazement  enough,  like  the  Lothario  in  WUhelm 
Meister,  that  your  "  America  b  hero  or  nowhere  ?"  The  Situa- 
tion that  has  not  its  Duty,  its  Ideal,  was  never  .yet  occupied  by 
man.  Yes  here,  in  this  poor,  miserable,  hampered,  despicable 
Actual,  wherein  thou  even  now  standest,  here  or  nowhere  is  thy 
Ideal :  work  it  out  therefrom  ;  and  working,  believe,  live,  be  free. 
Fool !  the  Ideal  is  in  thyself,  the  Impediment  too  is  in  thyself : 
thy  Condition  is  but  the  stuff  thou  art  to  shape  that  same  Ideal 
out  of ;  what  matters  whether  such  stuff  be  of  this  sort  or  that, 
so  the  Form  thou  give  it  be  heroic,  be  poetic  ?  0  thou  that 
pinest  in  the  imprisonment  of  the  Actual,  and  criest  bitterly  to 
the  gods  for  a  kingdom  wherein  to  rule  and  create,  know  this  of 
a  truth :  the  thing  thou  seekest  is  already  with  thee, ''  here  or 
nowhere,"  couldst  thou  only  see ! 

'  But  it  is  with  man's  Soul  as  it  was  with  Nature  :  the  begin- 
ning of  Creation  is — Light  Till  the  eye  have  vision,  the  whole 
members  are  in  bonds.  Divine  moment,  when  over  the  tempest- 
tost  Soul,  as  once  over  the  wild-weltering  Cliaos,  it  is  spoken  : 
Let  there  be  light  ?  £ver  to  the  greatest  that  has  felt  such  mo- 
ment, is  it  not  miraculous  and  God-announcing  ;  even  as,  under 
simpler  figures,  to  the  simplest  and  least.  The  mad  primeval 
Discord  is  hushed  ;  the  rudely-jumbled  conflicting  elements 
bind  themselves  into  separate  Firmaments :  deep  silent  rock- 
foundations  arc  built  beneath  ;  and  the  skyey  vault  with  its 
everlasting  Luminaries  above :  instead  of  a  dark  wasteful 
Chaos,  we  have  a  blooming,  fertile,  Ileavcn-cneompassed  WorltL 

*  I  too  could  now  say  to  myself :  Be  no  longer  a  Chaos,  but  a  I 
*  World,  or  even  Worldkin.     Produce  !  Produce  !     Were  it  but  / 


*th»  fitifbliftst  in&uteBLiul  frution  ctf  »  Pradpot,  yrpAynt  it  ■ 
*  flod>  iu«e  I    "Tis  the  aboost  tbon  haat  in  tkaf ;  o«t  aatk  ft 
Up,  up  I    Whatooerer  thy  buid  find«tit  to  d<i^  da  itnA 

'thywkoletiiight    Worlc  wbil«  it  is  okllpd  To-day,  tsy  tfc*  K^ 


WAXJStL  103 


CHAPTER    X. 

PAUSE. 

Thus  hsTS  we,  ss  closely  and  perhaps  sattsfaotorilj  as,  in  such 
eireumstanoes,  might  be,  followed  TeofelsdrOckh  through  the  va- 
rious Buccessive  states  and  stages  of  Growth,  Entanglement, 
Unbelief^  and  almost  Reprobation,  into  a  certain  clearer  state  of 
what  he  himself  seems  to  consider  as  Conversion.     <  Blame  not 

<  the  word,'  says  he ;  '  rejoice  rather  that  such  a  word,  signifying 

<  such  a  thing,  has  come  to  light  in  our  Modem  Era,  though 

<  hidden  from  the  wisest  Ancients.  The  Old  World  knew  no- 
'  thing  of  Conversion :  instead  of  an  Ecce  Homo,  they  had  only 
'  some  Choice  if  Hercules.  It  was  a  new-attained  progress  in  the 
'  Moral  Development  of  man :  hereby  has  the  Highest  come  homo 
*  to  the  bosoms  of  the  most  Limited ;  what  to  Plato  was  but  a 
'  hallucination,  and  to  Socrates  a  chimera,  is  now  clear  and  cer- 

<  tain  to  your  Zinsendorfs,  your  Wesleys,  and  the  poorest  of  their 
\PietisU  and  Methodists.' 

It  is  here  then  that  the  spiritual  majority  of  TeufclsdrOckh 
commences :  we  are  henceforth  to  see  him  *  work  in  well-doing,' 
with  the  spirit  and  clear  aims  of  a  Man.     He  has  discovered 
that  the  Ideal  Workshop  he  so  panted  for,  is  even  this  same  Ac- 
tual ill-furnished  Workshop  he  has  so  long  been  stumbling  in.    He 
can  say  to  himself :  ^  Tools  ?     Thou  hast  no  Tools  ?    Why,  thore 
is  not  a  Man,  or  a  Thing,  now  alive  but  has  tools.     The  batiest 
of  created  animalcules,  the  Spider  itself  has  a  spinning-jenny, 
and  warping-mill,  and  power-loom,  within  its  head  ;  the  Htnpid- 
est  of  Oysters  has  a  Papin's-Digester,  with  stone-and-limo  houso 
to  hold  it  in  :  every  being  that  can  live  can  do  something :  this 
let  him  do.     Tools?     Hast  thou  not  a  Brain,  furnished,  furnish • 
able  with  some  glimmerings  of  Light ;  and  three  fingers  to  hold 
a  Pan  withal  ?     NeTcr  since  Aaron's  Rod  went  out  of  prac- 

8» 


IM  8ART0K  MMUtma.' 

'  tio^  «r  ermt  Wfbre  it, 

'  grMter  tbftn  »11  recorded  miiMba  hnv  htiOB  |ni  In  wtai  hj  Iki 

<  For  atnogsly  in  this  bo  eolid-awnig  Wortd,  iihiifc 

*  liMB  b  in  ooatiuiul  reatleas  finx,  it  ■■  appcnnUd  that  Sw^  ■ 

*  tppoutaat  the  most  fleeting,  flhonld  be  the  mact 
'  ill  tluBga.     The  Woxd  ia  well  aud  to  be  aaiuu|»oteat  ■  tb 

<  worid  ;  maa,  thereby  divtue,  on  create  as  by  a  Pi^ 
'  ariae  I    Speak  forth  what  is  is  thee ;  what  God  haa  ^htn  im. 
'  what  the  Detil  shsU  not  take  away.    Higbor  taak  thaa  tkal  4 

*  KiesUiood  wu  allotted  to  no  man :  weirt  thoa  b«t  tbe 

*  in  that  aaered  Hiertrohy.iaitnothMtauanoa^tkcniata^a' 

*  and  be  spent  ? 

'  By  thk  Aft,  which  wkoao  will  may  nailegioHaljdagnfcUi 
'  a  handienft,'  adds  TeofelsdrOokh,  '  have  1  tlwiui^artfc  limUm 
'  Writings  oC  mine,  not  indeed  known  aa  nune  (fw  wbat  aM  I^ 

*  have  fdlen,  perhaps  not  altogether  void,  into  the  mi^^  utt 
'  field  of  Opinion  ;  fruits  of  my  unseen  sowing  gmtilyin^  me« 
'  me  here  and  there.  I  thank  the  HesTens  that  I  hare  now  bmi 
'  my  Calling  ;  therein,  with  or  without  perceptible  reanh,  I  ■■ 
'  minded  diligt^ntly  to  perserere. 

'  Nay  how  knoweet  thou,'  criea  he,  '  but  this  and  the  odff 
'  pregnant  Device,  now  grown  to  be  a  world-renowned  fiu-n^ 
'  ing  lastitatiott ;  like  a  grain  of  right  mnstaid-aeed  oasc  «• 
'  into  the  right  soil,  and  now  stretching  out  strong  booghs^to  tl* 
'  four  winds,  for  the  birds  of  the  sir  to  lodge  in, — may  hnre  bea 
'  properly  my  doing  ?  Some  one's  doing  it  without  donbtni: 
'  from  some  Idea,  in  some  single  Head,  it  did  first  of  all  take  fe- 
'ginning:  why  not  from  some  Idea  in  mine}'  Doea  Tenftb- 
drOckh  here  glance  at  that '  SociF.Tr  for  the  Cokskkvatioi 
OP  Propertv  [£igtHlhum3-ceiuermr«»de  Gtiditek^),'  of  wbiti 
■o  many  ambiguous  notices  glide  spectre-like  through  theae  iner 
preasible  Paperhags  }  '  An  Institution,'  hints  he, '  not  nusoito- 
'  ble  to  the  wants  of  the  time ;  as  indeed  such  sudden  extenaw 
'  proves  :  for  already  can  the  Society  niunber,  among  its  office- 

<  bearers  or  corresponding  members,  the  highest  Names,  if  Dot 
'  the  highest  Persons,  in  Germany,  England,  France  ;  and  eoa- 
'  tributions,  both  of  money  and  of  meditation,  poor  in  from  all 
'  quart«s }  to,  if  posaible,  enlist  the  rauining  Integrity  cf  tis 
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'  world,  and,  defensively  and  with  forethought,  marshal  it  round 
<  this  Palladium.'  Does  TeufelsdrOokh  mean,  then,  to  give  him- 
self out  as  the  originator  of  that  so  notable  Eigenthums^onservi- 
rende  (^  Owndom-conserving')  Gcsellschaft  ;  and,  if  so,  what,  in  the 
Devil's  name,  is  it  ?  He  again  hints :  *  At  a  time  when  the  di- 
Tine  Commandment,  Thou  shall  not  steal,  wherein  truly,  if  well 
understood,  is  comprised  the  whole  Hebrew  Decalogue,  with 
Solon's  and  Lycurgus's  Constitutions.  Justinian's  Pandects,  the 
Code  Napoleon,  and  all  Codes,  Catechisms,  Divinities,  Moral- 
ities whatsoever,  that  man  has  hitherto  devised  (and  enforced 
with  Altar-fire  and  Oallows-ropcs)  for  his  social  guidance  :  at  a 
time,  I  say,  when  this  divine  Commandment  has  all  but  faded 
away  from  the  general  remembrance ;  and,  with  little  disguise, 
a  new  opposite  Commandment,  TTiou  shall  steal,  is  everywhere 
promulgated, — it  perhaps  behoved  in  this  universal  dotage  and 
deliration  the  sound  portion  of  mankind  to  bestir  themselves 
and  rally.  When  the  widest  and  wildest  violations  of  that  di- 
vine right  of  Property,  the  only  divine  right  now  extant  or  con- 
ceivable, are  sanctioned  and  recommended  by  a  vicious  Press, 
and  the  world  has  lived  to  hear  it  asserted  that  we  have  no  Prop- 
erty in  our  very  Bodies  bid  only  an  accidental  Possession,  and  Lift' 
rent,  what  is  the  issue  to  be  looked  for  ?  Hangmen  and  Catch- 
poles  may,  by  their  noose-gins  and  baited  fall-traps,  keep  down 
the  smaller  sort  of  vermin  :  but  what,  except  perhaps  some  such 
Universal  Association,  can  protect  us  against  whole  meat- 
devouring  and  man-devouring  hosts  of  Boa-constrictors?  If, 
therefore,  the  more  sequestered  Thinker  have  wondered,  in  his 
privacy,  from  what  hand  that  perhaps  not  ill-written  Program  in 
the  Public  Journals,  with  its  high  Prize  Questions  and  so  lib- 
eral Prizes,  could  have  proceeded, — let  him  now  cease  such 
wonder ;  and,  with  undivided  faculty,  betake  himself  to  the 
Concurrenz  (Competition).' 

"We  ask  .  Has  this  same  *  perhaps  not  ill-written  Program,'  or 
any  other  authentic  Transaction  of  that  Property -conserving  So- 
ciety, fallen  under  the  eye  of  the  British  Reader,  in  any  Journal, 
foreign  or  domestic?  If  so,  what  are  those  Prize- Questions  ; 
what  are  the  terms  of  Competition,  and  when  and  where  ?  No 
printed  Newspaper  leaf,  no  ferther  light  of  any  sort,  to  be  met 
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<^th  in  dieee  FaperUgB  I    Oi  U  Uw 
those  whimwc&Udea,  kud  perrerae  ineJifdlpliKfe 
TeofeladrOokb,  meuiiog  nmcl 
'  pUy  bat  utd  loose  iritli  lul . 

Hen,  indeed,  tX  length,  moat  the  Editor  f^n  atfcasMM  li  > 
painfdl  Boapimon  vhich,  thrtrngh  lata  Ch»pt«n»,  baa  b^giB  k 
haant  him  j  paraljsiDg  vay  little  enthnnaiM,  thrt  aaj|^  4 
bKTO  rendered  Iiis  thorn;  Btognpiiioal  task  s  labow  of  Isi*.  k 
ia  a  anspicioa  gioanded  perhaps  on  triflea,  jet  eoofiniked  alM* 
into  eertainty  by  the  more  and  more  disoemiUie  hamioriatieoM* 
>.  irioal  tendency  of  TenfeladrOekh,  in  whom  iuidet;gnMnd  knaan^ 
and  intrioale  eardonio  rt^neriei,  wheel  within  wheel,  iatj  iM 
.  reckoning :  a  enepicioD  In  one  word,  that  these  Antohiqgt^yiri 
Bocomenta  are  partly  a  mystification  I  What  tf  maaj  k  aoraBii 
Foot  were  little  better  than  a  FicUon ;  if  here  m  had  m>  dJMt 
Camcrr-.-fh-t^'tn  Vl-i'^r'^  "f  'Axo  Pr.>fe'?^f3  History  :  \mt  oalr 
soiw.  ^^.-  ^.  1.--  i— ■- — '-  A^_._i.^_..ii,  ij,i^L'uli^Jl_j-,  j*rh»f* 
significantly  enough,  shadowing  forth  the  same  I  Onr  tbeMJ  It- 
gina  to  be  that,  id  reeeiring  as  literally  anthentio  what  waa  bil 
hieroglyphicallj  so,  Hofrath  Heuschreche,  whom  in  that  ease  n 
scruple  not  to  name  Hofrath  Noso-of-Wax,  was  made  a  fnol  a( 
and  set  adrift  to  make  fools  of  others.  Could  it  be  expected,  ia- 
deed,  that  a  man  so  known  for  impenetrable  reticence  aa  TeofUi- 
drOckb,  would  all  at  once  frankly  unlock  his  prirate  citadel  ti 
an  Englbh  Editor  and  a  German  Hofrath ;  and  not  rather  de- 
ceptively t'nlock  both  Editor  and  Hofiath,  in  the  labjrinthie  to- 
tuositiea  and  corered  ways  of  said  citadel  (having  enticed  thcB 
thither),  to  see,  in  bis  half-deTiliah  way,  how  the  fools  wooU 
look! 

Of  one  fool,  howerer,  the  Herr  Professor  will  perhapa  U 
himself  short  On  a  small  slip  formerly  thrown  aside  as  Uank, 
the  ink  being  all  but  invisible,  we  lately  notice,  and  with  elfcrt 
decipher,  the  following :  '  What  are  your  historical  Facta ;  slin 
'  more  your  bic^raphical  ?  Wilt  thou  know  a  Man,  above  all,  a 
'  Mankind,  by  stringing  together  beadrolls  of  what  thon  nantat 
'  Facta  1  The  man  is  the  spirit  he  worked  in ;  not  what  he  did, 
*  but  what  he  became.    Facto  ate  enured  Hieniyi^pi^  tar  whie^ 
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'  the  fewest  have  the  key.  And  then  how  your  Blockhead  {Dumm' 
^  Aeo^)  studies  not  their  Meaning ;  hut  simply  whether  they  are 
<  well  or  ill  out,  what  he  calls  Moral  or  Immoral !  Still  worse  is 
^  it  with  your  Bungler  {Pfascker) :  such  I  have  seen  reading  some 
'  Bousseau,  with  pretences  of  interpretation  ;  and  mistaking  the 
^  ill-cut  Serpent-of-£tcrnity  for  a  common  poisonous  Reptile.' 
Was  the  Professor  apprehensive  lest  an  Editor,  selected  as  the 
present  hoaste  himself,  might  mistake  the  Teufelsdrdckh  Serpent- 
of-£temity  in  like  manner  9  For  which  reason  it  was  to  he  al- 
tered, not  without  underhand  satire,  into  a  plainer  Symbol?  Or 
is  this  merely  one  of  his  half-sophisms,  half-truisms,  which  if  he 
can  but  set  on  the  back  of  a  Figure,  he  cares  not  whither  it  gal- 
lop 1  Wo  say  not  with  certainty ;  and  indeed,  so  strange  is  the 
Professor,  can  never  say.  If  our  Suspicion  be  wholly  unfounded 
let  his  own  questionable  ways,  not  our  necessary  circumspectness, 
bear  the  blame. 

But  be  this  as  it  will,  the  somewhat  exasperated  and  indeed 
exhausted  Editor  determines  here  to  shut  these  Paperbags,  for 
the  present.  Let  it  suffice  that  we  know  of  Teufelsdrdckh,  so  far, 
if  ^  not  what  he  did,  yet  what  he  became  :'  the  rather,  as  his  cha- 
racter has  now  taken  its  ultimate  bent,  and  no  new  revolution  of 
importance  is  to  be  looked  for.  The  imprisoned  Chrysalis  is  now 
a  winged  Psyche  :  and  such,  wheresoever  be  its  flight,  it  will  con- 
tinue. To  trace  by  what  complex  gyrations  (flights  or  involun- 
tary waftings)  through  the  mere  external  Life-element,  Teufels- 
drdckh reaches  his  University  Professorship,  and  the  Psjohe 
clothes  himself  in  civic  Titles,  without  altering  her  now  fixed 
nature, — would  be  comparatively  an  unproductive  task,  were  we 
even  unsuspicious  of  its  being,  for  us  at  least,  a  fieilse  and  impossi- 
ble one.  His  outward  Biography,  therefore,  which,  at  the  Blu- 
mine  Lover's-Leap,  we  saw  churned  utterly  into  spray-vapour, 
may  hover  in  that  condition,  for  aught  that  concerns  us  hera 
Enough  that,  by  survey  of  certain  '  pools  and  plashes,'  we  have 
ascertained  its  general  direction  :  do  we  not  already  know  that, 
by  one  way  and  other,  it  has  long  since  rained  down  again  into  a 
stream ;  and  even  now,  at  Weissnichtwo,  flows  deep  and  still, 
fraught  with  the  PkUosapky  of  Clothes,  and  visible  to  whoso  will 
oast  eye  therecm?    Over  much  invaluable  matter  that  lies  aott* 


la  SABTOft  BBUXTOa. 

land,  lika  jnrcls  among  qiuuTy-nibtHali,  in  (boae  Pi 

*•  may  li»Ta  occaaon  U>  j^oe  bkok,  wid  Mnewhat  wilt 

luartioB  at  the  ri^t  ptaee :  nwacwUle,  be  «r  liiMii»a  tf|pV 

Uwraiik  n^ectled. 

If  noir,  bribre  reopening  the  grmt  CHMa.Vaiwmt,w  ^^ 
oar  degrao  of  progreM,  duiif  Uteee  Tea  Chmpttn,  haa  Ihh, 
tgwarda  ritfut  iiadarataaduig  rf  the  CiaOetJAtfiaijij^  lat  aal » 
'  diaooniaganiMit  become  (otaL  To  qxak  in  tbst  oU  igaraafAt 
.  Hell^le  Bridga  orer  Chaos,  a  few  fijiag  pOBtoosa  han  fu^i 
baen  added,  tkongb  u  jret  they  drift  strag^Bg  on  tbo  Flood;  kai 
&r  they  will  reach,  when  once  the  ofaaina'are  stiai^taMd  ai 
fitateued,  oan,  at  prewnt,  only  be  matter  of  oonjaetarft. 

80  moeh  we  already  calcolate :  Thnmgli  many  a  little  iMf 
kde,  we  have  had  glimpaea'  into  the  internal  wtirld  of  Tcalib 
drOekh ;  his  strange'  myatic,  almost  magie  Diagram  of  the  Ca- 
Tone,  and  ho\T  it  was  gradually  drawn,  is  not  heniwfbrtb  ah*- 
gether  dark  tn  as.  Those  Mysterioos  ideas  on  Tine,  which  atrr. 
eonuderation,  and  are  not  wholly  nnintelligible  with  snch.  may  h 
ftnd  by  prore  ^gnificaot  Still  more  may  bis  somewhat  pecstiu 
new  of  Natures;  the  decisive  Oneness  he  ascribes  to  Nanirc 
How  all  Nature  and  Life  are  bnt  one  Garmfnt,  a  '  Living  Gir- 
ment,'  woven  and  ever  a-weaving  in  the  '  Loom  of  Time  :'  i;  dm 
here,  indeed,  the  outline  of  a  whole  Clttkrt-PiiHotofihy ;  at  l^ut 
the  arena  it  is  to  work  in?  Bemark  Kno  that  the  Character  of  ik 
man,  nowise  without  meaning  in  such  a  matter,  become*  It* 
enigmatic :  amid  so  moch  tomidtuous  obscurity  almost  like  dilawJ 
madness,  do  not  a  certain  indomitable  Defiance  and  yet  a  bonn^ 
less  Reverenci'  seem  to  loom  forth,  as  the  two  moontain-summiK 
on  whose  rock-strata  all  the  rest  were  based  and  built } 

Nay,  fiirther,  may  we  not  say  that  TeufelsdrOckh's  BiograpfaT. 
allowing  it  ev<^n,  as  snspected,  only  a  hieroglypliical  truth.  eifailiB 
a  man  as  it  wtre  preappointed  for  Clothes-Philosophy  I  To  Icci 
through  the  Showa  of  things  into  Things  themselves  he  is  led  and 
compelled.  The  '  Passivity'  given  him  bj  Hrth  b  fostered  by  ill 
(nru  of  his  fijrtnne.  Everywhere  cast  out,  like  oil  oat  of  water 
from  mingling  io  any  Employment,  in  any  public  Communion,  bf 
has  no  portiob  baf  Solitude  and  a  life  of  Meditation.  The  wbolt 
•Bsogy  of  hjji  existence  ia  directed,  through  long  yeara,  va  cm 
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ta0k ;  that  of  enduring  pain,  if  he  cannot  cure  it.  Thus  everywhere 
do  the  Shows  of  things  oppress  him,  withstand  him,  threaten  him 
with  fearfulest  destruction;  only  by  victoriously  penetrating  into 
Things  themselves,  can  he  find  peace  and  a  stronghold.  But  is 
not  this  same  looking  through  the  Shows,  or  Vestures,  into  the 
Things,  even  the  first  preliminary  to  a  Philosophy  of  Clothes  ?  Do 
we  not,  in  all  this,  discern  some  beckonings  towards  the  true 
higher  purport  of  such  a  Philosophy ;  and  what  shape  it  must 
mssume  with  such  a  man,  in  inch  an  era? 

Perhaps  in  entering  on  Book  Third,  the  courteous  Reader  is 
not  utterly  without  guess  whither  he  is  bound :  nor,  let  us  hope, 
for  all  the  fantastic  Bream-Orottoes  through  which,  as  is  our  lot 
with  TeufelsdrOckh,  he  must  wander,  will  there  be  wanting  be- 
tween whiles  some  twinkling  of  a  steady  Polar  Star. 


BOOK  III. 
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CHAPTER    I. 

INCIDENT    IN    MODERN    BISTORT. 

As  a  wondor-loying  and  wonder-seeking  man,  TeufelsdrOokh, 
from  an  early  part  of  his  Clothes-Volume,  has  more  and  more  ex- 
hibited himself.  Striking  it  was,  amid  all  his  perverse  cloudi- 
ness, with  what  force  of  vision  and  of  heart  he  pierced  into  the 
mystery  of  the  World ;  recognising  in  the  highest  sensible  phe- 
nomena, so  far  as  Sense  went,  only  fresh  or  faded  Raiment ;  yet 
ever,  under  this,  a  celestial  Essence  thereby  rendered  visible ;  and 
while,  on  the  one  hand,  he  trod  the  old  rags  of  Matter,  with 
their  tinsels,  into  the  mire,  he  on  the  other  everywhere  exalted 
Spirit  above  all  earthly  principalities  and  powers,  and  worshipped 
it,  though  under  the  meanest  shapes,  with  a  true  Platonic  Mys- 
ticism. What  the  man  ultimately  purposed  by  thus  casting  his 
Greek-fire  into  the  general  Wardrobe  of  the  Universe ;  what 
such,  more  or  less  complete,  rending  and  burning  of  Garments 
throughout  the  whole  compass  of  Civilised  Life  and  Speculation, 
should  lead  to :  the  rather  as  he  was  no  Adamite,  in  any  sense, 
and  could  not,  like  Rousseau,  recommend  either  bodily  or  intel- 
lectual Nudity,  and  a  return  to  the  savage  state :  all  this  our 
readers  are  now  bent  to  discover ;  this  is,  in  fact,  properly  the 
gist  and  purport  of  Professor  TeufelsdrOckh's  Philosophy  of 
Clothes. 

Be  it  remembered,  however,  that  such  purport  is  here  not  so 
much  evolved  as  detected  to  lie  ready  for  evolving.  We  are  to 
guide  our  British  Friends  into  the  new  Gold-country,  and  shew 
them  the  mines ;  nowise  to  dig  out  and  exhaust  its  wealth,  which 
indeed  remains  for  all  time  inexhaustible.  Once  there,  let  each 
dig  for  his  own  behoof,  and  enrich  himself. 

Neither,  in  so  capricious  inexpressible  a  Work  as  this  of  the 
Professor's,  can  our  course  now  more  than  formerly  be  straight- 
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tinrard,  step  by  stepy  bat  at  best  letp  bj  kap.  BiguMmaA  Uit 
MtioDB  stand  out  here  and  tbere ;  whieh  fi»r  the  eritieal  eja,  Ail 
kdks  both  widely  and  narrowly,  shape  themselTQa  iate  mm 
gronnd-scheme  of  a  Whole:  to  seleot'tfaese  with  jiiilfiBl,  ■ 
that  a  leap  from  one  to  the  other  be  poasible,  and  (in  oar  dl 
igore)  by  ehaining  them  together,  a  passable  Bridge  be  cAeelrf: 
this,  as  heretofore,  oontinoes  oar  only  method.  AnMmg  sad 
light-spots,  the  blowing,  floating  in  moeh  wild  matter  abort 
Feffedihiliiy,  has  seemed  worth  datching  at : 

<  Perhaps  the  most  remarkable  incident  in  Modem  ITistsij.* 
says  Teafolsdrookh,  <ia  not  the  Diet  of  Worms,  still  Ism  Ik 

<  Battle  of  Aosterliti,  Waterloo,  Peterkw,  or  any  other  Baldt; 

<  bat  an  inddent  passed  earelessly  Ofer  by  most  HistoriaBS,  sei 

*  treated  with  some  degree  <rf  lidieale  by  others:  namely,  Geoqi 
<Fox's  making  to  himself  a  suit  of  Leather.  TUs  maa,  AeirtI 
'  of  the  Qoakers,  and  by  trade  a  Shoemaker,  was  one  of  those.  H 
'  whom,  under  ruder  or  purer  form,  the  Divine  Idea  of  the  Usi- 
'  verse  b  pleased  to  manifest  itself ;  and,  across  all  the  hallf  d 
'  Ignorance  and  earthly  Degradation,  shine  through,  in  unspesk* 
'  able  Awfiilness,  unsp^ikable  Beauty,  on  their  souls ;  who  there* 
'  fore  are  rightly  accounted  Prophets,  Gknl-possessed  ;    or  erta 

<  Gk>ds,  as  in  some  periods  it  has  chanced.  Sitting  in  his  stiJl; 
'  working  on  tanned  hides,  amid  pincers,  paste-horns,  rosin,  swise- 

<  bristles,  and  a  nameless  flood  of  rubbish,  this  youth  had  nerer 
'  theless  a  Living  Spirit  belonging  to  him ;  also  an  antique  Ii- 
'  spired  Volume,  through  which,  as  through  a  window,  it  coeU 
'  look  upwards,  and  discern  its  celestial  Home.     The  task  of  • 

<  daily  pair  of  shoes,  coupled  even  with  some  prospect  of  Tictuabi 
'  and  an  honourable  Mastership  in  Cordwainery,  and  perhaps  the 
'post  of  Thirdborough  in  his  Hundred,  as  the  crown  of  long 
'  faithful  sewing, — ^was  nowise  satisfaction  enough  to  such  a  mind: 
'  but  ever  amid  the  boring  and  hammering  came  tones  from  that 

*  for  country,  came  Splendours  and  Terrors ;  for  this  poor  Cord* 
'  waincr,  as  we  said,  was  a  Man :  and  the  Temple  of  Immensity, 
'  wherein  as  Man  he  had  been  sent  to  minister,  was  full  of  holy 
'  mystery  to  him. 

*  The  Clergy  of  the  neighbourhood,  the  ordained  Watchers  and 
'  interpreters  of  that  same  holy  mystery,  listened  with  nnafleeted 
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tedium  to  his  consultations,  and  advised  him,  as  the  solution  of 
aach  doubts,  to  ^  drink  beer,  and  dance  with  the  ^rls."  Blind 
leaders  of  the  blind !  For  what  end  were  their  tithes  levied  and 
eaten ;  for  what  were  their  shovel-hats  scooped  out,  and  their 
surplices  and  cassock-aprons  girt  on  ;  and  such  a  church-repair- 
ing, and  chaffering,  and  organing,  and  other  racketing,  held 
over  that  spot  of  Ood's  Earth, — if  Man  were  but  a  Patent  Di- 
gester, and  the  Belly  with  its  adjuncts  the  grand  Reality  ?  Fox 
turned  from  them,  with  tears  and  a  sacred  scorn,  back  to  his 
Leather-parings  and  his  Bible.  Mountains  of  encumbrance, 
higher  than  ^tna,  had  been  heaped  over  that  Spirit :  but  it 
was  a  Spirit,  and  would  not  lie  buried  there.  Through  long 
days  and  nights  of  silent  agony,  it  struggled  and  wrestled,  with 
•  man's  force,  to  be  free :  how  its  prison-mountainB  heaved  and 
awayed  tumultuously,  as  the  giant  spirit  shook  them  to  this 
hand  and  that,  and  emerged  into  the  light  of  Heaven !  That 
Leicester  shoe-shop,  had  men  known  it,  was  a  holier  place  than 
any  Vatican  or  Loretto-shrine. — '^  So  bandaged,  and  hampered, 
and  hemmed  in,"  groaned  he,  '^  with  thousand  requisitions,  obli- 
gations, straps,  tatters,  and  tagrags,  I  can  neither  see  nor  move : 
not  my  own  am  I,  but  the  World's ;  and  Time  flies  fast,  and 
Heaven  is  high,  and  Hell  is  deep :  Man !  bethink  thee,  if  thou 
hast  power  of  Thought!  Why  not;  what  binds  me  here? 
Want,  want! — ^Ha,  of  what?  Will  all  the  shoe-wages  under 
the  Moon  ferry  me  across  into  that  far  Land  of  Light  ?  Only 
Meditation  can,  and  devout  Prayer  to  God.  I  will  to  the  woods : 
the  hollow  of  a  tree  will  lodge  me,  wild  berries  feed  me ;  and  for 
Clothes,  cannot  I  stitch  myself  one  perennial  suit  of  Leather." 

<  Historical  Oil-painting,'  continues  TeufelsdrOckh,  <  is  one  of 
the  Arts  I  never  practised ;  therefore  shall  I  not  decide  whether 
this  subject  were  easy  of  execution  on  the  canvass.  Yet  often 
has  it  seemed  to  me  as  if  such  first  outflashing  of  man's  Free- 
will, to  lighten,  more  and  more  into  Day,  the  Chaotic  Night  that 
threatened  to  engulph  him  in  its  hindrances  and  its  horrors, 
were  properly  the  only  grandeur  there  is  in  History.  Let  some 
living  Angelo  or  Rosa,  with  seeing  eye  and  understanding  heart, 
picture  (George  Fox  on  that  momiog,  when  be  spreads  out  his 
eatting-board  frr  the  last  tine,  and  eata  aow^hidas  by  unwonted 
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'  [lalWrna,  and  stitches  them  together  into  one  coDlJsacn!  i 
'  including  Cuae,  the  farewell  eervice  of  Lis  awl !  Stitct  WK 
'  thou  noble  Fox  ;  every  prick  of  that  little  instnimeBt  U  jetk 
'  irig  into  the  heart  of  Slavery,  and  World-worship,  and  tic  Mw 
'mon-god.  Thy  elbows  jerk,  as  in  strong  Ew-immer-Etroh&M 
'  ei-ery  stroke  is  bearing  thee  across  the  Prison -ditch,  wi^ 
'  which  Vanity  holds  her  ""    ' '  and  Hag&ir,  into  \u>^ 

'  true  liberty  ;  were  the  wi  here  is  in  broad  Eaivpet 

'  Free  Man,  and  thou  art  1 

-  Thus  &om  the  lowee  re  b  a  path  to  the  IcAiri 

'  height ;  and  for  the   I'o  Giospel  has    been  pubiijW 

'  Surely,  if,  as  D'Alembert  ly  illustrious  oameskJie.  Cv 

'genes,  was  the  greatest  tiqnity,  only  that  he 

'  Decency,  then  by  strong  i  iieorge  Pox  the  greateii 

'tho  Moderns;  and  great  ioge.ies  hitaself:  for  he  «« 

'stands  on  the  adamantine  uu>u>  u.  his  Manhood,  eaatiitf  «ili 
'  all  props  and  ehoars ;  jet  sot,  in  lialf-eaTaga  Pride, 
'  iug  the  Earth  ;  Viiluiiig  it  rathor.  as  a  plaee  to  vieM  hi 
'and  food,  he  looks  [leavcuward  from  liis  Karlb.  aud  dw.  II-  m  n   I 
'element  of  Mercy  and  Worship,  with  a  still  Strenfith.  suohi'  I 
'the   Cynit'B   Tub  did   iiowiae   witness.      Great,    truly,   wsi  lial   | 
'  Tab  ,\a  teoiph  from  which  luau's  dignity  and  diviniiy  was  scon.- 
'  fully  preached  abroad  ;  but  greater  is  the  Leather  Hull,  fur  tl< 
'  same  sermon  was  preached  there,  and  not  in  Scorn  but  in  L."' 

George  Fox's  '  perennial  Huit,'  with  all  that  it  held,  has  brti- 
wom  quite  into  ashes  for  nigh  two  centuries;  why.  in  a  di-itt- 
Bion  on  the  Jt'erjWlibiiUi/  of  Socielff.  reproduce  it  now  ?  Nol  op^ 
of  blind  sectarian  partisanship:  Teufelsdriickh  liiiusejf  is  d' 
Quaker;  with  all  his  pacific  tendencies,  did  we  not  l-w  him,  io 
that  scene  at  the  North  Cape,  with  the  Archangel  Siuugjl^r. 
exhibit  fire-arms  J 

For  us,  aware  of  his  deep  Sansculottism,  there  is  more  niMD! 
in  this  passage  tbau  meets  the  ear.  At  the  saue  time,  who  t'3U 
avoid  smiling  at  the  earnestness  and  Boeotian  simplicity  (if  jodei'l 
there  be  not  an  underhand  sat  ire  in  it},  with  which  "that  -W-- 
dent'  is  here  brought  forward  ;  and,  in  the  Professor's  ambiguous 
way,  as  clearly  perhaps  as  he  durst  in  'Weissnichtwo,  recommended 
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o  imitatioa !  Does  TeofelsdrOokh  anticipate  that,  in  this  age  of 
lefinement,  any  considerable  class  of  the  community,  by  way  of 
»eetifying  against  the  ^  Mammon-god,'  and  escaping  from  what  he 
lalls  '  Vanity's  Workhouse  and  Ragfair,'  where  doubtless  some 
xf  them  are  toiled  and  whipped  and  hoodwinked  sufficiently, — 
irill  sheathe  themselves  in  close-fitting  cases  of  Leather  ?  The 
idea  is  ridiculous  in  the  extreme.  Will  Majesty  lay  aside  its 
robes  of  state,  and  Beauty  its  frills  and  train-gowns,  for  a  second- 
ikin  of  tanned  hide?  By  which  change  Huddersfield  and  Man- 
ohester,  and  Goyentry  and  Paisley,  and  the  Fancy-Bazaar,  were 
reduced  to  himgry  solitudes ;  and  only  Day'  and  Martin  oould 
profit.  For  neither  would  TeufelsdrOckh's  mad  daydream,  here 
IS  we  presume  covertly  intended,  of  levelling  Society  {levelling  it 
indeed  with  a  vengeance,  into  one  huge  drowned  marsh  !),  and  so 
attaining  the  political  effects  of  Nudity  without  its  frigorific  or 
other  consequences, — ^be  thereby  realised.  Would  not  the  rich 
man  purchase  a  waterproof  suit  of  Russia  Leather  ;  and  the  high- 
bom  Belle  step  forth  in  red  or  azure  morocco,  lined  with  shamoy ; 
die  black  cowhide  being  left  to  the  Drudges  and  Gibeonites  of 
^e  world  ;  and  so  all  the  old  Distinctions  be  re-established  ? 

Or  has  the  Professor  his  own  deeper  intention  ;  and  laughs  in 
lis  sleeve  at  our  strictures  and  glosses,  which  indeed  are  but  a 
part  thereof? 


-^^5^ 


^ 


CHAPTER   U. 


Mot  iMt  <{K3tionaUe  is  his  Ohapter  <n  ChmnM  CkUm,  4M 
hMlhe  liitker  diatinetion  of  Iwiiig  the alrartast  ia  fluTi' 

Wo  lun  toaadMe  it  entire: 

'  By  OhnnA  Clothes,  it  need  not  be  prraiiaed,  Aat  I 
'tofailely  Mm  th&n  Caaaodn  and  Bnrptioei;  Bod  do  aotrid 
'a— n  the  mere  hkberdasber  8aitd»;  Oothes  tkmt  bob  g>  k 
'Ghnreh  in.  Far  from  it !  Cliimh-Ciotliea  are,  in  our  r 
'laiy,  tbe  Fonos,  the  Vatura,  under  which  men  hare  at  varioM 
'periods  embodied  and  represented  for  tbemaelrefl  the  ReKpnm 
'Principle;  that  is  to  say,  invested  theDirine  Idea  of  the  W«U 
'  with  a  aennble  and  practically  active  Bodj,  ao  dtat  it  w^ 
'  dwell  among  them  as  a  lit-ing  and  Uie-glviiig  Word. 

'  Theae  are  nnspeakabl;  the  moat  important  of  all  the  nitaM 
'and  gamitorti'  of  Homaa  Exietenoe.  They  are  first  sp^  lal 
'woTen,  I  may  aa;,  by  that  wonder 'of  wonders,  Socmr;  6x  il 
*  is  still  only  when  "  two  or  three  are  gathered  togetho"  Utt 
'  Religion,  Bpiritoallj  existent,  and  indeed  indestructible  bow«TK 
'latent,  in  each,  first  oatwardlj  manifesta  iteelf  (as  with  "dona 
'  tongues  of  fire'),  aud  seeks  to  be  embodied  in  a  visible  Coam- 
'nion,  and  Church  Militant  Mystical,  more  than  magical,  it 
'  that  Gammoning  of  Soul  with  Soal,  both  looking  heereawaid: 
'  here  properly  Sonl  first  speaks  with  Soul ',  for  only  in  4qttiBg 

<  heavenward,  take  it  in  what  sense  yon  may,  not  in  looldngmht 
'  ward,  does  what  we  can  call  Union,  muttul  Lore,  Society,  begis 

<  to  be  posHble.  How  true  is  that  of  Novalis  :  "  It  ia  certain,  ■/ 
'  Belief  gains  quite  ii^tutdy  the  moment  I  can  conviikoe  aDothn 
'  mind  thereof !"  Oaie  thoa  in  tbe  &oe  of  thy  Brother,  in  thoai 
'  eyes  where  playi  the  lambent  fire  of  KiDdneas,  or  in  those  wb«s 
'ngn  the  luid  eonflagtation  of  Aagar;  Etel  how  thjowa  ■ 
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quiet  Soul  is  straigbtwaj  inyoluntarily  kindled  with  the  like, 
and  ye  blaze  and  reverberate  on  each  other,  till  it  is  all  one 
limitless  conflueDt  flame  (of  embracing  Love,  or  of  deadly -grap- 
pling Hate) ;  and  then  say  what  miraculous  virtue  goes  out  of 
man  into  man.  But  if  so,  through  all  the  thick-plied  hull  of 
our  Earthly  Life  ;  how  much  more  when  it  is  of  the  Divine  Life 
We  speak,  and  inmost  Me  is,  as  it  were,  brought  into  contact 
with  inmost  Me  ! 

*  Thus  was  it  that  I  said,  the  Church-Clothes  arc  first  spun 
and  woven  by  Society  ;  outward  Religion  originates  by  Society, 

/  Society  becomes  possible  by  Religion.  Nay,  perhaps  every  con- 
'  oeivable  Society,  past  and  present,  may  well  be  figured  as  pro- 
/perly  and  wholly  a  Church,  in  one  or  other  of  these  three 
'predicaments:  an  audibly  preaching  and  prophesying  Church, 
'which  is  the  best;  second,  a  Church  that  struggles  to  preach 
.'and  prophesy,  but  cannot  as  yet,  till  its  Pentecost  come;  and 
'  third  and  worst,  a  Church  gone  dumb  with  old  age,  or  which 
'only  mumbles  delirium  prior  to  dissolution.  Whoso  fancies 
'  that  by  Church  is  here  meant  Chapterhouses  and  Cathedrals,  or 
'  by  preaching  and  prophesying,  mere  speech  and  chaunting.  let 
'  him,*  says  the  oracular  Professor,  *  read  on,  light  of  heart 
« {jgetrosten  Muthes). 

*  But  with  regard  to  your  Church  proper,  and  the  Church- 
Clothes  specially  recognised  as  Church-Clothes,  I  remark,  fear- 

'  lessly  enough,  that  without  such  Vestures  and  sacred  Tissues 
'  Society  has  not  existed,  and  will  not  exist.  For  if  Government 
'  is,  so  to  speak,  the  outward  skin  of  the  Body  Politic,  holding  the 

<  whole  together  and  protecting  it ;  and  all  your  Craft-Guilds, 

<  and  Associations  for  Industry,  of  hand  or  of  head,  are  the 

*  Fleshly  Clothes,  the  muscular  and  osseous  Tissues,  (lying  nndn 

Isuch  skin),  whereby  Society  stands  and"  works  ; — then  is  Reli- 
gion the  inmost  Pericardial  and  Nervous  Tissue,  which  ministers 
Life  and  warm  Circulation  to  the  whole.  Without  which 
Pericardial  Tissue  the  Bones  and  Muscles  (of  Industry)  wt-ro 
'  inert,  or  animated  only  by  a  Galvanic  vitality  ;  the  skin  Avould 

*  become  a  shrivelled  pelt,  or  fast-rotting  raw-hide ;  and  Society 
'  itself  a  dead  carcass, — deserving  to  be  buried.     Men  were  no 

*  longer  Social,  but  Gregarious  ;  which  latter  state  also  could  not 

0 
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*«ODtiiuM,VQt  most  gndnkl^  imih  in  VMiwtmtl  mUA  fi 
'  Iwtnd,  nvage  isoUtioD,  kud  di^enion ; — whonby,  ■■  wa  i 
•  aintiitiM  to  uj,  the  TQ17  dost  tnd  d«^  body  at  Bodatj  w&M 
'  hxn  er&panbicd  and  beoome  &b)diili«d.  Sac^  and  ao  alMsfir 
'  tant,  ■ll-mitainiBg,  ue  Ute  Ctmrdi-Ciotliaa,  to  caTiliaad  v  «■ 


'Meanwhile,  in  oar  en  of  Ui«  World,  those  sniott  Quad- 
'  Clothes  have  gone  Borrowfdnf  ont  at  elbows :  >«;,  &r  ni% 
'■um;  of  thecQ  bare  becomo  mere  hollow  Sb^ea,  or  Hadi 
'  under  which  no  liring  Figure  or  Spirit  an;  loiter  dwdls ;  b* 
'  onlj  apidera  and  snclean  beetles,  in  horrid  aocaanlstko,  4iai 
<  their  trade ;  and  the  Mask  still  glares  on  yon  with  its  ^im  ija. 
I  in  ghaatljr  affectuioo  of  Life, — eome  generation  and  halt  dM 
'  RwligiiMi  hae  qnite  withdrawn  from  it,  and  in  onnotiood  vdii 
'  is  wea'ring  fbr  benetf  new  Testnres,  wherewith  to  re^^aar,  ^ 
'blesa  OS,  or  our  hodb  or  grandsona  As  a  Priest,  or  Inl«rptt« 
'  of  the  Holy,  is  the  noblest  and  highest  of  all  men,  so  is  a  Shi» 

*  priest  (&Aun-;)r>eifar)  the  fidsest  and  basest:  neither  ijs  itdoaln- 
'  fill  that  bis  Caoonicals,  were  thej  Popes'  Tiaras,  will  one  dq 
'  be  torn  from  hiin,  to  mAke  bandages  for  the  woonds  of  aat- 

*  kind ;  or  even  to  bom  into  tinder,  for  genet«l  scientific  ■ 
'cnlinary  parposcs. 

'  All  wliiab,  aa  out  of  place  here,  falb  to  be  bandied  in  qj 
'  Second  YoluBie,  On  Iht  FaUHgenesia,  or  iVVvdirfi  rf  S»i^: 
'  which  volome,  as  treating  practically  of  the  Wear,  DestnewSi 
'  and  Be-testure  of  Spiritoal  Tissues,  or  Garments,  fonaa,  p» 
'perl;  speakiug,  the  Transcendental  or  ulUmate  Portion  of  lUi 

*  my  Work  m  Clodiet,  and  is  already  in  a  slate  of  forwardn^' 

And  herewith,  no  &rtber  exposition,  note,  or  commeataiy  W- 
ing  added,  docs  TeofelsdrOckh,  aod  roust  his  Editor  now,  tent- 
nat«  'the  singolar  chapter  on  Cburcb-Clothes  I 
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~ .    Probably  it  will  elucidate  the  drift  of  these  foregpiug  obscure 

^.■tterances,  if  we  here  insert  somewhat  of  our  Professor's  specu- 

^^Iftlions  on  Spnbols.     To  state  his  whole  doctrine,  indeed,  were 

^,  beyond  our  compass :  nowhere  is  he  more  mysterious,  impalpable, 

ZlthaB  in  this  of  ^Fantasy  being  the  organ  of  the  Godlike;'  and 

^. how  ^ Man  thereby,  though  based,  to  all  seeming,  on  the  small 

. '  Yinble,  does  neyertheless  extend  down  into  the  infinite  deeps  of 

^  '  the  Invisible,  of  which  In  visible,  indeed,  his  Life  is  properly  the 

^,  *  bodying  forth.'     Let  us,  omitting  these  high  transcendental  as- 

.   pecis  of  the  matter,  study  to  glean  (whether  from  the  Paperbags 

^   or  the  Printed  Volume)  what  little  seems  logical  and  practical, 

and  cunningly  arrange  it  into  such  degree  of  coherence  as  it  will 

UBuma     By  way  of  proem,  take  the  following  not  injudicious 

remarks: 

'  The  benignant  efficacies  of  Concealment,'  cries  our  Professor, 
'who  riiall  speak  or  sing?     Silence  and  Secrecy!     Altars 

*  might  still  be  raised  to  them  (were  this  an  altar-building  time) 
'for  uniyersal  worship.  Silence  is  the  element  in  which  great 
'  things  ftshion  themselves  together ;  that  at  length  they  may 

*  emerge,  full-formed  and  majestic,  into  the  daylight  of  Life, 
'which  they  are  thenceforth  to  rule.  Not  William  the  Silent 
<  only,  but  all  the  considerable  men  I  have  known,  and  the  most 
'  undiplomatic  and  unstrategio  of  these,  forbore  to  babble  of  what 

*  they  were  creating  and  projecting.     Nay,  in  thy  own  mean  per- 

*  plezities,  do  thou  thyself  but  hold  thy  tongue  for  one  day :  on  the 
'  morrow,  bow  mnoh  clearer  are  thy  purposes,  and  duties ;  what 
'  wreck  and  rubbish  have  those  mute  workmen  within  thee  swept 
'  away,  when  intrusive  noises  were  shut  oat !  Speech  is  too  often 
*]iot^  ae  tke  Frenchman  defined  it,  the  art  of  eonoealing  Thought; 
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'but  of  quite  stifliog  and  BUiipeading  Thougbt,  so  that  tbrni 
'  none  to  conoeat.     Speech  too  is  great,  but  not  the  greatcit    It 
'  the  Swiss  Inacription  aajs :   SprecAim  ift  sUbrrHf  SeJimgt* 
' giiUien  (Speech  is  eilvera,  Sileoce  ie  golden);  or  na  I  oij 

*  rather  eiprcBs  it :  Speech  is  of  Time,  Silence  b  of  Kternit; 

'  Bees  will  not  work  except  in  darkness ;  Thoaght  will  not  nA 
'  except  in  Silence  ;  neithe-  ;ue  work  esccpt  in  S«t«J 

'  Let  not  thy  right  hand  ki  ly  left  hand  doeth  \    N*i " 

*  shalt  thou  prate  even  to  t  art  of  ■'  those  secrets  kw« 
'to  all."     Is  not  Shamo  t  all  Virtue,  of  all  good 

'  nors,  and  good  morals  ?     i  plants,  Virtue  will  not  p# 

'  unless  its  root  be  hidden  im  the  eye  of  the  sun. 

'  the  aun  shine  on  it,  naj  ok  at  it  priviljr  tiywlf,  iW 

'  root  withers,  and  no  flor  I  thee.     0  my  Friendi,  »k« 

'  we  Tiew  the  feir  clusteri  that  over-wroatbe,  for  ewe 

'  pie,  the  lyiarriage-bower,  k  uioirole  man's  life  with  tha  br 
'gntnce  and  bnes  of  Heaven,  what  hand  wttl  not  smite  AeM 
'liluiMlerer  that  gnilis  tliuiii  up  liy  liii'  nn)[>.  im,!,  iviih  "rluEia; 
'gruutiug  satipfactiim,  slieivs  u?  iIjl'  iluiig  th.'y  tliiuri^h  in  !  Jlr! 
'  speak  much  of  the  Vriuliug  I'rcsa  with  its  Newspapers  .  da  ffi* 
'  nie/. !  what  aro  those  to  Clothes  and  the  Tailor  "a  (ioosc  Y 

'  Of  kin  to  the  so  incaleulable  influences  of  ConcealmcnL  itJ 
'  LiinuectL'd  with  still  greater  thintrg,  is  the  wondrous  agenrj'^' 
'  Si/mbuls.  In  a  Symbol  Ihoro  is  concealment  and  yet  rerelstii't 
'here,  therefore,  by  Hilenee  and  by  Speech  acting  together,  couk" 
'a  doubled  sign ifica nee.  Anil  if  both  the  Speech  be  itself  hi^ 
'and  the  Siloiiw  fit  and  noble,  Imw  e!:pressive  w  ill  their  nnkc 
'be!  Thus  Jii  in;iny  a  painled  Do  vice,  or  simple  Seal-embltit 
'tile  eomnionest  Truth  stands  out  to  lis  proclaimed  with  quii': 

'  I'ur  it  ia  here  that  Fantasy  With  her  mystic  wonderland  plii? 
'  into  the  small  prose  domain  of  Sense,  and  becomes  iucorperaiH 
'  therewith.  In  the  Symbol  proper,  what  wo  can  call  a  SymU'l. 
I '  there  is  ever,  more  or  leas  distinctly  and  directly,  suuie  emWi 
'ment  and  rcvclatioD  of  the  Infinite:  the  lutiuitc  is  made  m 
_'  blend  itself  with  the  Finite,  to  stand  visible,  and  as  it  were.  A 
'tainable  there.  By  Symbols,  accordingly,  ia  man  guided  wiJ 
'commanded,  made  happy,  made  wretched.     He  everywhere  finds 
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bimself  encompassed  with  Symbols,  recognised  as  such  or  not 
recognised  :  the  Universe  is  but  one  vast  Symbol  of  God  ;  nay, 
if  thou  wilt  have  it,  what  is  man  himself  but  a  Symbol  of  Ood ; 
10  not  all  that  he  does  symbolical ;  a  revelation  to  Sense  of  the 
mystic  god-given  Force  that  is  in  him  ;  a  ^  Gospel  of  Freedom," 
which  he,  the  ^^  Messias  of  Nature,''  preaches,  as  he  can,  by  act 

*  mad  word  ?  Not  a  Hut  he  builds  but  is  the  visible  embodi- 
( ment  of  a  Thought ;  but  bears  visible  record  of  invisible  things ; 
^  Imt  is,  in  the  transcendental  sense,  symbolical  as  well  as  real' 

*  Man,'  says  the  Professor  elsewhere,  in  quite  antipodal  con- 
traBt  with  these  high-soaring  delineations,  which  we  have  here  cut 
ihort  on  the  verge  of  the  inane,  <  man  is  by  birth  somewhat  of 

•  ttn  owl.  Perhaps,  too,  of  all  the  owleries  that  ever  possessed 
him,  the  most  owlish,  if  we  consider  it,  is  that  of  your  actually 
existing  Motive-Millwrights.  Fantastic  tricks  enough  has  man 
pUtyed,  in  his  time ;  has  fancied  himself  to  be  most  things,  down 
even  to  an  animated  heap  of  Glass :  but  to  fancy  himself  a  dead 
Iron-Balance  for  weighing  Pains  and  Pleasures  on,  was  reserved 
ibr  this  his  latter  era.  There  stands  he,  his  Universe  one  huge 
Manger,  filled  with  hay  and  thistles  to  be  weighed  against  each 
other ;  and  looks  long-eared  enough.  Alas,  poor  devil !  spectres 
are  appointed  to  haunt  him :  one  age,  he  is  hagridden,  be- 
witched ;  the  next,  priestridden,  befooled  ;  in  all  ages,  bedevil- 
led. And  now  the  Genius  of  Mechanism  smothers  him  worse 
than  any  Nightmare  did ;  till  the  Soul  is  nigh  choked  out  of 
him,  and  only  a  kind  of  Digestive,  Mechanic  life  remains.  In 
Earth  and  in  Heaven  he  can  see  nothing  but  Mechanism  ;  has 
fear  for  nothing  else,  hope  in  nothing  else  :  the  world  would  in- 
deed grind  him  to  pieces ;  but  cannot  he  fathom  the  Doctrine 
of  Motives,  and  cunningly  compute  these,  and  mechanise  them 
to  grind  the  other  way  ? 

'  Were  he  not,  as  has  been  said,  purblinded  by  enchantment, 
you  had  but  to  bid  him  open  his  eyes  and  look.  In  which  coun- 
try, in  which  time,  was  it  hitherto  that  man's  history,  or  the  his- 
tory of  any  man,  went  on  by  calculated  or  calculable  '^  Motives  ?*' 
What  make  ye  of  your  Christianities,  and  Chivalries,  and  Re- 
formations, and  Marseillese  Hymns,  and  Reigns  of  Terror? 
Nay,  has  not  perhaps,  the  Motive-grinder  himself  been  in  Lore  ? 


^■■■^H 
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'  ui  j  I  might  say.  Priest  and  Propbet  to  ImJ  na  Lencn 

<  or  Magician  ftud  Wisuu-d  to  lead  ua  faeUtrard.     Xaj,  «« 

'  taay  ;  the  veeael 

Off     ET«r  in  tbe  dnllHt  < 

'  enoe.  tliere  is  a  bI 

jispintion  ot  of  MadoeM  i 

'  pnrtij  hast  it  ip 

ich  of  the  two)  tbat  ^m 

'  from  the  circumi                           | 

<  our  little  ietet  of 

'  dow,  too  i^lear  th 

,ke  it ;  but  Fu)ta«j  U  ik} 

'  with  its  colour-gi 

ilthy  or  diMased.     Han  i 

'  myself  knovm  f                         i 

iig  soldiers  mbred  inM  ( 

'  meat,  for  a  piece                           i 

i,whiehthejc^edthm, 

'which,  had  you  ■ 

marketcroHo,  voald  Mt 

'  brought  ahovc   three  ftrohcncn  f 

Did  not  the  whole  Honf 

'  Nation  rise,  like  some  tumultuous  moon-atirred  Atlantic. 
'  KaiKcr  JoDeph  pocketed  their  Iron  Crown;  an  implemei 
'  WHS  cagaciously  observed,  iu  size  and  coinmeicial  value. 
'  difTuring  from  a  liorsc-shoe  ?  It  is  in  and  through  Sunboli 
'  man,  cnniwiously  or  uncoDscioualy,  lives,  works,  and  has  k 
'  ing  :  those  ages,  moreover,  are  accounted  the  noblest  whicl 
'  the  licst  recognise  symbolical  worth,  and  prize  it  the  hi) 
'  For  is  not  a  Symbol  ever,  to  him  who  has  eyes  for  it,  sobw 
'  mcr  or  clearer  revelation  of  the  Godlike! 

'  Of  Symbols,  however,  I  retntirk  farther,  that  they  have  hf 
'estriuKic  and  intrinsic  value  ;  oftcnest  the  former  only.  1 
'  for  instance,  was  in  that  ehmted  Shoe,  which  the  peasants 
'  aloft  with  thcui  as  ensign  iu  their  Baurrukr'u-g  (Peasants'  1 
'  Or  in  the  Wallet  and -staff  round  which  the  Nelherland  0 
'glorying  iu  thiit  nickname  of  Beggars,  heroically  rallioc 
'  pri'vaiit'd,  though  against  King  Philip  himself .'  Intrinsi 
'  uiticaiiet-  these  had  none  :  only  cxtrinKic :  as  the  .lecideiital 
'dardsof  multitudes  more  or  less  sacredly  imiiing  togethc 
'which  union  ilsi'If.  as  above  noted,  there  is  ever  something 
'  tical  and  borrowing  of  the  Godlike.     Under  a  like  eat^or 
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^■luid,  or  stood,  the  stupidest  heraldic  Coats-of-arms ;  military 
.f  f  Bumers  everywhere ;  and  generally  all  national  or  other  secta- 
^  riaa  Costumes  and  Customs :  they  have  no  intrinsic,  necessary 
^  dhrineness,  or  even  worth ;  but  have  acquired  an  extrinsic  one. 
Nevertheless  through  all  these  there  glimmers  something  of  a 
Diyine  Idea ;  as  through  military  Banners  themselves,  the  Di- 
vine Idea  of  Duty,  of  heroic  Daring ;  in  some  instances  of 
Treedom,  of  Right.  Nay,  the  highest  ensign  that  men  ever 
Bet  and  embraced  under,  the  Cross  itself,  had  no  meaning  save 
an  accidental  extrinsic  one. 

'  Another  matter  it  is,  however,  when  your  Symbol  has  intrin-  • 
no  meaning,  and  is  of  itself  JU  that  men  should  unite  round  it. 
Let  but  the  Godlike  manifest  itself  to  Sense ;  let  but  Eternity 
look,  more  or  less  visibly,  through  the  Time-figure  (Zailnld)! 
Then  is  it  fit  that  men  unite  there ;  and  worship  together  before 
fuch  Symbol ;  and  so  from  day  to  day,  and  from  age  to  age,  su- 
peradd to  it  new  divineness. 

^  Of  this  latter  sort  are  all  true  Works  of  Art :  in  them  (if  thou 
know  a  Work  of  Art  from  a  Daub  of  Artifice)  wilt  thou  discern 
Btemity  looking  through  Time ;  the  Godlike  rendered  visible. « 
Here  too  may  an  extrinsic  value  gradually  superadd  itself:  thus 
certain  Iliads,  and  the  like,  have,  in  three  thousand  years,  attained 
quite  new  significance.  But  nobler  than  all  in  this  kind  are  the 
Lives  of  heroic  god-inspired  Men ;  for  what  other  Work  of  Art  is 
ao  divine  ?  In  Death  too,  in  the  Death  of  the  Just,  as  the  la.st 
perfection  of  a  Work  of  Art,  may  we  not  discern  symbolic  mean- 
ing ?  In  that  divinely  transfigured  Sleep,  as  of  Victory,  resting 
over  the  beloved  &ce  which  now  knows  thee  no  more,  read  (if 
thou  canst  for  tears)  the  confluence  of  Time  with  Eternity,  and 
some  gleam  of  the  latter  peering  through. 

'  Highest  of  all  Symbob  are  those  wherein  the  Artbt  or  Poet 
has  risen  into  Prophet,  and  all  men  can  recognise  a  present  God, 
and  worship  the  same:  I  mean  religious  Symbols.  Various 
enough  have  been  such  religious  Symbols,  what  we  call  Jifll- 
gions ;  as  men  stood  in  this  stage  of  culture  or  the  other,  and 
could  worse  or  better  body  forth  the  Godlike ;  some  Syml)ols 
with  a  transient  intrinsic  worth ;  many  with  only  an  extrin.^iu. 
If  thou  ask  to  what  height  man  has  carried  it  in  this  manner, 
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on  our  difinert  Symbol:  on  Jtmof  Ni 
« and  his  Biogn^h j,  and  what  folknrad  thenfrona. 
< «}^' hnman  Xhong^t  nM  yet  leaohed:  thia  in  OhiiBiianiiji,Mi 
( Gliristendovi ;  a  Symbol  of  qmto  porennial,  infinite  tkmatHm; 

<  wboae  «gnifioanoe  will  ever  demand  to  be  uMfir  mtph^mt^ 

*  and  anew  made  manifoet. 

<  But,  on  the  whole,  as  Time  adds  mndi  to  the  aaeradnem  d 

*  Symbobiy  so  likewise  in  hie  progress  he  at  length  defiwea,  or  eim 
'  deseorates  them;  and  Symbols,  like  all  terrestrial  GhffmentB,iiK 

<  old.  Homer's  Epos  has  not  oeased  to  be  tme ;  yet  it  is  m 
'  longer  rar  Epos,  bat  shines  in  the  distanee,  if  clearer  and  dean 
'  yet  also  smaller  and  smaller,  like  a  reoeding  Star.  It  needi  • 
'  seientific  teleseope,  it  needs  to  be  reinterpreted  and  artifieiftSf 
'  brought  near  us,  before  we  can  so  mnch  as  know  that  it  mu  i 
c  Sun.  go  likewise  a  day  comes  when  the  Bnnic  Tkor,  with  hk 
'Eddas,  must  withdraw  into  dimness;  and  many  an  Afrieu 

'' '  Mombo- Jumbo,  and  Indian  Pawaw  be  utterly  abolished.    For 

'  all  things,  even  Celestial  Luminaries,  much  more  atmospheric 

,  <  meteors,  have  their  rise,  their  culmination,  their  decline.' 

\     *■  Small  is  this  which  thou  tellest  me,  that  the  Royal  Sceptre  is 

^  but  a  piece  of  gilt  wood ;  that  the  Pyx  has  become  a  most  fodisk 

<  box,  and  truly,  as  Ancient  Pistol  thought,  **  of  little  price.'*  A 
'  right  Conjuror  might  I  name  thee,  couldst  thou  conjure  Uek 
'  into  these  wooden  tools  the  divine  virtue  they  once  held.' 

'  Of  this  thing,  however,  be  certain :  wouldst  thou  plant  for 
'  Eternity,  then  plant  into  the  deep  infinite  feu^ulties  of  man,  ki3 
'  Fantasy  and  Heart :  wouldst  thou  plant  for  Year  and  Day.  then 
'plant  into  his  shallow  superficial  f&culties,  his  Self-love  and 
'  Arithmetical  Understanding,  what  will  grow  there.    A  HierarcL 

*  therefore,  and  Pontiflf  of  the  World  will  we  call  him,  the  Poei 
'  and  inspired  Maker ;  who,  Prometheus-like,  can  shape  new  Sym- 
-  bols,  and  bring  now  Fire  from  Heaven  to  fix  it  there.  Such  xod 
'  will  not  always  be  wanting  ;  neither  perhaps  now  are.  Mean* 
'  while,  as  the  average  of  matter  goes,  we  account  him  Legislator 
'  and  wise  who  can  so  much  as  tell  when  a  Symbol  has  grown  old, 
'  and  gently  remove  it 

'  When,  as  the  last  English  Coronation*  was  preparing.'  con- 

•  That  of  George  IV.---Ed. 
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ilridafl  tlii0  wonderful  Professor,  <  I  read  in  their  Newspapers 
tfiat  the  '^  Champion  of  England,"  he  who  has  to  offer  battle  to 
the  Uniyerse  for  his  new  King,  had  brought  it  so  far  that  he 
ooold  now  ^  mount  his  horse  with  little  assistance,"  I  said  to 
myself :  Here  also  we  have  a  Symbol  well  nigh  superannuated. 
Alas,  move  whithersoever  you  may,  are  not  the  tatters  and  rags 
of  superannuated  wom-9i;|t  Symbols  (in  this  Ragfair  of  a  World) 
dropping  off  everywhere^  to  hoodwink,  to  halter,  to  tether  you; 
nay,  if  you  shake  them  not  aside,  threatening  to  aocumulate,  and 
perhaps  produce  suffocation.' 
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CHAPTER   lY. 

BBLOTAOS. 

At  this  point  we  detennine  on  ftdrertiBg  diortly,  or  nte 
leyerUng,  to  a  oertain  Tract  of  Hofrath  Heoachreeke'Sy  eMUk 
JbutiMefar  tkeRepresnon  (fPapuUUum;  which  lies^ dishoiioiinllf 
enough  (with  torn  leavee,  and  a  peroeptiUe  smell  of  akelB  • 
dmgs),  staffed  into  the  Bag  Pisces.  Not  indeed  for  tlie  sikerf 
the  Tract  itself^  which  we  admire  little ;  bat  of  the  margad 
Notes,  eyidently  in  ToofelsdrOckh's  hand,  which  rather  eufiioaily 
fringe  it.     A  few  of  these  may  be  in  the  right  place  here. 

Into  the  Hofrath^s  Institute^  with  its  extraordinso-y  scheme! 
and  machinery  of  Corresponding  Boards  and  the  like,  we  slull 
not  so  much  as  glance.  Enough  for  us  to  understand  that  H«tt- 
schrecke  is  a  disciple  of  Malthus ;  and  so  zealous  for  the  doctrine, 
that  his  zeal  almost  literally  eats  him  up.  A  deadly  fear  of 
Population  possesses  the  Hofrath ;  something  like  a  fixed-^ci: 
undoubtedly  akin  to  the  more  diluted  forms  of  MadnessL  No- 
where, in  that  quarter  of  his  intellectual  world,  is  there  li^t: 
nothing  but  a  grim  shadow  of  Hunger;  open  mouths  opeuif 
wider  and  wider ;  a  world  to  terminate  by  the  frightfulest  consiiB* 
mation;  by  its  too  dense  inhabitants,  famished  into  deUriiOL 
uniyersally  eating  one  another.  To  make  air  for  himself  in  whtc^ 
strangulation,  choking  enough  to  a  benevolent  heart,  the  Hofrith 
founds,  or  proposes  to  found,  this  Institute  of  his,  as  the  best  he 
can  do.  It  is  only  with  our  Professor's  comments  thereon  that 
we  concern  ourselves. 

First,  then,  remark  that  TeufelsdrOckh,  as  a  speculative  Rad^ 
cal,  has  his  own  notions  about  human  dignity ;  that  the  Zahdarm 
palaces  and  courtesies  have  not  made  him  forgetful  of  the  Futteral 
cottages.  On  the  blank  cover  of  Heuschrecko's  Tract,  we  find  the 
following  indistinctly  engrossed : 
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^  Two  men  I  bonour,  and  no  third.  FirBt,  the  toilworn  Crafts- 
man that  with  earth-made  Implement  laboriously  oonqners  the 
Earth,  and  makes  her  man's.  Venerable  to  me  is  the  hard 
Hand  ;  crooked,  coarse ;  wherein  notwithstanding  lies  a  canning 
virtue,  indefeasiMj  royal,  as  of  the  Sceptre  of  this  Planet.  Ven- 
erable too  is  the  ragged  face,  all  weather-tanned,  besoiled,  with 
its  rade  intelligence  ;  for  it  is  the  fuce  of  a  Man  living  manlike. 
Oh,  bat  the  more  venerable  for  thy  rudeness,  and  even  becaaso 
we  must  pity  as  well  as  love  thee  !  Hardly-entreated  Brother ! 
For  us  was  thy  back  so  bent,  for  us  were  thy  straight  limbs  and 
fingers  so  deformed  :  thou  wert  our  Conscript,  on  whom  the  lot 
fell,  and  fighUng  our  battles  wert  so  marred.  For  in  thee  too 
lay  a  god-created  Form,  but  it  was  not  to  be  unfolded ;  encrust- 
ed must  it  stand  with  the  thick  adhesions  and  defacements  of 
Labour  ;  and  thy  body,  like  thy  soul,  was  not  to  know  freedom. 
Tet  toil  on,  toil  on  :  thou  art  in  thy  duty,  be  out  of  it  who  may ; 
thou  toilest  for  the  altogether  indispensable,  for  daily  bread. 

'  A  second  man  I  honour,  and  still  more  highly :  Him  who  is 
seen  toiling  for  the  spiritually  indispensable ;  not  daily  bread, 
bat  the  Bread  of  Life.  Is  not  he  too  in  his  duty ;  endeavour- 
ing towards  inward  Harmony ;  revealing  this  by  act,  or  by  word, 
through  all  his  outward  endeavours,  be  they  high  or  low  ?  High- 
est of  all,  when  his  outward  and  his  inward  endeavour  are  one  : 
when  we  can  name  him  Artist ;  not  earthly  Craftsman  only,  but 
inspired  Thinker,  who  with  heaven-made  Implement  conquers 
Heaven  for  us  I  If  the  poor  and  humble  toil  that  we  have  Food, 
must  not  the  high  and  glorious  toil  for  him  in  return,  that  he 
have  Light,  have  Guidance,  Freedom,  Immortality  ? — These  two, 
in  all  their  degrees,  I  honour :  all  else  is  chaff  and  dust,  which 
let  the  wind  blow  whither  it  listeth. 

'  Unspeakably  touching  is  it,  however,  when  I  find  both  digni- 
ties united ;  and  he  that  must  toil  outwardly  for  the  lowest  of 
man's  wanta,  is  also  toiling  inwardly  for  the  highest.  Sublimer 
in  this  world  know  I  nothing  than  a  Peasant  Saint,  could  such 
now  any  where  be  met  with.  Such  a  one  will  take  thee  bock  to 
Nazareth  itself;  thou  wilt  see  the  splendour  of  Heaven  spring 
forth  from  the  humblest  depths  of  Earth,  like  a  light  shining  in 
great  darkness ' 


—  ■ 


And  again :  <  It  Ib  not  because  of  hu  tofls  that  I  lamoit 

*  4K<ft  poor  ?  we  most  all  toil,  or  steal  (howsoever  we  name  cmt 
.  -•<  stealing),  which  is  worse ;  no  fidthM  workman  finds  his  lak  a 

I  pastime.    The  poor  is  hnngry  and  athint ;  hoi  Ibr  him  aln 

'    ^there  is  food  and  drink :  he  is  heavy-laden  and-waa^}  bsl  ir 

•a     him  also  thevHeavens  send  Sleep,  sad  of  the  deej^esk;  mUi 

^/ smoky  cribs,  a  clear  dewy  heaven  of  Besienvelopealnmyaaii^ 

'  <  fal  glitterings  of  cloud-skirted  Dreams.    Bat  what  I  do  smbb 

<  over  is,  that  the  lamp  of  his  sonl  shoold  go  out ;  tkntiMii^rf 

I4#Jieavenly,  or  even  of  earthly  knoiriadgB^  should  Tiat  hip :  W 
"^ ^ only,  in. the  haggard  darkness,  like' two  ^eetna,  FaarWib- 
*  digipatiftn  bear  him  company.    Alas,  while  the  Bodj 

<  broad  and  Jsrawny,  must  the  Sool  lie  blinded,  dwarfed, 
^almost  annihilated !    Alas,  was  this  too  a  Breatk  off  God;  hi- 
^  stowed  in  Heaven,  bat  on  earth  never'  to  be  anfiilded  k 
^  there  should  one  Man  die  Ignorant  who  had  CBpuitj  tat 

*  ledge,  this  I  call  a  tragedy,  were  it  to  happen  more  limn  t— tj 

*  times  in  the  minate,as  by  some  compatations  it  doea.     Tbesni- 

<  arable  fraction  of  SdenoMrhieh  oar  united  Mankind,  in  a  fiit 

*  Universe  of  Nescience,  has  acquired,  why  is  not  tld%  wilhsD 
4  diligenoe,  imparted  to  all  ?', 

Quite  in  an  opposite  straSk  is  the  following :  <  Theoid  Spsitmi 
-  '  had  a  wiser  method ;  and  went  out  and  hunted  down  their  He- 

<  lots,  and  speared  and  spitted  them,  when  they  grew  too  numer 
'  ons.  With  our  improved  fiushions  of  hunting,  Herr  HofratL 
^  fkow  after  the  invention  of  fire-arms,  and  standing  armies,  hov 
( much  easier  were  such  a  hunt  1  Perhaps  in  the  most  thicklj 
'peopled  country,  some  three  days  annually  might  suffice  to 

««     « shoot  all  the  able-bodied  Paupers  that  had  accumulated  within 
'  *  the  year.     Let  Governments  think  of  this.     The  expense  were 

*  trifling :  nay,  the  very  carcasses  would  pay  it     Have  them  silt- 

<  ed  and  barrelled ;  could  not  you  victual  therewith,  if  not  Armj 
'  and  Navy,  yet  richly  such  infirm  Paupers,  in  workhooses  and 
'  elsewhere,  as  enlightened  Charity,  dreading  no  evil  of  thes^ 

<  might  see  good  to  keep  alive  V 

*'  And  yet,'  writes  he  fiurther  on,  '  there  must  he  somethiBg 

.  '  wrong.    A  full-formed  Horse  will,  in  any  market^  faring  from 

'^'''twenty  to  as  high  as  two  hundred  Friedrichs  d'or:  snob  is  hip 
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'  worth  to  the  world.     A  foll-fonned  Man  b  not  only  worUi  no- 

<  thing  to  the  world,  but  the  world  could  ftfibrd  Sim  «  romud  sum 
'  would  he  amply  engage  to  go  and  hang  himself    Nerertheleea, 

*  which  of  the  two  was  the  more  cunningly-devised  article,  even  as 

*  an  Engine  ?    Good  Heayens  I    A  white  European  Man,  stand- 

<  ing  on  Ids  two  Legs,  with  his  two  fire-fingeied  Hands  at  his 
'  ahaekle-bones,  and  miraculous  Head  on  his  shonldexy,  is  worthy 

/ 1  should  say,  from  fifty  to  a  hundred  Horses!' 

'  True^  thou  Oold-Hofrath,'  cries  the  Professor  ebewhere :  <  too 
'«rtfiided  indeed  I    Mesftwhile,  idiat  portion  of  this  inconsideif^ 

<  bb  Ivraqoaoos  Globe  hatoe  ye  actually  tilled  and  d^lred,  till  it 
.'  will  grow  DO  more  ?  How  thick  stands  your  FcpiilgMc^.in  the 
.^Ftampas  and  Savannas  of  America;  round  anojeniflirthige,  and 

*  in  the  interior  of  Africa;  on  both  slopes  of  the  JMk  chain,  in 
'Aa  central  Platform  of  Asia;  in  Spun,  Greece,  Turkey,  Grim 

*  Tartaiy,  the  Gurragh  of  Kildare?    One  man,  in  one  year,  as  I 

*  have  understood  It,  if  you  lend  him  Eartii,  will  feed  himsetf  and 
'  nine  othem  Alas,  where  now  are  the  Hengsts  and  Alarics  of 
*cnr  still  glcwing^  still  expanding  B«ope;  who,  when  their  home 

/is grown  too  narrow,  will  enUst  and,  like  Fire-pillars,  guide  on- 
'  wards  those  superfluous  msssis  of  indoodtaUe  living  Yalour ; 

<  eqnipped,.noi  now  with  the  hatttotee  and  warchariot,  but  with 
*the  sIsaaMngine  and  ploughshare  1  Where  are  theyf — ^Pre- 
« MrviQg  Ihsir  Game  P 


CHAPTER  Y. 


.  PoTTtBA  wUeh  ft 


ipnr  ttMM  WiitiDgB  of  kia,m  eomt  i^on  tiw  atftrtlu^  Tstwl 
qiita  Bkloolwd'^iir  aonolonon,  thai  TmibbdrOokk  ia  aw  of  Am 
vlio  ooiwiiler  Soeiety,  properly  BoeaUed,  to  In  as  good  ascxlfa*; 
■od  thftt  only  the  Oreguunu  fbeUs^^  and  tAd  inhmir^d  Ui- 
tadea,  at  this  junotare,  bold  ns  from  DiapernoQ,  aad  ■■!!■■! 
natioDKl,  etril,  domeetic  and  peraoiuJ  wart  He  aajs  < 
*  For  the  hat  three  eentariee,  abore  all,  tat  the  laat  threa  q 
*of  a  oentniy,  that  same  Pericardial  Nemnu  Tiaane  (as  weu 
'  it)  of  Religion,  where  lies  the  Life-esaenee  of  Society,  haa  bea 
'  amote  at  and  perforated,  needfully  and  needleaaly ;  till  new  it  if 
'qnite  rent  into  shreds ;  and  Society,  long  pining,  dialmlki,  ee» 
'  nmptif e,  can  be  regarded  aa  defimet ;  for  dioae  qawnodie,  ^ 
<  vanic  aprawlinga  are  not  life  ;  neither  indeed  will  they  aadn^ 
'galranise  as  yon  may,  beyond  two  days.' 

'  Call  ye  that  a  Society,'  cries  he  agun,  'where  thore  b  n> 
'longer  any  Social  Idea  exUnt;  not  so  maeh  as  the  Idea  oft 
'  common  Home,  but  only  of  a  common,  orer-erowded  Iiodgiaf 
'boaeel  Where  each,  isolated,  regardless  of  hia  neighboar, 
'  tnmed  against  his  neighbonr,  ctntehea  what  he  can  get,  uad  criei 
' "  Mine !"  and  calls  it  Peace,  beoanse,  in  the  ent-ptuse  and  cnt- 
'  throat  Scramble,  no  steel  kniTca,  but  only  a  &r  eunoinger  sort 
'  can  be  employed  ?  Where  Friendship,  Commnnion,  has  become 
'an  iDcredlble  tradition  ;  and  your  holiest  Sacramental  Supper  a 
'a  smoking  Tavern  Dinner,  with  Cook  for  ETangelist7  Where 
'  your  Priest  has  no  tongae  but  for  plate-licking :  and  yoar  high 
'  Ooidee  and  Oovemors  cannot  gnide ;  hut  on  all  hands  hear  it 
'paanonately  proohumed:  Laittex/airt;  Leave  ns  alone  of  jpdbt 
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•aoh  light  is  darker  than  dfttkness;  eat  yoa  your 

*  wagesy  and  sleep  1 

*  Thus,  too/  oontinaes  he, '  does  an  obserrant  eye  diaoem  every- 
'  where  that  saddest  spectacle :  The  Poor  perishing,  like  neglect- 
<ed,  foundered  Dranght-Gattle, of  Hanger  and  Overwork;  the 
<Bich,  still  more  wretchedly,  of  Idleness,  Satiety,  and  Oyer- 

<  growth.  The  Highest  in  rank,  at  length,  withoat  honour  from 
'  the  Lowest ;  scarcely,  with  a  little  mouth-honour,  as  from  tavern- 
'  waiters  who  expect  to  put  it  in  the  bill.     Once  sacred  Symbols 

*  fluttering  as  empty  Pageants,  whereof  men  grudge  even  the 
'expense;   a  World  becoming  dismantled:    in  one  word,  the 

*  Church  fallen  speechless,  from  Obesity  and  apoplexy;  the 
'  State  shrunken  into  a  Police-Offioe,  straitened  to  get  its  pay  I' 

We  might  ask,  are  there  many  *  observant  eyes,'  belonging  to 
Practical  men,  in  England  or  elsewhere,  which  have  descried 
these  phenomena ;  or  is  it  only  from  the  mystic  elevation  of  a 
Gkrman  Wahngtuse  that  such  wonders  are  visible?  Teufels- 
drOckh  contends  that  the  aspect  of  a  'deceased  or  expiring 
Society'  fronts  us  everywhere,  so  that  whoso  runs  may  read. 
'  What,  for  example,'  says  he,  '  is  the  universally-arrogated  Vir- 
'  tue,  almost  the  sole  remaining  Catholic  Virtue,  of  these  days  1 

*  Por  some  half  century,  it  has  been  the  thing  you  name,  ^  Inde- 

<  pendenoe."  Suspicion  of  ^  Servility,"  of  reverence  for  Superiors 
'  the  very  dogleech  is  anxious  to  disavow.  Fools !  Were  your 
'  Superiors  worthy  to  govern,  and  you  worthy  to  obey,  reverence 
'  for  them  were  even  your  only  possible  freedom.  Independence, 
^  in  all  kinds,  is  rebellion  ;  if  unjust  rebellion,  why  parade  it,  and 
'  everywhere  prescribe  it  V 

But  what  then  ?  Are  we  returning,  as  Rousseau  prayed,  to 
the  state  of  Nature?  <  The  Soul  Politic  having  departed,'  says 
TeufelsdrOckh,  <  what  can  follow  but  that  the  Body.  Politic  be 

<  decently  interred,  to  avoid  putrescence?     Liberals,  Economists, 

<  Utilitarians  enough  I  see  marching  with  its  bier,  and  chaunting 
'  loud  paeans,  towards  the  funeral-pile,  where,  amid  wailings  from 
'  some,  and  satumalian  revelries  from  the  most,  the  venerable 
'  Corpse  is  to  be  burnt  Or,  in  plain  words,  that  these  men, 
'  Liberals,  Utilitarians,  or  whatsoever  they  are  called,  will  ulti- 
^mately  carry  their  point,  and  dissever  and  destroy  most  exiating 
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<  Lurtilatkiii  of.  Soeietj,  Menu  m  liamg  whjA  tarn 
'  ceased  to  be  doabtfoL 

■    <I^  we  not  see  a  litib  nbdmnoii  of  dMi  gniid  UlfliM 

<  Armament  come  to^li^t  even  in  inniatedlBii^niidf    Afifiig 
'nncleoa,  that  will  attraet  and  groW|  doea  at  leiigtik  a|i|wi  thoe 

also ;  and  under  eoxioaa  idiasis ;  properly  aa  tlie  ineonaidBnUe 
fi^^-end,and  ao  ftr  in  the  rear  of  the  otheraaa  tofriMj  itaelf  the 
*Tan.  Onr  European  Meehaniaera  are  a  aeet  of  bonatdleai  difm- 
'aion,  activity,  and  co6perative  qpirit:  baa  not  UtilitariaBimi 
^ioDriahed  in  high  places  of  Thon^^  here  among  ovradvea,  ani 
<in  every  European  country,  at  aoaae  time  or  oti^r,  witldn  tha 
'laatfiffy  years?  If  now  in  all  eoontriea,  ezc^  perinpaBi^ 
'land,  it  has  ceased  to  floorish,  or  indeed  to  exirti  aaoiig  Think- 

<  er8|  and  sunk  to  Jonmalists  and  the  peqralar  maaa, — who 
'not  that,  as  hereby  it  no  longer  preadies,  so  the  reaaon  i%  it 
'needa  no  Preaching,  but  is  in  full  nniversal  Action,  the  doetiint 
'  everywhere  known,  and  enthusiastically  laid  to  heart?  The  fit 
*  pabulum,  in  these  times,  for  a  certain  rugged  worksh(^intdleet 
'  and  heart,  nowise  without  their  corresponding  workshop-strength 
'  and  ferocity,  it  requires  but  to  be  stated  in  such  scenes  to  make 
'  proselytes  enough. — Admirably  calculated  for  destroying,  only 
'  not  for  rebuilding !  It  spreads  like  a  sort  of  Dog-madness ;  till 
'  the  whole  World-kennel  will  be  rabid :  then  woe  to  the  Hunts- 
'  men,  with  or  idthout  their  whips  1  They  should  have  given  the 
'  quadrupeds  water,'  adds  he ;  <  the  water,  namely,  of  Knowledge 
'  and  of  Life,  while  it  was  yet  time.' 

Thus,  if  Professor  TeufelsdrOckh  can  be  relied  on,  we  are  at 
this  hour  in  a  most  critical  condition  ;  beleaguered  by  that 
boundless  '  Armament  of  Meohaniscrs'  and  Unbelievers,  threaten- 
ing to  strip  us  bare !  '  The  World,'  says  he, '  as  it  needs  must,  is 
'under  a  process  of  devastation  and  waste,  which,  whether  by 
'  silent  assiduous  corrosion,  or  open  quicker  combustion,  as  the 
'  case  chances,  wOl  effectually  enough  annihilate  the  past  Forms 
'  of  Society ;  replace  them  with  what  it  may.  For  the  presooit, 
'  it  is  contemplated  that  when  man's  whole  Spiritual  Interests  are 
'  once  divested^  these  innumerable  stript-off  Garments  shall  mostly 
'  be  burnt ;  but  the  sounder  Bags  among  them  be  quilted  toge- 
'iher  into  one  huge  Irish  watoh-ooat  for  the  defence  of  the 
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Bodj  only  P — ^ThiB^  we  think,  is  bat  JoVs  news  to  the  humane 
reader. 

<  Neyerthelesd,'  oriee  TenfeladrOckh, '  who  oan  hinder  it ;  who 
'  is  there  that  oan  clutch  into  the  wheel-spokes  of  Destiny,  and 
'  say  to  the  Spirit  of  the  Time :  Turn  back,  I  command  thee  ? — 

<  Wiser  were  it  that  we  yielded  to  the  Inevitable  and  Inexorable, 
'  and  accounted  even  this  the  best' 

Nay,  might  not  an  attentive  Editor,  drawing  bis  own  infer- 
ences from  what  stands  written,  conjecture  that  TeufelsdrOckh 
individually  had  yielded  to  this  same  ^  Inevitable  and  Inexorable' 
heartily  enough ;  and  now  sat  waiting  the  issue,  with  his  natural 
diabolico-angelical  Indifference,  if  not  even  Placidity  ?  Did  wo 
not  hear  him  complain  that  the  World  was  a  '  huge  Rag&ir,'  and 
the  '  rags  and  tatters  of  old  Symbols'  were  raining  down  every- 
where, like  to  drift  him  in,  and  suffocate  him  ?  What  with  those 
'  unhunted  Helots'  of  his ;  and  the  uneven  tic'Vos-noii'Tobis  pres- 
sure, and  hard-crashing  collision  he  is  pleased  to  discern  in  ex- 
isting things ;  what  with  the  so  hatoful  '  empty  Masks,'  full  of 
beetles  and  spiders,  yet  glaring  out  on  him,  from  their  glass-eyes, 
^with  a  ghastly  affectation  of  life,' — ^wc  feel  entitled  to  conclude 
him  even  willing  that  much  should  be  thrown  to  the  Devil,  so  it 
were  but  done  gently  I  Safe  himself  in  that  *•  Pinnacle  of  Wciss- 
nichtwo,'  he  would  consent,  with  a  tragic  solemnity,  that  the 
monster  UTILITAKIA,  held  back,  indeed,  and  moderated  by 
nose-rings,  halters,  foot-shackles,  and  every  conceivable  modifit^a- 
tion  of  rope,  should  go  forth  to  do  her  work ; — to  tread  down  old 
ruinous  Palaces  and  Temples,  with  her  broad  hoof,  till  the  whole 
were  trodden  down,  that  new  and  better  might  be  built!  Kc- 
markable  in  this  point  of  view  are  the  following  sentences. 

'  Society,'  says  he,  ^  is  not  dead :  that  Carcass,  which  you  call 
^  dead  Society,  is  but  her  mortal  coil  which  nhe  has  shuffled  off,  to 
'  assume  a  nobler ;  she  herself,  through  perpetual  metamorphoses, 

<  in  fairer  and  fairer  development,  has  to  live  till  Time  also  merjirc 
'  in  Eternity.  Wheresoever  two  or  three  Living  Men  an»  ^- 
'  thered  together,  there  is  Society ;  or  there  it  will  be,  with  it.«»  ciin- 

<  ning  mechanisms  and  stupendous  structures,  oversproadinp  this 
^  little  Globe,  and  reaching  upwards  to  Heaven  and  downwards 
*  to  Gkhenna :  for  always,  under  one  or  the  other  fi^rc  \t  Vaa 
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<  tiio  Mthentio  B«feUilioiif,  rf  a  CMndflfa  JhnU;  t^VA 

<  pit^  nunelj,  and  the  Gmllowa' 

Indeed,  we  already  heard  hni  ipeakrf * IMigkBi  im 
woAMj  weaTbg  fiir  henelf  new  Veatniea;' — ^Teafdadrttakh 
aelf  bdngoneof  the  loom-treadlea?  Xhiewkere  Iw  qMtaa  «lk> 
oat  eenanre  that  atnunge  aphoriam  of  Saint-Simioii'ai  eoneeniig 
which  and  whom  bo  moch  were  to  be  nid :  *•  I2mgt  iTor,  fraar 
^^^oen^U  iradiiiom  •  piae^  juiq»*id  dam  le  ptusi^  esi  devtuU  wm$; 
'  The  golden  age,  iriiieh  a  blind  tradition  haa  hitherto  placed  ii 

<  the  Past)  ia  Before  na.' — ^Bnt  liatea  again : 

'  When  the  Phceniz  ii  Cuming  her  foneral  pyre,  will  there  not 
>  be  sparks  flying  I  Alaa,  some  milliona  of  men,  and  aaeopg  this 
<anoh  as  a  Napdeon,  hare  already  bem  Ueked  into  that  l^gh- 

*  eddying  Flame,  and  like  moths  emiaamed  there.     Still  alao  haii 

<  we  to  fear  that  inoautioaa  beards  will  get  singed. 

'  For  the  rest,  in  what  year  ^i  grace  sndi  Phoenix-cremation  will 
'  be  completed,  jou  need  not  ask.     The  law  of  PerseTerance  if 

*  among  the  deepest  in  man  :  by  nature  he  hates  change  ;  seldoa 

*  will  he  quit  his  old  house  till  it  has  actually  &llen  about  liif 
^  ears.  Thus  have  I  seen  Solemnities  linger  as  Ceremonies,  sacred 
'  Symbols  as  idle  Pageants,  to  the  extent  of  three  hundred  yean 

<  and  more  after  all  life  and  sacredness  had  evaporated  out  of 
^  them.  And  then,  finally,  what  time  the  Phoenix  Death-Birtk 
'itself  will  require,  depends  on  unseen  contingencies. — Mean- 
'  while,  would  Destiny  offer  Mankind  that  after,  say  two  centuriei 
'  of  convulsion  and  conflagration,  more  or  less  vivid,  the  fire-cresr 
'  tion  should  be  accomplished,  and  we  find  ourselves  again  io  t 
'  Living  Society,  and  no  longer  fighting  but  working, —  were  it  nol 

<  perhaps  prudent  in  Mankind  to  strike  the  bargain  ?' 

Thus  is  TeufelsdrOckh  content  that  old  sick  Society  should  be 
deliberately  burnt  (alas !  with  quite  other  fuel  than  spice-wood) ; 
in  the  faith  that  she  is  a  Phoenix;  and  that  a  new  heavenbom 
young  one  will  rise  out  of  her  ashes !  We  ourselvee,  restricted 
to  the  duty  of  Indicator  shall  forbear  commentary.  Meanwhile, 
will  not  the  judicious  reader  shake  his  head,  and  reproachfoUv, 
yet  more  in  sorrow  than  in  anger,  say  or  think :  From  a  Doctor 
mtriitsque  Juris^  titular  Professor  in  a  University,  and  man  to  whom 
hitherto,  for  his  services,  Society,  bad  as  she  is,  has  given  not 
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only  food  mnd  nimeiit  (of  a  kbid)  bat  booki.  uAmoto  a&d  guk- 
gakj  we  expected  more  gntitiide  to  bis  heathftnm :  and  leu  of 
m  blind  trust  in  ibe  Intnre,  i^ieb  reeemUei  tbmt  ruber  of  a  phi- 
loeopbical  Fatalist  and  Entbasiasl,  tban  of  a  aoiid  boneeLolder 
paying  scot  and  lot  in  a  Cbristian  eoantry. 


CHAPTER    VI. 

out    ctoTHES, 

As  mentiooed  abore,  TeufebdrOckh,  though  a  Sanacolottist,  Ji 
in  practiuc  probably  the  politest  man  extant :  his  whole  heart  uti 
life  arc  penetrated  and  informed  with  the  spirit  of  Politenes:  * 
>Mble  natural  Coartc^j  shines  through  him,  beautifying  his  tv 

lies;  like  sunlight,  malting  a  rosj-fingered,  rainbow-4;cd 
ikiirora  ont  of  mere  aqaeoue  clouds;  nay,  brighteuing  Londm- 
diQoke  itself  into  gold  Tspour,  as  from  the  crucible  of  an  alcht- 
mist.  Hear  in  what  earnest  though  fitnta^tie  ni^e  he  ezpressa 
himself  on  this  head : 

'  Shall  t'ourlesy  be  done  ooly  lo  the  rich,  and  only  by  the  rich' 
'In  Good-breeding,  which  differs,  if  at  all,  from  High-breeding 
'only  as  it  gracefiilly  remembers  the  rights  of  others,  rather  thu 
'gracefully  insists  on  its  own  rights,  I  discern  no  special  connei- 
'  ioD  with  wealth  or  birth  :  hut  rather  that  it  lies  in  human  naton 
'  itself,  and  is  due  from  all  men  towards  all  men.  Of  a  truth,  «ei« 
'  your  Schoolmaster  at  his  post,  and  worth  any  thing  when  there, 
'  this,  with  BO  much  else,  would  be  reformed.  Nay,  each  man  wen 
'  then  also  his  neighbour's  schoolmaster ;  till  at  length  a  mde- 
'  Tisaged,  unmanaered  Feasant  could  no  more  be  met  with,  thu 
'a  Peasant  unacquainted  with  botanical  Physiology,  or  who  feh 
'  not  that  the  clod  be  broke  was  created  in  Heaven, 

'  For  whether  thou  bear  a  sceptre  or  a  sledge-hammer,  art  |Jk>ii 
'  not  iUVE ;  is  not  thb  thy  brother  4i.ive  ?  '■  There  is  but  om 
'  Temple  in  the  world,"  says  Novalis,  "  and  that  Temple  is  Um 
'  Body  of  Man.  Nothing  is  holier  than  this  high  Form.  Bmding 
'  before  men  b  a  reverence  done  to  this  Keveiation  in  the  Flesh. 
'We  touch  Heaven,  when  we  lay  our  hands  on  a  homaa  Body." 

'  On  whicli  groond,  I  would  fain  carry  it  gutfaer  than  most  if- 
*and  wher«u  the  Sn^ish  Johiuoa  tmly  bowed  fc 
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man,  or  man  with  a  shovel-hat,  I  would  bow  to  orery  Man  with 
any  sort  of  hat,  or  with  no  hat  whatever.  Is  he  not  a  Temple, 
then ;  the  visible  Manifestation  and  Impersonation  of  the  Di- 
vinity ?  And  yet,  alas,  such  indiscriminate  bowing  serves  not. 
For  there  is  a  Devil  dwells  in  man,  as  well  as  a  Divinity ;  and 
too  oft^in  the  bow  is  but  pocketed  by  the  former.  It  would  go  to 
the  pocket  of  Vanity  (which  is  your  clearest  phasis  of  the  Devil, 
in  these  times) ;  therefore  must  we  withhold  it. 

<  The  gladder  am  I,  on  the  other  hand,  to  do  reverence  to  those 
Shells  and  outer  Husks  of  the  Body,  wherein  no  devilish  passion 
any  longer  lodges,  but  only  the  pure  emblem  and  effigies  of  Man : 
I  mean,  to  Empty,  or  even  to  Cast  Clothes.  Nay,  is  it  not  to 
Clothes  that  most  men  do  reverence :  to  the  fine  frogged  broad- 
cloth, nowise  to  the  *'  straddling  animal  with  bandy  legs"  which 
it  holds,  and  makes  a  Dignitary  of?  Who  ever  saw  any 
Lord  my-lorded  in  tattered  blanket,  fastened  with  wooden 
skewer  ?  Nevertheless,  I  say,  there  is  in  such  worship  a  shade  of 
hypocrisy,  a  practical  deception  :  for  how  often  does  the  Body 
appropriate  what  was  meant  for  the  Cloth  only !  Whoso  wo\ild 
avoid  Falsehood,  which  is  the  essence  of  all  Sin,  will  perhaps  see 
good  to  take  a  different  course.  That  reverence  which  cannot 
act  without  obstruction  and  perversion  when  the  Clothes  are  full, 
may  have  free  course  when  they  are  empty.  Even  as,  for  Hindoo 
Worshippers,  the  Pagoda  is  not  less  sacred  than  the  God  ;  so  do 
I  too  worship  the  hollow  cloth  Garment  with  equal  fervour,  as 
when  it  contained  the  Man ;  nay,  with  more,  for  I  now  fear  no 
deoeption,  of  myself  or  of  others. 

'  Did  not  King  ToowUabard^  or,  in  other  words,  John  Balliol, 
reign  long  over  Scotland ;  the  man  John  Balliol  being  quite 
gone,  and  only  the  "'  Toom  Tabard"  (Empty  Gt)wn)  remaining? 
What  still  dignity  dwells  in  a  suit  of  Cast  Clothes!  How 
meekly  it  bears  its  honours !  No  haughty  looks,  no  scornful 
gesture :  silent  and  serene,  it  fronts  the  world ;  neither  demand- 
ing worship,  nor  afraid  to  miss  it.  The  Hat  still  carries  the 
physiognomy  of  its  Head :  but  the  vanity  and  the  stupidity,  and 
goose-speech  which  was  the  sign  of  these  two,  are  gone.  The 
Coat-arm  is  stretched  out,  but  not  to  strike ;  the  Breeches,  in 
modaBt  nmplioity,  depend  at  ease,  and  now  at  last  have  a  grace- 
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*fiilfloir;  the  Waiatcoat  hidgs  no  evil  jmmion,  no  liotom 
'hongeror  Uiini now dwelb not  unit    Thna  all  is  pugod 

*  the  groeaneM  of  aenae,  from  the  earidng  earea  and  fool  wkamd 
'the  World;  and  ridea  theroyon  itaCloihealiorae;  aayOnaF^ 
'gasna,  might  aome  akjey  Meaaeiiger,«or  purified  Apparite, 

*  Tiaiting  our  low  Earth. 

*  Often,  while  I  aojonmed  in  thai  monatrona  taberoaty  df 
'  Cirilixed  Life,  the  Capital  of  En^and ;  and  meditated,  ail 

*  qneationed  Beatiny,  nnder  that  ink-aea  of  Tapoor,  Uack,  thid^ 
'and  mnltifiurioiia  aa  Spartan  hvoth ;  and  waa  one  lone  Soolaai 

ihoae  grinding  milliona ;— -often  have  I  tamed  into  their  OU- 
'Clothea  Market  to  worahip  With  aw^atruek  heart  I  vil 
'  through  that  Monmoath  Street,  with  ita  empty  Soita,  aa  thnai^ 
'a  Sanhedrim  of  atainleaa  Ohoata.    Silent  are  they,  but  eaqpna 

*  me  in  their  ailenoe :  the  past  witnteee  and  inatramentB  rf 
'  Woe  and  Joy,  of  Paaaiona,  Virtoea,  Crimea^  and  all  the  fethon- 
'  less  tomult  of  Good  and  Evil  in  "  the  Prison  men  call  Life' 
'  Friends !  trust  not  the  heart  of  that  man  for  whom  old  Clothes 
'are  not  venerable.     Watch,  too,  with  reverence,  that  bearded 

<  Jewish  Highpriest,  who  with  hoarse  voice,  Uke  some  Angel  of 

<  Doom,  summons  them  from  the  foor  winds !  On  hia  head,  Uke 
'the  Pope,  he  has  three  Hats, — a  real  triple  tiara;  <m  either 
'  hand,  are  the  similitude  of  wings,  whereon  the  summoned  Gar 
'  ments  come  to  alight ;  and  ever,  as  he  slowly  cleaves  the  liri 

<  sounds  forth  his  deep  fearful  note,  as  if  through  a  trumpet  be 
'  were  prodaiming :  *' Ghosts  of  Life,  come  to  Judgment !"  BeA 
'  not,  ye  fluttering  Ghosts  he  will  purify  you  io  his  PurgatixT, 
'  with  fire  and  with  water ;  and,  one  day,  new-created  ye  shill 
'  reappear.  Oh !  let  him  in  whom  the  flame  of  Devotion  is  ready 
^  to  go  out,  who  has  never  worshipped,  and  knows  not  what  to 
*■  worship,  pace  and  repace,  with  austerest  thought,  the  pavement 
'  of  Monmouth  Street,  and  say  whether  his  heart  and  hia  ejcs 

<  still  continue  dry.     If  Field  Lane,  with  its  long  fluttering  rows 

<  of  yellow  handkerchiefs,  be  a  Dionysiua'  Ear,  where,  in  stifled 
'jarring  hubbub,  we  hear  the  Indictment  which  Poverty  and 
'  Vice  bring  against  laiy  Wealth,  that  it  has  left  them  there  cast 
'  out  and  trodden  under  foot  of  Want,  Darkneaa,  and  the  Devil,-' 
*theii  ia  Monmoath  Street  a  Mim'a  Hill,  where,  in  molky 
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"'xiBion,  the  whole  Pageant  of  Existence  passes  awfully  before 
f ;  OB  \  with  its  wall  and  jubilee,  mad  loves  and  mad  hatreds, 
^'  ehurch-bells  and  gallows-ropes,  fiurce-tragedy,  beast-godhood, — 
^^  the  Bedlam  of  Creation !' 

^     To  most  men,  as  it  does  to  ourselves,  all  this  will  seem  over- 
charged.    We  too  have  walked  through  Monmouth  Street ;  but 
*'with  little  feeling  of  <  Devotion  :'  probably  in  part  because  the 
'contemplative  process  is  so  fatally  broken  in  upon  by  the  brood 
'of  money-changers,  who  nestle  in  that  Church,  and  importune  the 
'worshipper  with  merely  secular  proposals.     Whereas  Teufels- 
'  drOdkh  might  be  in  that  happy  middle-state,  which  leaves  to  the 
'  dothes-broker  no  hope  either  of  sale  or  of  purchase,  and  so  be 
'  allowed    to  linger  there   without  molestation. — Something  we 
would  have  given  to  see  the  little  philosophical  figure,  with  its 
steeple-hat  and  loose  flowing  skirts,  and  eyes  in  a  fine  frensy, 
'  pacing  and  repacing  in  austerest  thought'  that  foolish  Street ; 
which  to  him  was  a  true  Delphic  avenue,  and  supernatural  Whis- 
pering-gallery, where   the  *  Ghosts  of  Life'  rounded    strange 
secrets  in  his  ear.     0  thou  philosophic  Teufelsdr6ckh,  that  lis- 
tenest  while  others  only  gabble,  and  with  thy  quick  tympanum 
hearest  the  grass  grow  1 

At  the  same  time  is  it  not  strange  that,  in  Paperbag  Doou- 
ments  destined  for  an  English  Work,  there  exists  nothing  like 
mn  authentic  diary  of  this  his  sojourn  in  London ;  and  of  his 
Meditations  among  the  Clothes-shops  only  the  obscurest  em- 
blematic shadows  ?  Neither,  in  conversation  (for,  indeed,  he  was 
not  a  man  to  pester  you  with  his  Travels),  have  we  heard  him 
more  than  allude  to  the  subject 

For  the  rest,  however,  it  cannot  be  uninteresting  that  we  here 
find  how  early  the  significance  of  Clothes  had  dawned  on  the  now 
so  distinguished  Clothes-Professor.  Might  we  but  fancy  it  to 
have  been  even  in  Monmouth  Street,  at  the  bottom  of  our  own 
English  '  ink-sea,'  that  this  remarkable  Volume  first  took  being, 
mnd  shot  forth  its  salient  point  in  hb  soul, — as  in  Chaos  did  the 
Egg  of  Eros,  one  day  to  be  hatched  into  a  Universe  1 
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For  us,  who  happen  to  live  while  the  World-] 
ing  heraell^  and  borning  bo  slowly  that,  as  TenfelsdrOckh 
lates,  it  were  a  hahdsome  bargain  woald  she  engage  to  haTS 
'  within  two  oentoriee,'  there  seems  to  lie  but  an  ashy  proqieet 
Not  altogether  so,  howerer,  does  the  Professor  figure  it  'b 
'the  lining  sabject/  says  he,  'change  is  wont  to  be  gradol: 
^  ihos,  while  the  serpent  sheds  its  old  skin,  the  new  is  alreadf 
'  formed  beneath.  Little  knowcst  thou  of  the  burning  of  a  Worl<i- 
'  Phcenix,  who  fiinciest  that  she  must  first  bum  out.  and  lie  as  t 
'  dead  cinereous  heap  ;  and  therefrom  the  young  one  start  up  lif 
<  miracle,  and  fly  heavenward.  Far  otherwise !  In  that  Fw- 
^whirlwind.  Creation  and  Destruction  proceed  together  :  ever  aa 
'  the  ashes  of  the  Old  are  blown  about;  do  organic  filaments  of 
'  the  New  mysteriously  spin  themselves :  and  amid  the  rushing 
'  and  the  waving  of  the  Whirlwind-Element,  come  tones  of  a  me- 
'  lodious  Deathsong,  which  end  not  but  in  tones  of  a  more  melo- 
'  dious  Birthsong.  Nay,  look  into  the  Fire-whirlwind  with  thj 
'own  eyes,  and  thou  wilt  see.'  Let  us  actually  look,  then:  to 
poor  individuals,  who  cannot  expect  to  live  two  centuries,  thoM 
same  organic  filaments,  mysteriously  spinning  themselves,  will  te 
the  best  part  of  the  spectacle.  First,  therefore,  this  of  Mankind 
in  general : 

'  In  vain  thou  deniest  it'  says  the  Professor ;  '  thoa  art  mj 
'  Brother.  Thy  very  Hatred,  thy  very  Envy,  those  foolish  Litf 
'  thou  tellest  of  me  in  thy  splenetic  humour :  what  is  all  this  M 
'  an  inverted  Sympathy  ?  Were  I  a  Steam-engine,  wouldst  thot 
'  take  the  trouble  to  tell  Lies  of  me  ?  Not  thou !  I  should  gaai 
^  ail  unheeded,  whether  badly  or  well. 

'  Wondrous  tmly  ate  the  bonds  that  unite  ns  one  and  sD; 
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'whether  by  the  soft  binding  of  Love,  or  the  iron  chaining  of 

*  Necessity,  as  wc  like  to  choose  it.     More  than  once  hare  I  said 

*  to  myself  of  some  perhaps  whimsically  strutting  Figure,  such  as 
'  provokes  whimsical  thoughts :  '*  Wert  thou,  my  little  Brotherkiu. 
'  suddenly  covered  up  within  the  largest  imaginable  Glass-bell. — 
'  what  a  thing  it  wore,  not  for  thyself  only  but  for  the  worM  \ 

*  Post  Letters,  more  or  fewer,  from  all  the  four  winds,  impinge 
'  against  thy  Glass  walls,  but  have  to  drop  unread  :  neither  from 
'  within  comes  there  (question  or  response  into  any  Post  bag  :  tLy 
'  Thoughts  fall  into  no  friendly  ear  or  heart,  thy  3Ianufactarc 

<  into  no  purchasing  hand  ;  thou  art  no  longer  a  circulating  tc- 
^  nous-arterial  Heart,  that,  taking  and  giving,  circulatest  throi:gL 

<  all  Space  and  all  Time  :  there  has  a  Hole  &llen  out  in  the  im- 

*  measurable,  universal  World-tissue,  which  must  be  darned  up 

*  again  I'* 

'  Such  venous-arterial  circulation,  of  Letters,  verbal  Messages, 
'  paper  and  other  Packages,  going  out  from  him  and  coming  in, 
^  are  a  blood-circulation,  visible  to  the  eye  :  but  the  finer  nervous 
^  circulation,  by  which  all  things,  the  minutest  that  he  does,  mi- 
^  nutely  influence  uU  men,  and  the  very  look  of  his  face  blesses  or 
'  cnrses  whomso  it  lights  on,  and  so  generates  ever  new  blesdng 
^  or  new  cursing  :  all  this  you  cannot  see.  but  only  imagine  I 
^  say.  there  is  not  a  red  Indian,  hunting  by  Lake  Winnipic.  can 
*•  quarrel  with  his  squaw,  but  the  whole  world  must  smart  for  it : 
^  will  not  the  price  of  beaver  rise  ?  It  is  a  mathematical  fact  tL^^t 
^  the  casting  of  this  pebble  from  my  hand  alters  the  centre-cf- 

*  gravity  of  the  Universe. 

*  If  now  an  existing  generation  of  men  stand  so  woven  to- 
'  get  her,  not  less  indissolubly  does  generation  with  generation. 

*  Hast  thou  ever  meditated  on  that  word.  Tradition :  how  we  in- 
«  herit  not  Life  only,  but  all  the  garniture  and  form  of  Life  ;  aLd 
*work,  and  speak,  and  even  think  and  feel,  as  our  Fathers,  acd 
« primeval  grandfathers,  from  the  beginning,  have  given  it  us  ' — 

*  Who  printed  thee,  for  example,  this  unpretending  Voluni*:  ou 
•the  Philosophy  of  Clothes?  Not  the  Herren  StiH.-cliwti;:.:ii 
*and  Company:  but  Cadmus  of  Thebes,  Faust  of  Mentz.  a;  i 

i  innumerable  others  whom  thou  knowe»t  '  *"  "*  thtit  \>:*:.. 

<  no  MoBsogothic  Ulfila,  there  liad  l$m  i6ais&\^-^^ 

10 
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'or  ft  difftnnt  one.     Simpleton  I  U  wm  TnlMtlauii  tihttt'Si 

'  tby  Twj  Tulor'B  n«edle,  wd  sewed  ihtt  eoart  rait  of  Ooa. 

'  T«e,  truly,  if  Nature  is  one,  and  a  Unng  indiTinUa  «h 

*  mnek  more  ib  Mankind,  the  Im^  tbtt  refleda  tmi  anslH  b 

<  taro,  without  which  Nktiue  were  not.     As|»l|»ble"~ 

■  in  tbnt  wondroos  IndiTidnsl  ManVind,  unoi^  so  maaj  Ik 
'  streams  tbnt  are  not  pklpuble,  flow-on  those  nun-eomBls  d 
'  whnt  we  osU  Ofunioa ;  u  preserved  in  Institntionc,  Polilii^ 
'  ChnnhoB,  sbove  itll  in  Books.   Beantifol  it  b  to  nndeista^Hl 

*  know  that  *  Thought  did  never  yet  die  ;  that  as  thoo,  the  na^ 

*  nator  thereot  h&si  gathered  it  and  created  it  &om  tha  irtrii 

<  Past,  so  thoa  wilt  transmit  it  to  the  whole  Fntnre.  It  is  Iha 
*that  the  huoio  Heart,  the  seeing  Eye  of  the  first  tiua^sd 

■  feels  and  seee  in  us  of  the  latest ;  that  the  Wise  Man  staali 
'  ever  eneompaseed,  and  spiritually  embraced,  by  a  clood  of  wil- 
*nesses  and  brothers;  and  there  is  a  linog,  literal  Ce 
'  tf  Saials,  wid^  as  the  World  itself,  and  as  the  History  of  tlie 
'Worfd. 

'  Noteworthy  nlso,  and  serviceable  for  the  progress  of  this  ssns 
'Individoal,  nilt   thou  find  hb  subdivision   into    Generatiou. 

■  Generations  are  as  the  Days  of  toilsome  Mankind  ;  Death  and 
'  Birth  are  the  vesper  and  the  matin  bells,  that  summon  Maoiiiid 
'  to  sleep,  and  to  rise  refreshed  for  new  advancement.  What  tit 
'  Father  has  made,  the  Son  can  make  and  enjoy ;  bnt  has  •!» 
'work  of  his  own  appointed  him.  Thos  all  things  wax  and  nfi 
'onwards  ;  Art^,  fistablisbinenta,  Opinions,  nothing  is  completed, 
'  but  ever  completing.  Neirlon  has  learned  to  see  what  Keplct 
'  saw  ;  but  there  b  also  a  fresh  hearen -derived  force  in  NeviMi; 
'  he  must  mount  lo  alill  higher  points  of  vision.  So  too  the  He- 
'brew  Lawgiver  is,  in  <iue  time,  f.jllowet?  by  an  Apostie  of  th 
'  Gentilca  In  ilie  Iuslucm  ni  DLitnii^tJou,  ai  tLis  Ako  is  btm 
'  time  to  time  a  necessary  work,  thou  findest  a  like  seqaenos  aad 
'  perseverance  :  for  Luther  it  was  as  yet  hot  enough  to  stand  bf 
'  that  burning  of  the  Pope's  Bull ;  VolUire  could  not  warm  hiB- 
'  self  at  the  glimmering  ashes,  but  required  quite  other  fbtl 
'  Thus  likewise,  I  note,  the  English  Whij;  has,  in  the  second  g» 
'  eration,  become  an  English  Badical ;  who,  in  the  third  j^ain,  it 

*  u  to  bf  hoped,  will  hooome  an  Sn^lsh  Beboildsr.   ViuA 
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Nrhere  thou  wilt,  thou  findest  it  in  living  movement,  in  progress 
Ekster  or  slower :  the  Phoonix  soars  aloft,  hovers  with  outstretched 
iriDgs,  filling  Earth  with  her  music ;  or,  as  now,  she  sinks,  and 
spheral  swan-song  immolates  herself  in  flame,  that  she  maj 
the  higher  and  sing  the  clearer.* 

Ijet  the  friends  of  social  order,  in  such  a  disastrous  period,  lay 
las  to  heart,  and  derive  from  it  any  little  comfort  they  can.  We 
abjoin  another  passage,  concerning  Titles : 

^  Bemark,  not  without  surprise,'  says  TeufelsdrOckh,  <  how  all 
high  Titles  of  Honour  come  hitherto  from  Fighting.  Tour 
Serzog  (Duke,  Dux)  is  Leader  of  Armies ;  your  Earl  {Jarl)  is 
Strong  Man ;  your  Marshal  cavalry  Horse-shoer.  A  Millen- 
niam,  or  reign  of  Peace  and  Wisdom,  having  from  of  old  been 
prophesied,  and  becoming  now  daily  more  and  more  indubita- 
ble, may  it  not  be  apprehended  that  such  Fighting-titles  will 
cease  to  be  palatable,  and  new  and  higher  need  to  be  devised  7 

*'  The  only  Title  wherein  I,  with  confidence,  trace  eternity,  is 
that  of  King.  Konig  (King),  anciently  Konning  means  Ken- 
ning (Cunning),  or  which  is  the  same  thing,  Can-ning.  Ever 
must  the  Sovereign  of  Mankind  be  fitly  entitled  King.' 

'  Well,  also,'  says  he  elsewhere,  *•  was  it  written  by  Theologians ; 
a  King  rules  by  divine  right  He  carries  in  him  an  authority 
Irom  God,  or  man  will  never  give  it  him.  Can  I  choose  my  own 
King  ?  I  can  choose  my  own  King  Popinjay,  and  play  what 
fiuroe  or  tragedy  I  may  with  him :  but  he  who  is  to  be  my  Ruler, 
whose  will  is  to  be  higher  than  my  will,  was  chosen  for  me  in 
Heaven.  Neither  except  in  such  Obedience  to  the  Heaven- 
chosen  is  Freedom  so  much  as  conceivable.' 

The  Editor  will  here  admit  that,  among  all  the  wondrous  pro* 
rinces  of  Teufelsdrockh's  spiritual  world,  there  is  none  he  walks 
n  with  such  astonishment,  hesitation,  and  even  pain,  as  in  the 
Political  How,  with  our  English  love  of  Ministry  and  Opposi- 
iioD,  and  that  generous  conflict  of  Parties,  mind  warming  itself 
igainst  mind  in  their  mutual  wrestle  for  the  Public  Good,  by 
irhich  wrestle,  indeed,  is  our  invaluable  Constitution  kept  warm 
ind  alive ;  how  shall  we  domesticate  ourselves  in  this  spectral 
i^Mnpolii,  or  rather  City  both  of  the  Dead  and  of  the  Unbon, 
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when  tke  Pmeni  aeeniB  littla  other  tlmi  an  iiieoB«d«alli  lln 
dividing  the  Pail  mnd  the  Fatvre  9  In  thoM  dim  kngdmn  •- 
panees,  til  is  10  immeasiiiable ;  mneh  ao  diaaafcrcNum^iaflllj;  jiv 
▼ery  radianoea,  and  atraggUng  U^t-beama,  hare  a 
character.  And  then  with  aoi^  an  indiffBrenee,  aneli  a 
peaoefohMBa  (aeooonting  the  ineritaUy-coming  aa  already 
to  him  all  one  whetiier  it  he  distant  by  eentmiea  or  ealf  If 
days),  does  he  a% ; — and  live,  yon  would  say,  rather  in  any  ate 
age  than  in  his  own  1  It  is  our  painfnl  duty  to  annoimee^  or  if- 
peat,  that,  looking  into  this  man,  we  diaoem  a  deep,  ailent, 
burning,  inextingniahable  Badicatiam,  aoeh  as  fiUa  m  with 
dering  admiration. 

Thus,  for  example,  he  appears  to  make  little  eren  ef  the 
tiye  Franchise ;  at  least  so  we  interpret  the  following :  ^  SatalS^ 

*  yoorselvea,'  he  says, '  by  nnlTcrsal,  Kodnlntable  experiment,  aim 

*  as  ye  are  now  doing  or  will  do,  whether  Freedom,  heareakn 
'  and  leading  heavenward,  and  so  vitallj  essential  for  ns  alL  caa- 
*"  not  peradventore  be  mechanically  hatched  and  brought  to  ligkt 
^  in  that  same  Ballot-Box  of  yours ;  or  at  worst  in  some  otiber 
^  discoverable  or  devisable  Box.  Edifice,  or  Steam-mechanism.  It 
'  were  a  mighty  convenience ;  and  beyond  all  feats  of  mana&^ 

<  ture  witnessed  hitherto.'  Is  TeufelsdrOckh  acquainted  with  tke 
British  Constitution,  even  slightly? — He  says,  under  anodiff 
figure  :  '  But  after  all,  were  the  problem,  as  indeed  it  now  ereiy- 
*'  where  is.  To  rebuild  your  old  House  from  the  top  downwirdi 
*•  (since  you  must  live  in  it  the  while),  what  better,  what  otkw. 

<  than  the  Representative  Machine  will  serve  your  turn  ?     M< 

<  while,  however,  mock  me  not  with  the  name  ci  Free^  ^ 
'  you  have  but  knit  up  my  chains  into  ornamental  festoons"  '— 
Or  what  will  any  member  of  the  Peace  Society  make  of  sadi  an 
assertion  as  this :  '  The  lower  people  everywhere  desire  War. 
'  Not  so  unwisely ;  there  is  then  a  demand  for  lower  people-^^ 

<  be  shot !' 

Gladly,  therefore,  do  we  emerge  from  those  sonl-conliisiBg 
labyrinths  of  speculative  Radicalism,  into  somewhat  clearer  re- 
gion&  Here,  looking  round,  as  was  our  best,  for  *■  organic  (Ba- 
meats,'  we  ask^  may  not  thia,  touching  <  Hero-worship,'  be  of  tba 
nvBherf    It  aeama  of  a  cbaarfU  ohanater;  yei  ao  quaint  » 
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had  revealed  itself,  through  all  meanest  and  highest  forms  of  the 
Common ;  and  by  him  been  again  prophetically  revealed :  in 
whose  inspired  melody,  even  in  these  rag-gathering  and  rag- 
homing  days,  Man's  Life  again  begins,  were  it  but  afar  off,  to  be 
divine?  Knowest  thou  none  such?  I  know  him,  and  name 
him — Goethe. 

*  But  thou  as  yet  standcst  in  no  Temple ;  joinest  in  no  Psalm- 
worship  ;  feelest  well  that,  where  there  is  no  ministering  Priest, 
the  people  perish  ?  Be  of  comfort  1  Thou  art  not  alone,  if  thou 
have  Faith.  Spake  we  not  of  a  Communion  of  Saints,  unseen^ 
yet  not  unreal,  accompanying  and  brother-like  embracing  thee,  so 
thou  be  worthy  ?  Their  heroic  Sufierings  rise  up  melodiously 
together  to  Heaven,  out  of  all  lands,  and  out  of  all  times,  as  a 
■acred  Miserere ;  their  heroic  Actions  also,  as  a  boundless,  ever- 
fauting  Psalm  of  Triumph.  Neither  say  that  thou  hast  now  no 
Symbol  of  the  Godlike.  Is  not  God's  Universe  a  Symbol  of  the 
Ghodlike;  is  not  Immensity  a  Temple;  is  not  Man's  History, 
and  Men's  History,  a  perpetual  Evangel?  Listen,  and  for 
organ-music  thou  wilt  ever,  as  of  old,  hear  the  Morning  Stars 
UBg  together.' 
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CHAPTER    VIII. 


HATUEAL  SUPBElf ATOBALIBM. 


It  IB  in  hk  rtapendons  Seetioo,  Ii«aded  Nmimrml 
itm^  that  the  Professor  first  beoomes  »  Seer;  and,  after  losg 
efinrt,  snoh  as  we  haTe  witnessed,  finally  sobdnea  wader  his  InI 
tlis  refractory  Glothes-Philoeophy,  and  takea  netorioiia  posi 
am  thereof  Phantasms  enough  he  has  had  to  aimggle  wilk; 
'  Gloth-wehs  and  Gob-webs,'  of  Imperial  Mantles,  SnperannaslBi 
Symbols,  and  what  not:  yet  still  did  he  eoorageoady  pisroe 
througL  Nay,  worst  of  all,  two  quite  mysterious,  world-embiar 
cing  Phantasms,  Time  and  Space,  have  ever  hovered  ronnd  hin, 
perplexing  and  bewildering:  but  with  these  also  he  now  reso- 
lutely grapples,  these  also  he  victoriously  rends  amider.  In  a 
word,  he  has  looked  fixedly  on  Existence,  till,  one  after  the  other, 
its  earthly  hulls  and  garnitures  have  all  melted  away  ;  and  nov, 
to  his  rapt  vision,  the  interior  celestial  Holy  of  Holies  lies  dis- 
closed. 

Here  therefore  properly  it  is  that  the  Philosophy- of  Clothes 
attains  to  Transcendentalism  ;  this  last  leap,  can  we  bnt  clear  it, 
takes  us  safe  into  the  promised  land,  where  PaJingenesia,  in  all 
senses,  may  bo  considered  as  beginniug.  '  Courage,  then !'  maj 
our  Diogenes  exclaim,  with  better  right  than  Diogenes  the  First 
once  did.  This  stupendous  Section  we,  after  long  painful  medi- 
tation, have  found  not  to  be  unintelligible  :  but  on  the  contrary 
to  grow  clear,  nay  radiant,  and  all-illuminating.  Let  the  reader, 
turning  on  it  what  utmost  force  of  speculative  intellect  is  in  him, 
do  his  part ;  as  we,  by  judicious  selection  and  adjustment,  shall 
study  to  do  ours : 

^  Deep  has  been,  and  is,  the  significance  of  Miracles,'  thus 
quietly  begins  the  Professor  ;  ^  far  deeper  perhaps  than  we  ima- 
'gine.     Meanwhile,  the  question  of  questions  were:  What  spe- 
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'  eiallj  is  a  Miracle  ?  To  that  Dutch  King  of  Siam,  an  icicle  had 
^  been  a  miracle  ]  whoso  had  carried  with  him  an  air-pump,  and 
phial  of  yitriolic  ether,  might  have  worked  a  miracle.  To  my 
horse  again,  who  unhappily  is  still  more  unscientific,  do  not  I 
work  a  miracle,  and  magical  ^'  Open  sesame  /"  every  time  I  please 
to  pay  twopence,  and  open  for  him  an  impassable  Schlagbaunij  or 
shut  Turnpike  ? 

<  '^  But  is  not  a  real  Miracle  simply  a  violation  of  the  Laws  of 
Nature  ?"  ask  several.  Whom  I  answer  by  this  new  question . 
What  are  the  Laws  of  Nature  ?  To  me  perhaps  the  rising  of 
one  from  the  dead  were  no  violation  of  these  Laws,  but  a  con- 
firmation ;  were  some  far  deeper  Law,  now  first  penetrated  into, 
and  by  Spiritual  Force,  even  as  the  rest  have  all  been,  broughl 
to  bear  on  us  with  its  Material  Force. 

'  Here  too  may  some  inquire,  not  without  astonishment :  On 
what  ground  shall  one,  that  can  make  Iron  swim,  come  and  de- 
clare that  therefore  he  can  teach  Religion  ?  To  us,  truly,  of  the 
Nineteenth  Century,  such  declaration  were  inept  enough ;  which 
nevertheless  to  our  fathers,  of  the  First  Century,  was  full  of 
meaning. 

*  "  But  is  it  not  the  deepest  Law  of  Nature  that  she  be  con- 
stant?" cries  an  illuminated  class :  "  Is  not  the  Machine  of  the 
Universe  fixed  to  move  by  unalterable  rules  ?"  Probable  enough, 
good  friends :  nay,  I  too  must  believe  that  the  God,  whom 
ancient  inspired  men  assert  to  be  '*  without  variableness  or 
shadow  of  turning,'*  does  indeed  never  change ;  that  Nature,  that 
the  Universe,  which  no  one  whom  it  so  pleases  can  be  prevented 
from  calling  a  Machine,  does  move  by  the  most  unalterable 
rules.  And  now  of  you  too  I  make  the  old  inquiry :  What  those 
same  unalterable  rules,  forming  the  complete  Statute-Book  of 
Nature,  may  possibly  be  ? 

*  They  stand  written  in  our  Works  of  Science,  say  you ;  in  the 
accumulated  records  of  man's  Experience  ? — Was  Man  with  his 
Experience  present  at  the  Creation,  then,  to  see  how  it  all  went 
on  ?  Uave  any  deepest  scientific  individuals  yet  dived  down  to 
the  foundations  of  the  Universe,  and  gauged  every  thing  there  ? 
Did  the  Maker  take  them  into  His  counsel ;  that  they  read  His 
gitmnd-plan  of  the  inoomprehensible  All ;  and  can  say,  This 

10» 
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Bteoda  marked  tlieran,  and  do  more  tfum  thist     Alas!  Mkii 

anjwifle  1    Theae  aoiaiitifio  individiwda  hftro  beat 

whera  we  also  are ;  lukTe  seen  aonie  kindlmadtlM 

we  Bee  into  the  Beep  that  ia  infinite,  without  faottooa  aa 

ahore. 

*  Laplace'tf  Book  on  the  Stan,  wherein  he  ezfaibita  thai 
Planets,  with  their  Satellites,  gyrate  round  onr  worthy  Sm^  ifti 
rate  and  in  a  eoniaei  which,  bj  greatest  good,  finrtone,  haaai 
the  like  of  him  have  snoceeded  in  detecting^— 5a  to  me  as  pit 
dons  astQ  another.  Bat  is  this  what  thoa  nameet "  Meehaaiai 
Oi  the  Heavens,"  and  ''System  of  the  World;"  this,  whenia 
Sirius  and  the  Pleiades,  and  all  Heraehel's  Fifteen  thonmil 
Sons  per  minute,  being  left  out,  some  paltry  handfol  of  Moqbi» 
and  inert  Balls,  had  been — ^looked  at,  nioknamedy  and  marted  is 
the  Zodiacal  Waybill ;  so  that  we  can  now  prate  of  their  When- 
about ;  thdr  How,  their  Why,  their  What,  being  lad  firam  os  tf 
in  the  signless  luane  ? 

'  System  of  Nature !  To  the  wisest  man,  wide  as  is  his  TisioB, 
Nature  remains  of  quite  infinite  depth,  of  quite  infinite  expas- 
sioD ;  and  all  Experience  thereof  limits  itself  to  some  few  coni- 
putcd  centuries,  and  measured  square  miles.  The  course  of 
Nature's  phases,  on  this  our  little  fraction  of  a  Planet,  is  psr- 
tiallj  known  to  us :  but  who  knows  what  deeper  courses  thsK 
depend  on ;  what  infinitely  larger  Cycle  (of  causes)  oar  little 
Epicycle  revolves  on  ?  To  the  Minnow  every  cranny  and  peb- 
ble, and  quality  and  accident,  of  its  little  native  Creek  may  hare 
become  familiar :  but  does  the  Minnow  understand  the  Ocesa 
Tides  and  periodic  Currents,  the  Trade-winds,  and  Monsoosi 
and  Moon's  Eclipses ;  by  all  which  the  condition  of  its  little 
Creek  is  regulated,  and  may,  from  time  to  time  (ttamiraculooslj 
enough),  be  quite  overset  and  reversed?  Such  a  minnow  is maa: 
his  Creek  this  Planet  Earth;  his  Ocean  the  immeasurable  All: 
his  3Ionsoons  and  periodic  Currents  the  mysterious  Course  of 
Providence  through  JEk)ns  of  ^ons. 

*  We  speak  of  the  Volume  of  Nature :  and  truly  a  Volume  it 
is, — whose  Author  and  Writer  is  God.  To  read  it !  Dost  thoa, 
does  man,  so  much  as  well  know  the  Alphabet  thereof?  With 
its  Words^  Sentences,  and  grand  dfescriptiye  Pages,  poetieal  and 
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philosophical,  spread  out  through  Solar  Systems,  and  Thousands 
of  Tears,  we  shall  not  try  thee.  It  is  a  Volume  written  in  celes- 
tial hieroglyphs,  in  the  true  Saored-writing ;  of  which  even  Pro- 
phets are  happy  that  they  can  read  here  a  line  and  there  a  line. 
As  for  your  Institutes,  and  Academies  of  Science,  they  striye 
bravely;  and,  from  amid  the  thick-crowded,  inextricably  inter- 
twisted hieroglyphic  writing,  pick  out,  by  dexterous  combination, 
some  Letters  in  the  vulgar  Character,  and  therefrom  put  together 
this  and  the  other  economic  Recipe,  of  high  avail  in  Practice. 
That  Nature  is  more  than  some  boundless  Volume  of  such  Re- 
cipes, or  huge,  well-nigh  inexhaustible  Domestic  Cookery  Book, 
of  which  the  whole  secret  will  in  this  manner  one  day  evolve 
itself,  the  fewest  dream. 

'  Custom,'  continues  the  Professor, '  doth  make  dotards  of  us 
'  all.  Consider  well,  thou  wilt  find  that  Custom  is  the  greatest  of 
'  Weavers ;  and  weaves  airy  raiment  for  all  the  Spirits  of  the 
'  Universe ;  whereby  indeed  these  dwell  with  us  visibly,  as  minis- 
tering serA'ants,  in  our  houses  and  workshops ;  but  their  spiri- 
'  tual  nature  becomes,  to  the  most,  forever  hidden.  Philosophy 
'  complains  that  Custom  has  hoodwinked  us,  from  the  first ;  that 
'  we  do  every  thing  by  Custom,  even  Believe  by  it ;  that  our  very 
'  Axioms,  let  us  boast  of  Free-thinking  as  we  may,  are  oftenest 
'  simply  such  Beliefs  as  we  have  never  heard  questioned.  Nay, 
'  what  is  Philosophy  throughout  but  a  continual  battle  against 
'  Custom ;  an  ever-renewed  effort  to  transcend  the  sphere  of  blind 
*•  Custom,  and  so  become  Transcendental  ? 

'  Innumerable  are  the  illusions  and  legerdemain  tricks  of  Cus- 

*  torn  :  but  of  all  these  perhaps  the  cleverest  is  her  knack  of  per- 
^  suading  us  that  the  Miraculous,  by  simple  repetition,  ceases  to 

*  be  Miraculous.    True,  it  Is  bv  this  means  we  live  ;  for  man  must 

*  work  as  well  as  wonder:   and  herein  is  Custom  so  far  a  kind 

*  nurse,  guiding  him  to  hi.s  true  benefit.     But  she  is  a  fond  fool- 

*  ish  nurse,  or  rather  we  are  false  foolish  nurslings,  when  in  our 

*  resting  and  reflecting  hours,  we  prolong  the  same  deception. 

*  Am  I  to  view  the  Stupendous  with  stupid  indifference,  because 
<  I    have  seen  it  twice,  or  two  hundred,  or  two  million  times  \ 

*  Thero  b  no  reason  in  Nature  or  in  Art  why  I  ihould :  aniesi. 
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indeed,  1  am  ft  mere  Work-MacliiTifl,  fnr  wbnm  Um>  dinn*  pft 
p1'  Thought  were  tip  othar  thau  ibe  terT«8trial  pifi  of  Si<«d  ti 
to  the  StcBjn-engiue ;  a  power  Kheret)y  Cotfcoa  migfal  hr  rpvi, 

'  and  money  and  money's  worth  realised. 

'  Notable  enough  too,  here  as  elsewhere,  wilt  thou  find  the  (•■ 
teacy  of  Names ;  which  indeed  are  but  one  kind  of  such  Onsti*- 
noven,  wonder-hiding  Garments      Witchcraft,  and  all  maiUMr 

'  of  Spectre-work,  and  Den 


i,  and  DiBeases  of  the  : 
'  the  new  nuestion  oomes 
'Nerves?  Ever,  as  befoi 
'  terrific,  altogether  iafenu 
'  Deep,  through  this  fair-pa 
'thereon, which  we  name  t) 
'  Devil  less  a  Reality,  wh( 
'  eye,  or  without  it  i     In  e 


vft  have  now  aam«d  SM- 
eldom  reflecting  that  AiO 
bat  is  Madness,  what  u* 
netsM  ramain  a  tnyatsnOB^ 
ip  nf  the  N<>tbor  OhM& 
D  of'CreaUon,  which  swim 
'as  Luther's  Picture  of  it* 
)  fbrmod  within  tbe  bodilf 
«st  soul  lies  a  whole  world 


'  of  internal  Madness,  an  authantia  ilemim-Enpire  ;  out  etwhiA, 
'  indeed,  his  world  of  Wisdom  has  been  creatively  built  tojfelliw, 

'  iiud  now  rests  t^ero.  as  ..ii   it»  ilnrk  fdimiJatiotis  does  a  habitable 
'flowery  Kurlli-rit:!.]. 


.-  Appci 


■cs.  for  iiidiiig  Womier, 
find  fundiinicnial  world- 


'  But  decl.l■^t  of  nil  i 
'as  for  many  other  onds,  iire  }■• 
'enveloping  Appearatiee.s.  SfAcn  and  Trvc.  These,  ns  spun 
'and  wo\'eu  for  us  from  before  Birth  it?elf.  to  clothe  our  celestial 
'  31b  for  dwelling  hero,  and  yet  to  blind  it. — lie  all-embracing,  i.' 
'  the  univ,T.^.il  ■■aiiva-p.  or  warn  and  «o.>f  whereby  all  minor  lllu- 
L'ave  and  p.Tint  theniseKi',* 
I  strip  them 


n  this  I'll 


a  Eiirth.  slir 


t  bo 


r  for 


'  Fortuoatiis  had  a  wishing  Hat.  wliieh  when  !io  put  on.  ami 
'  wished  liiu.aelf  Anywhere,  behold  he  was  there.  Bv  this  means 
'bid  Fortnuutua  triumplied  over  Sp.iee.  he  had'  anuihiliKod 
'Space;  for  him  tliere  was  no  Wliere,  but  all  w.is  Here,  Were 
'a  Hatter  to  establish  litinseif.  in  the  Wahngaase  of  Weissnicht- 

'wo,  and  make  felts  of  this  .''ort   for  all   mankin  '   -'•-' '■■ 

'  we  should  have  of  it!     Still  stranger,  should,  i 


e  opposite 
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side  of  the  street,  another  Hatter  establish  himself;  and,  as  his 
fellow-craftsman  made  Space-annihilating  Hats,  make  Time- 
annihilating !  Of  both  wonld  I  purchase,  were  it  with  my  last 
groschen ;  but  chiefly  of  this  latter.  To  clap  on  your  felt,  and, 
simply  by  wishing  that  your  were  Anywhere,  straightway  to  be 
There!  Next  to  clap  on  your  other  felt,  and,  simply  by  wbhing 
that  you  were  Anytr^»,  straightway  to  be  Then!  This  were  in- 
deed the  grander :  shooting  at  will  from  the  Fire-Creation  of  the 
World  to  its  Fire-Consummation ;  here  historically  present  in 
the  First  Century,  conversing  fi&ce  to  face  with  Paul  and  Seneca; 
there  prophetically  in  the  Thirty-first,  conversing  also  face  to 
fiice  with  other  Pauls  and  Senecas,  who  as  yet  stand  hidden  in 
the  depth  of  that  late  Time ! 

^  Or  thinkest  thou,  it  were  impossible,  unimaginable  ?  Is  the 
Past  annihilated,  then,  or  only  past ;  is  the  Future  non-extant 
or  only  future  ?  Those  mystic  faculties  of  thine.  Memory  and 
Hope,  already  answer :  already  through  those  mystic  avenues, 
thou  the  £arth-blindcd  summonest  both  Past  and  Future,  and 
communest  with  them,  though  as  yet  darkly,  and  with  mute  beck- 
onings.  The  curtains  of  Yesterday  drop  down,  the  curtains  of 
Tomorrow  roll  up ;  but  Yesterday  and  To-morrow  both  are. 
Pierce  through  the  Time-Element,  glance  into  the  Eternal 
Believe  what  thou  findest  written  in  the  sanctuaries  of  Man's 
Soul,  even  as  all  Thinkers,  in  all  ages,  have  devoutly  read  it 
there :  that  Time  and  Space  are  not  Grod,  but  creations  of  God ; 
that  with  God  as  it  is  a  universal  Here,  so  is  it  an  everlasting 
Now. 

'And  seest  thou  therein  any  glimpse  of  iMMORTALrrY? — O 
Heaven !  Is  the  white  Tomb  of  our  Loved  One,  who  died  from 
our  arms,  and  had  to  be  left  behind  us  there,  which  rises  in  the 
distance,  like  a  pale,  mournfully  receding  Milestone,  to  tell  how 
many  toilsome  uncheered  miles  we  have  journeyed  on  alone, — 
but  a  pale  spectral  Illusion !  Is  the  lost  Friend  still  myste- 
riously Here,  even  as  we  are  Here  mysteriously,  with  God ! — 
Know  of  a  truth  that  only  the  Time-shadows  have  perished,  or 
are  perishable ;  that  the  real  Being  of  whatever  was,  and  what- 
ever is,  and  whatever  will  be,  is  even  now  and  forever.  This, 
should  it  unhappily  seem  new,  thou  mayst  ponder  at  thy  lei- 


iM  .  BABTOR  BIBARITra. 


<m«;  for  Um  nexl  twoitjr  j6Ui^ or  ikm  mat 
*bdi0f«itthoaniiiBi;  imdentMid  it  tkm  ouwl 
<That  the  Tkon^t^orma,  Speoa  ud  Ium, 

<  all^  we  tf  •  sent  into  tliu  Eertli  to  fifOi  ehoold  QoadiftMB  aal  dt- 

<  tennine  our  whole  Pnetuel  nuaum^  oomo 
'ingo  or  T"»*f  »«»e»j    aAJmia  altogether  it,  joet^  and  im 
&Bat  that  they  ehoold,  fitrthennore^  oeorp  eneh  ewaj 
'  npiritael  Heditetkm,  end  Uind  oe  to  the  wonder  eiferjwhae  If- 
<ingoloee<Ni  Q%8eeBie  nowise  ao.    Admit  Speoe  end  TumH 

<  their  dne  nnk  ee  Fonns  of  Thought ;  nay,  even,  if  thow  wikti 

*  their  quite  undne  rank  ci  BeeUtiee:  and  eonaider,  then,  vidi 
'thyeelf  how  their  thin  du^goiaee  hide  from  ne  the  fangfateet  Ged- 
'  e^ilgenoes  I  Thus,  were  it  not  mireeahHUii  eoold  I  etniek 
cfiurth  my  hand,  and  datoh  the  Son ?    Yet  thoa  eeeet  me  dnif 

*  stretch  forth  my  hand,  end  therewith  daleh  meny  a  thing,  ul 

*  swing  it  hither  end  thither.  Art  thou  a  grown  bdbj,  thes, 
'  to  fancy  that  the  Miracle  lies  in  miles  of  distance,  or  in  poondi 
'  avoirdapois  of  weight ;  and  not  to  see  that  the  tme  inexpliesble 

*  God-revealing  Miracle  lies  in  this,  that  I  can  stretch  forth  mj 

*  hand  at  all ;  that  I  have  free  Force  to  clutch  anght  therewith  ? 
'  Innumerable  other  of  this  sort  are  the  deceptions,  and  wonder- 
'  hiding  stupefactions,  which  Space  practices  on  us. 

'  Still  worse  is  it  with  regard  to  Time.  Your  grand  anti-aa- 
'  gician,  and  universal  wonder-hider,  is  this  same  lying  Time. 
'  Had  we  but  the  Time*annihilating  Hat,  to  put  on  for  once  onlj, 
'  we  should  see  ourselves  in  a  World  of  Miracles,  wherein  all 
'  fabled  or  authentic  Thaumaturgy,  and  feats  of  Magic,  were  out- 
'  done.  But  unhappily  we  have  not  such  a  Hat ;  and  man,  poor 
'  fool  that  he  is,  can  seldom  and  scantily  help  himself  without 
*one. 

^  Were  it  not  wonderful,  for  instance,  had  Orpheus,  or  Am- 
'phion,  built  the  walls  of  Thebes  by  the  mere  sound  of  his  Lyre? 
'  Yet  tell  me,  Who  built  these  walls  of  W^eissnichtwo ;  summon- 
'  ing  out  all  the  sandstone  rocks,  to  dance  along  from  the  Stait 
'  bruch  (now  a  huge  Troglodyte  Chasm,  with  frightful  green-man- 
^  tied  pools) ;  and  shape  themselves  into  Doric  and  lonie  pillarSf 

*  squared  ashlar  houses,  and  noble  streets  ?  Was  it  not  the  still 
^hijgher  Orphens,  or  Orpheuses,  who,  in  past  oentoiiefli  by  the 
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*  diyine  Music  of  Wisdom,  succeeded  in  civilising  man  ?     Oar 

<  highest  Orpheus  walked  in  Judea,  eighteen  hundred  years  ago : 

<  his  sphere-melody,  flowing  in  wild  native  tones,  took  captive  the 
'  rmvished  souls  of  men  ;  and,  heing  of  a  truth  sphere-melody,  still 
^  flows  and  sounds,  though  now  with  thousandfold  Acoompani- 

*  ments,  and  rich  symphonies,  through  all  our  hearts ;  and  modu- 
'  lates,  and  divinely  leads  them.     Is  that  a  wonder,  which  hap- 

<  pens  in  two  hours  ;  and  does  it  cease  to  be  wonderful  if  happen- 
^  ing  in  two  million  ?  Not  only  was  Thebes  built  by  the  music  of 
'  an  Orpheus ;  but  without  the  music  of  some  inspired  Orpheus 
'  was  no  city  ever  built,  no  work  that  man  glories  in  ever  done. 

'  Sweep  away  the  Illusion  of  Time ;  glance,  if  thou  have  eyes, 
'  from  the  near  moving-cause  to  its  far  distant  Mover :  The  stroke 
*'  that  came  transmitted  through  a  whole  galaxy  of  elastic  balb, 
'  was  ii  it  less  a  stroke  than  if  the  last  ball  only  had  been  struck, 
'  and  sent  flying  ?  Oh,  could  I  (with  the  Time-annihilating  Hat) 
^  transport  thee  direct  from  the  Beginnings  to  the  Endings,  how 
'  were  thy  eyesight  unsealed,  and  thy  heart  set  flaming  in  the 
'  Light-sea  of  celestial  wonder !  Then  sawest  thou  that  this  fur 
'  Universe,  were  it  in  the  meanest  province  thereof,  is  in  very  deed 
'  the  star-domed  City  of  God ;  that  through  every  star,  through 
'every  grass-blade,  and  most  through  every  Living  Soul,  the 
'  glory  of  a  present  God  still  beams.  But  Nature,  which  is  the 
'  Time-vesture  of  God,  and  reveals  Him  to  the  wise,  hides  Him 
'  from  the  foolish. 

'  Again,  could  any  thing  be  more  miraculous  than  an  actual 

<  authentic  Ghost  ?     The  English  Johnson  longed,  all  his  life  to 

<  see  one ;  but  could  not,  though  he  went  to  Cock  Lane,  and 
'  thence  to  the  church-vaults,  and  tapped  on  coffins.     Foolish  Doc- 

<  tor !  Did  he  never,  with  the  mind's  eye  as  well  as  with  the  body% 
'  look  round  him  into  that  full  tide  of  human  Life  he  so  loved  ; 
'  did  he  never  so  much  as  look  into  Himself  ^     The  good  Doctor 

<  was  a  Ghost,  as  actual  and  authentic  as  heart  could  wL<th  ;  well 
'  nigh  a  million  of  Ghosts  were  travelling  the  streets  by  his  side. 

*  Once  more  I  say,  sweep  away  the  illusion  of  Time ;  compress 

<  the  threescore  years  into  three  minutes :  what  else  was  he,  what 
'  elae  are  we  ?  Are  we  not  Spirits,  that  are  shaped  into  a  body, 
( into  an  Appearance ;  and  that  fade  mway  again  into  air,  and  In* 
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'TisiUlityl  Thia  is  no  tneUphor,  it  ii  a  Bimple  scientiScjbif: 
'  ire  Btftrt  out  of  NotliiDgneBs.  lalio  Sgur«.  and  sre  Appsritiou. 
'  round  TIB,  as  round  the  veriest  spectre,  m  Kternitj- ;  »ai  l» 
'  Ktf^mity  minutes  nre  as  jears  and  itions.  Oome  there  not  Iobs 
'  of  Love  and  Faith,  as  from  celesti&l  httrp-stringa.  like  tbp  Sm^ 
'  of  beatified  Souls?  And  again,  do  we  not  sqneak  and  gibber  (ii 
'our  discordant,  soreech-owlish  debatings  and  re«riininatiags] j 
'and  glide  bodeful  and  f  fu^] :  or  nprirar  (polbra), 

'  and  revel  in  our  mad  Da  Wad, — till  the  scent  of  tka 

'  morDing-air  siiminoDS  ua  iome ;   And  drcamj  Ni^ 

'  becomes  awake  and  Dayl  iw  ia  Alexander  of  Mm*- 

'don:  does  the  steel  lioet  in  fierce  battl^sbonts.  at 

'  lasuB  and  Arbela,  remai  ;  or  have  thej  all  vanJiA- 

'  ed  utterly,  even  aa  pe  ns  msstf     Napoleon  loo, 

'  and  his  Moscow  Retreau  lit*  Campaigns  !     Was  ii 

'  all  other  than  the  veriest  t ;  which  has  now,  with  iti 

'howling  tumult  thnt  niaa*   j.i  faidetnis,   flkted    awijt — 

'  Ghosts  I  There  are  nigh  a  thousand  miUion  wallring  the  Barifc 
'openly  at  noontido  :  pnnie  half-hundred  have  vanit^lied  from  h. 
'  80tii.''liii!f  huiulrpd  h.ivc  arisen  hi  it.  ere  thy  w.iteh  tii-k,'  nacc 

'  O  Heavon.  it  is  niysferions.  it  i^  airful  to  consider  thai  ite 
'  not  only  curry  each  a  future  (Ihnst  within  him  :  hnt  are.  in  verv 
'  deed,  C'hosfs  !  These  Limbs,  whence  had  wc  ihcin  :  this  -Ti.nii". 
'Force:  this  lifc-bloed  with  itn  burning  Passion.^  Thcv  n:e 
'dnsl  and  sh:icln«-;  a   Shiiilon-svstcni   gathered   round   riur'.MT- 


'  nothing  more.  Stately  they  trcail  the  K^irtl^  as  if  ii  ,vere  i 
'firm  .subslan.'c:  fool!  the  Karlh  i*  Imt  a  fihn  :  it  erar-k^  i:i 
'  tw,iin,  and  «arri..r  ii.id  w.ir-hnr«e  >ink  hevond  plnnimcfs  s^u.ii 
'  ing.  riiiniLiieCs  '  Faiitiisy  hcrs.'lf  will  not  felh.w  them  .\ 
'  little  while  ago  they  were  not  ;  a  litllc  while  and  they  ;ire  iiM. 
'  their  very  ashes  .ire  not. 

'  So  has  it  been  from  the  beginning,  so  will  it  be  to  the  end 
'  Generation  after  generation  takes  to  il.'k'lf  the  Form  of  a  Body  . 
'  and  forth-issuing  from  Cimmerian  Night,  od  HeaveD'a  mission 
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'  APPEA&s.  What  Force  and  Firo  is  in  each  he  expends :  one 
'  grinding  in  the  mill  of  Industry ;  one  hunter-like  climbing  the 
giddy  Alpine  heights  of  Science ;  one  madly  dashed  in  pieces 
on  the  rocks  of  Strife,  in  war  with  his  fellow  : — and  then  the 
Heayen-sent  is  recalled ;  his  earthly  Vesture  falls  away,  and 
soon  even  to  Sense  becomes  a  Vanbhed  Shadow.  Thus,  like 
some  wild-flaming,  wild'thundering  train  of  Heaven's  Artillery, 
does  this  mysterious  Mankind  thunder  and  flame,  in  long- 
drawn,  quick-succeeding  grandeur,  through  the  unknown  Deep. 
Thus,  like  a  Grod-created,  fire-breathing  Spirit-host,  we  emerge 
'  from  the  Inane ;  haste  stormfully  across  the  astonished  Earth  ; 
then  plunge  again  into  the  Inane.  Earth's  mountains  are  ley- 
elled,  and  her  seas  filled  up,  in  our  passage :  can  the  Earth, 
which  is  but  dead  and  a  vision,  resist  Spirits  which  have  reality 
and  are  alive  ?  On  the  hardest  adamant  some  foot-print  of  us 
is  stamped  in ;  the  last  Rear  of  the  host  will  read  traces  of  the 
earliest  Van.  But  whence? — O  Heaven,  whither?  Sense 
knows  not ;  Faith  knows  not ;  only  that  it  is  through  Mystery 
to  Mystery,  from  God  and  to  Gtod. 

^^We  are  such  stuff 
'As  Dreams  are  made  of,  and  our  little  Lift 
<Ii roanded  witk  a  sleepP  ' 
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CHAPTER    IX- 


CIRCITMSPECTIVE. 


Heke  then  arUea  the 
British  Re&deTS  aotnall; 

country  ;  ia  the  Philosopb 
them  ?  Long  and  adveni 
outmost  vulgar,  palpfiblc 
iTDDdrouB  Flesh^QaTmen 
inwards  to  the  Gi&rmeiitf> 
Space  themselves !  And 
of  Man,  and  of  Mankind,  a 
nicnstiro  to  reveal  iteelf  1    x 


xu  qaestioD  :  Have  am 
.  OS  at  the  nev  promisBi 
now  at  last  opening  arfmnd 
:  journey  been  -  from  theft 
ills  of  Man  ;  through  liif 
adrouG  Social  Gamiton*; 
Soul's  Soul,  to  Time  lai 
Sptrltaal,  eternal  Eweim 
1  TrappagMj  begin  in  n; 
y  peadera  diaeeni,  u  tbeqgh 


1  glass  darkly,  in  huge  wavcrmg  outlines,  some  primeval  ruJi- 
jitnls  of  Mans  Being,  what  is  changeable  divided  from  wha; 
s  uiiehangcahle  ?     l>ocs  that  Earth-Spirit's  speeoh  in  i^jw/.' 


'■Tifdhusa 

t  tli«  ro:ii>h,s  I.om,  nf  T 

me  I  ply, 

'Ai,dwe,.v 

lorGuUlheGarmcnlll 

or 

that  oilier  thou 

ainl-liin<'s  repeated 

peeeli  of  the 

Magi 

Shakespeare  : 

'  And  lik 

llie  Ij^i^elesM  fuUric  of  ll 

s  vi-^ion, 

'Tboclo 

'lenpl  Towers,  the  jorgw 

us  Pnlnctn, 

'Thcsulr 

mn  Tcrn[i1pB,  llic  great  Globe  itself, 

'Anflall 

nliichitinheril-balldis 

nWc: 

'Aiiiillk" 

lUis  inisiil»laiitinl  pngCii 

nt  r,i.led, 

'Lcitvoi, 

I  n  «-iMck  h,hij,<i  i' 

be 

y]n  to  have  s-ime 

ineaniiif:  for  us  ?     In 

a  word,  do  w 

e  at  le 

Bf 

r;d  saf.-  in  the  f: 

■  rej;ion  of  I'oetie  L'r 

eatioii  and  P 

lingen 

w) 

ere   tlial    I'hwi.i 

v    Ikalh  Birth   of  Ih 

man  Soeictv 

sud  0 

H 

man  Things,  appears  possible,  is  seen 

to  be  inevitable  i 
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Aloug   this  most  iusufiicieut,   unheard-of  Bridge,  which  the 

JSditor,  by  Heaven's  blessing,  has  now  seen  himself  enabled  to 

^N>Dclude  if  not  complete,  it  cannot  be  his  sober  calculation,  but 

only  his  fond  hope,  that  many  have  travelled  without  accident 

No  firm  arch,  overspanning  the  Impassable  with  paved  highway, 

ooald  the  Editor  construct ;  only,  as  was  said,  some  zigzag  series 

of  rafts  floating  tumultuously  thereon.     Alas,  and  the  leaps  from 

raft  to  raft  were  too  often  of  a  breakneck  character ;  the  dark* 

ness,  the  nature  of  the  element,  all  was  against  us  I 

Nevertheless,  may  not  here  and  there  ono  of  a  thousand,  pro- 
vided with  a  discursiveness  of  intellect  rare  in  our  day,  have 
eleared  the  passage,  in  spite  of  all  ?  Happy  few !  little  band  of 
Friends !  be  welcome,  be  of  courage.  By  degrees,  the  eye  grows 
aoouBtomed  to  its  new  Whereabout ;  the  hand  can  stretch  itself 
forth  to  work  there :  it  is  in  this  grand  and  indeed  highest  work 
of  Palingenesia  that  ye  shall  labour,  each  according  to  ability. 
New  labourers  will  arrive  ;  new  Bridges  will  be  built ;  nay,  may 
not  our  own  poor  rope-and-rafb  Bridge,  in  your  passings  and  re- 
pamings,  be  mended  in  many  a  point,  till  it  grow  quite  finOi 
passable  even  for  the  halt  ? 

Meanwhile,  of  the  innumerable  multitude  that  started  with  ua, 
joyous  and  full  of  hope,  where  now  is  the  innumerable  remainder, 
whom  we  see  no  longer  by  our  side  ?  The  most  have  recoiled, 
and  stand  ga«ng  afar  off,  in  unsympathetic  astonishment,  at  our 
career:  not  a  few,  pressing  forward  with  more  courage,  have 
missed  footing,  or  leaped  short ;  and  now  swim  weltering  in  the 
Chaos-flood,  some  towards  this  shore,  some  towards  that.  To 
these  also  a  helping  hand  should  be  held  out;  at  least  some  word 
of  encouragement  be  said. 

Or,  to  speak  without  metaphor,  with  which  mode  of  utterance 
TeufelsdrOckh  unhappily  has  somewhat  infected  us,-— can  it  be 
hidden  from  the  Editor  that  many  a  British  Reader  sits  reading 
quite  bewildered  in  head,  and  afflicted  rather  than  inatructed  by 
the  present  Work  ?  Yes,  long  ago  has  many  m  British  Reader 
been,  as  now,  demanding  with  something  like  a  snarl :  Whereto 
does  all  this  lead  ;  or  what  use  is  in  it? 

In  the  way  of  replenishing  thy  purse,  or  otherwise  aiding  thy 
digestive  flMmlty,  O  British  Reader,  it  leads  to  nothing,  and  tharo 
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kBOQwmit;  ImtntlMr thereteneyibriieoslsthatt 
Nerertiielesi,  if  tluough  tliu  viijptoiaamg  Hnra  giii% 
drOekk,  and  we  bj  meaaft  of  biia,  hsve  lad  thee  into  the  tnt 
Land  of  Dreuns ;  and  tkiongli  the  Ckthee-Boreea,  ae  dbiom^a 
nagioal  nern-Ptrtms,  thoa  lookMl)  ofen  te  soneBt^  ieli  ill 
Ngkm  of  the  Wonderfbl,  and  leeat  and  leekal  iM  tlij  daajib 
k  girt  with  Wonder,  and  baaed  on  Wonder,  and  thj  i«ij 
Uanketa  and  breeohea  ere  Minudeay— then  art  thoa  ppoited  W 
yond  money's  worth ;  and  haat  a  thankfolneaB  to>wanla  oar  Fk» 
ftamr ;  nay,  perhapa  in  many  a  literary  Tca-eirelei,  wik  open  Ikf 
kind  lipa,  and  andibly  ezpresa  that  same. 

Nay,  fiurtber,  art  not  thou  too  perhapa  by  thb  time  made  awan 
that  all  Symbola  are  properly  Glothea ;  that  all  Forma  whewly 
Sprit  manifeata  itaelf  to  Senae,  whether  oa^vmrdly  or  in  the  i» 
agnation,  are  Glothea;  and  thoa  not  only  the  parehment  MagH 
Charta,  whioh  a  Tailor  waa  nigh  ontting'into  meaaaree,  bat  thi 
Pomp  and  Authority  of  Law,  the  sacredness  of  Majeaty,  and  all 
inferior  Worships  (Worth-ships)  are  properly  a  Yeeture  and  Rai- 
ment :  and  the  Thirty-nine  Articles  themselves  are  artieks  o£ 
wearing  apparel  (for  the  Religious  Idea)  ?  In  which  case,  must 
it  not  also  be  admitted  that  this  Science  of  Clothes  is  a  high  oae. 
and  may  with  infinitely  deeper  study  on  thy  part  ^-ield  richer 
fruit :  that  it  takes  scientific  rank  beside  Codification,  and  Politi- 
eal  Economy,  and  the  Theory  of  the  British  Constitution :  nij, 
rather,  from  its  prophetic  height  looks  down  on  all  these,  as  on  90 
many  weaving-shops  and  spinning-mills,  where  the  Vesturea  which 
ii  has  to  fashion,  and  consecrate,  and  distribute.  are«  too  of^en  bj 
haggard  hungry  operatives  who  see  no  farther  than  their  nose, 
mechauicallv  woven  and  spun  ? 

But  omitting  all  this,  much  more  all  that  concerns  Natural 
Supematuralism,  and  indeed  whatever  has  reference  to  the  Ulte- 
rior or  Transcendental  Portion  of  the  Science,  or  bears  never  so 
remotely  on  that  promised  Volume  of  the  Fati/tgr.H^sie  tier  metisck- 
lichen  Gtsdbchafi  (Newbirth  of  Society). — we  humbly  aoggest 
that  no  province  of  Clothes-Philosophy,  even  the  lowest  is  with- 
out its  direct  value,  but  that  innumerable  inferences  of  a  practi- 
eal  nature  may  be  drawn  therefrom.  To  say  nothing  of  those 
4fregnant  oonaiderationa,  ethical,  politieal,  aymbolieal,  which  erowd 
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on  the  Clothes-Philosopher  from  the  very  threshold  of  his  Sci- 
ence ;  nothing  even  of  those  '  architectural  ideas'  which,  as  we 
have  seen,  lark  at  the  bottom  of  all  Modes,  and  will  one  day, 
better  unfolding  themselves,  lead  to  important  revolutions, — let 
Qfl  glance  for  a  moment,  and  with  the  faintest  light  of  Clothes- 
Philosophy,  on  what  may  be  called  the  Habilatory  Class  of  our 
fellow-men.  Here  too  overlooking,  where  so  much  were  to  be 
looked  on,  the  million  spinners,  weavers,  fullers,  dyers,  washers, 
and  wringers,  that  puddle  and  muddle  in  their  dark  recesses,  to 
make  us  Clothes,  and  die  that  we  may  live, — let  us  but  turn  the 
reader's  attention  upon  two  small  divisions  of  mankind,  who,  like 
moths,  may  be  regarded  as  Cloth-animals,  creatures  that  live, 
move  and  have  their  being  in  Cloth :  we  mean,  Bandies  and 
Tailors. 

In  regard  to  both  which  small  divisions  it  may  be  asserted, 
without  scruple,  that  the  public  feeling,  unenlightened  by  Phi- 
losophy, is  at  fault;  and  even  that  the  dictates  of  humanity  are 
violated.  As  will  perhaps  abundantly  appear  to  readers  df  the 
two  following  Chapters. 
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-CHAPTER   X. 


THS  DAVDIAOAL  BODT. 


First,  tooehing  Daadiea,  let  va  oonnder,  witii  aooie 
B^ietaeBs,  wbst  %  Dandy  speoiaUy  is.  A  Dud j  is  m  GkA* 
weuing  man,  %  Han  whose  trade,  olfiee,  and  enalenfla  «OBdiiik 
the  wearing  of  Clothes.  Erery  fiienlty  of  his  aool,  spirit^  jfum, 
and  person  is  heroioall j  eonseonted  to  this  one  object,  the  wbv* 
ing  ii  Glothes  wisely  and  well:  so  that  as  others  dress  to  lite,  hi 
lives  to  dress.  The  all-importance  of  Clothes,  which  a  GenMB 
Professor,  of  unequalled  learning  and  acumen,  writes  his  enor 
mous  Volume  to  demonstrate,  has  sprung  up  in  the  intellect  of 
the  Dandy,  without  effort,  like  an  instinct  of  genius ;  he  is  in^nrei 
with  Cloth,  a  Poet  of  Cloth.  What  TeufelsdrOckh  would  calls 
'  Divine  Idea  of  Cloth'  is  bom  with  him  ;  and  this,  like  other  soeh 
Ideas,  will  express  itself  outwardly,  or  wring  his  heart  asunder 
with  unutterable  throes. 

But,  like  a  generous,  creative  enthusiast,  he  fearlessly  nuJm 
his  Idea  an  Action ;  shews  himself,  in  peculiar  guise,  to  mankiid;. 
walks  forth,  a  witness  and  living  Martyr  to  the  eternal  Worth  of 
Clothes.  We  called  him  a  Poet:  is  not  hb  body  the  (staffed) 
parchment-skin  whereon  he  writes,  with  cunning  Hnddersfidd 
dyes,  a  Sonnet  to  his  mistress'  eyebrow  ?  Say,  rather,  an  Epoa 
and  Clotha  Virumque  cano^  to  the  whole  world,  in  Macaroaie 
verses,  which  he  that  runs  may  read.  Nay,  if  you  grant,  what 
seems  to  be  admissible,  that  the  Dandy  has  a  Thinking-prindple 
in  him,  and  some  notions  of  Time  and  Space,  is  there  not  in  this 
Life-devotedness  to  Cloth,  in  this  so  willing  sacrifice  of  the  Ibi- 
mortal  to  the  Perishable,  something  (though  in  reverse  order)  of 
that  blending  and  identification  of  Eternity  with  Time,  which,  as 
we  have  seen,  constitutes  the  Prophetio  character? 

And  now,  for  all  this  perennial  Hartjxdom,  and  Poeey,  and 
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eren  Pit^hecy,  whmt  is  it  that  the  Dandy  asks  in  return  ?  Solely, 
ire  may  say,  that  you  would  recognise  his  existence ;  would  admit 
him  to  i>e  a  living  object ;  or  even  failing  this,  a  visual  object,  or 
Ihing  that  will  reflect  rays  of  light  Your  silver  or  your  gold 
(beyond  what  the  niggardly  Law  has  already  secured  him)  ho 
■olieits  not ;  simply  the  glance  of  your  eyes.  Understand  his 
taystic  significance,  or  altogether  miss  and  misinterpret  it;  do  but 
look  at  him,  and  he  is  contented.  May  we  not  well  cry  shame  on 
an  ungrateful  world,  which  refuses  oven  this  poor  boon ;  which 
will  waste  its  optic  faculty  on  dried  Crocodiles,  and  Siamese 
Twins ;  and  over  the  domestic  wonderful  wonder  of  wonders,  a 
live  Dandy,  glance  with  hasty  indifference,  and  a  scarcely  cou- 
oealed  contempt !  Him  no  Zoologist  classes  among  the  Mammalia, 
no  Anatomist  dissects  with  care :  when  did  we  see  any  iujcctod 
Preparation  of  the  Dandy,  in  our  Museums ;  any  specimen  of 
him  preserved  in  spirits  ?  Lord  Herringbone  may  dress  him^olf 
in  a  snuff-brown  suit,  with  snuff-brown  shirt  and  shoes :  it  skills 
not ;  the  undiscerning  public,  occupied  with  grosser  wants,  passes 
bj  regardless  on  the  otlier  side. 

The  age  of  Curiosity,  like  that  of  Chivalry,  is,  indeed,  properly 
speaking,  gone.  Yet  perhaps  only  gone  to  sleep :  for  here  arisos 
the  Clothes-Philosophy  to  resuscitate,  strangoly  enough,  lK)th  the 
one  and  the  other !  Should  sound  views  of  this  Science  come  to 
prevail,  the  essential  nature  of  the  British  Dandy,  and  the  niystio 
significance  that  lies  in  him,  cannot  always  remain  hidden  under 
laughable  and  Umentable  hallucination.  The  following  long 
Extract  from  Professor  TeufelsdrOckh  may  set  the  matter,  if  not 
in  its  true  light,  yet  in  the  way  towards  such.  It  is  to  bo 
regretted  however  that  here,  as  so  often  elsewhere,  the  Professor's 
kaen  philosophic  perspicacity  is  somewhat  marred  by  a  certain 
mixture  of  almost  owlish  purblindness.  or  vhe  of  some  perverno, 
ineffectual,  ironic  tendency;  our  readers  shall  judge  which: 

^  In  these  distracted  times,'  writes  he, '  when  the  Religious 

*  Principle,  driven  out  of  most  Churches,  either  lies  unseen  in  the 
'  hearts  of  good  men,  looking  and  longing  and  silently  working 

*  there  towards  some  new  Revelation ;  or  else  wanders  homeless 

*  over  the  world,  like  a  disembodied  soul  seeking  its  terrestrial 
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fligMiiiMitiMijn4iito  ham  aanjitni^g»i1ii|j|frf  flji^prtiiMliI 
AMtmm^doesUnoite&WifftijaiiaeinBftlyaM^  Bi 

luj^er  IHiAiii.iiim  of  man's  nataxe  u  toK  tto  wUle  wilhw^fc 
ponent ;  yet  does  it  eontmne  MlcetraetMe^-wKWiMfied^yedii^. 
end  weak  Uindly  in  the  great  diaotio  de^:  tkoa  fleet 
Seek,  and  Ckmeh  after  Chnvoh,  bodiea  iteelf  ftrtfa,  and 
again  into  new  metamerphoMiL 

,  <  OUeiy  ia  tiiia  obaernAle  in  England,  which,  aa  tlia  tltf^ 
and  worat-inalmeted  of  Bnropean  natiena,  offm  pneiad^  m 
elementa  (of  Heat,  namely,  and  of  Barkneaa),  in  whidk 
moon-eahrea  and  monatroaitiea  are  beat  geneimted. 
newer  Seotsof  that  ooontry,  one  of  the  moat  notable,  and  elii^f 
eonneoted  wiibcMlrpreaeDt8nl9ee^i8  thatof  theI)lniHiMi;  am- 
eeming  which,  what  little  information  I  hate  been  MmfBfn- 
eore  may  fitly  aland  here.  •  ift      ^ 

'  tt  la  tme,  certun  of  the  EngUah  Joomaliata,  men  giMilly 
withoat  sense  for  the  Beligioos  Principle,  or  judgment  for  ill 
manifestations,  speak,  in  their  brief  enigmatic  notieea,  aa  if  tlai 
were  perhaps  rather  a  Secnlar  Sect,  and  not  a  Relig^oiia  oaa: 
nevertheless,  to  the  psychologic  eye  its  devotional  and  evn 
sacrificial  character  plainly  enough  reveals  itself.  Whether  ft 
belongs  to  the  class  of  Fetish-worship^  or  of  Hero-woral^  or 
Polytiieisms,  or  to  what  other  class,  may  in  the  preaent  aMe  d 
our  intelligence  remain  undecided  {sekweben).  A  certain  Iflnok 
of  Manicheism,  not  indeed  in  the  Onoetio  shape,  ia  diaeemiyi 
enough :  also  (for  human  Error  walka  in  a  cycle,  and  reappesi 
at  intervals)  a  not  inconsiderable  resemblance  to  that  Si^penfr 
tion  of  the  Athoe  Monks,  who  by  fosting  from  all  nourishment 
and  looking  intensely  for  a  length  of  time  into  their  own  naveli^ 
came  to  discern  therein  the  true  Apocalypse  of  Nature,  aai 
Heaven  Unveiled.  To  my  own  surmise,  it  appears  aa  if  tUi 
Dandiacal  Sect  were  but  a  new  modifieation,  adapted  to  Aa  aev 
time,  of  that  primeval  Superstition,  Self-Worship;  which  Zer 
dusht,  Quangfoutdiee,  Mohamed,  and  othwa,  strove  rather  t» 
subordinate  and  restrain  than  to  eradicate ;  and  which  only  in 
the  purer  forms  of  Religion  has  been  altogether  rejected. 
Wherefore,  if  any  one  chooaes  to  name  it  revived  Ahrimaai^^ 
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'or  A  new  figure  of  Demon-Worship,  I  have,  so  far  as  is  yet  Yisi- 

'ble,  no  objection. 

'  For  the  rest,  these  people,  animated  with  the  zeal  of  a  new 

'  Sect,  display  courage  and  perseverance,  and  what  force  there  is 
in  man's  nature,  though  never  so  enslaved.  They  affect  great 
parity  and  separatism ;  distinguish  themselves  by  a  particular 
costume  (whereof  some  notices  were  given  in  the  earlier  part  of 

'.this  Yidnme) ;  likewise,  so  far  as  possible,  by  a  particular  speech 

'(apparently  some  broken  Lingua-francn^  or  English-French); 
iftid,  on  the  whole,  strive  to  maintain  a  true  Nazarene  deport- 
ment, and  keep  themselves  unspotted  from  tlic  world. 

*  They  have  their  Temples,  whereof  the  chief,  as  the  Jewish 
Temple  did,  stands  in  their  metropolis  ;  and  is  named  Ahna-k-s, 
a  word  of  uncertain  etymology.  They  worship  principally  by 
night;  and  have  their  Ilighpriosts  and  High  priestesses,  who. 
however,  do  not  continue  fur  life.  The  ritus,  by  some  supposed 
to  be  of  the  Meiiadic  sort,  or  perhap.s  with  an  Elcuniuian  or 
Cabiric  character,  are  held  strictly  secret.  Nor  are  Sacred 
Books  wanting  to  the  Sect ;  these  they  call  Fnshionabk  Novels  .• 
however,  the  Canon  i.s  not  completed,  and  some  are  canonical 
and  others  not. 

*  Of  such  Sacred  Books  I,  not  without  expense,  procured  my- 
self some  samples;  and  in  hope  of  tnie  insight,  and  with  the 
zeal  which  beseems  an  Inquirer  into  Clot1u'.<«.  set  to  interpret 
Mid  study  them.  But  wholly  to  no  purpo.«(c  :  that  tough  faculty 
of  reading,  for  which  the  world  will  not  refuse  me  credit,  was 
here  for  the  first  time  foiled  and  set  at  naught.  In  vain  that  I 
summoned  my  whole  energies  (mirh  in-iulirh  anstrenpte),  and  did 
my  very  utmost ;  at  the  end  of  some  short  }?j"":ice.  1  was  uni- 
formly seized  with  not  so  much  what  I  can  cull  a  drum  mi  ug  in 
my  ears,  as  a  kind  of  in  tin  it  v.*.  unbufuvanlo  Jtws -harping  and 
scrannel-piping  there;  to  which  the  lii^liiuiiv^t  .**]»i'vicsot'  Ma;:- 
notic  Sleep  soon  supervened.  And  if  I  >irove  to  >hako  thi.-* 
awav.  and  aksolutelv  would  not  viirld.  o:inu»  a  hitln-rto  nnloh 
S(;nsati<m.  as  of  Dvlirivm  TrcMens,  and  a  niching  into  total  ih'ii- 
quium  :  till  at  last,  by  order  of  the  Doctor,  dreaiiin;:  ruiu  tD  my 
whole  intellectual  and  bodily  faculties,  and  a  general  breakiug- 
up  of  the  oonstitution,  I  reluctantly  but  determinedly  forbore. 

10 
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Wms  Uiere  some minole  at  work  Jutn ;  IOwAmm  Fm-U^vi 
supernal  and  infenial  prodi^esywhieli,  in  the  eaae  of  the  Jtmk 
Mysteries,  bave  also  more  than  ones  seared  back  tike  Alieaf  & 
this  as  it  may,  sneh  fidiore  on  my  part,  after  bast  effisrls,  suH 
excuse  the  imperfection  of  this  dnteh ;.  altogetlier  '""^t^**". 
yet  the  completest  I  oonld  give  of  a  Seet  too  aingnlar  to  k 
omitted. 

'  Loving  my  own  life  and  senses  as  I  do,  no  power  ahaB  Mibi 
me,  as  a  private  individnal,  to  open  "another  Fhtkimmmbie  Ifmi 
Bat  lackily,  in  this  dilemma,  oomes  a  band  from  the  ckmdi; 
whereby  if  not  victory,  doliveranee  is  held  out  to  me.  Bound  mt 
of  those  Book-packages,  which  the  Stiliaekwdgai^scke  Bmckkmai- 
lung  is  in  the  habit  of  importing  from  England,  oome,  ss  if 
nsnal,  varioos  waste  printed-sheets  {maeaiaimr-hldUery,  by  way  of 
interior  wrappage :  into  these  the  Glotbes-Pbiloeopher,  with  s 
certain  Mohamedan  reverence  even  for  wsste  paper,  where  cari- 
ous knowledge  will  sometimes  hover,  disdains  not  to  cast  his  eje. 
Readers  may  judge  of  his  astonishment  when  on  such  a  de&ced 
stray  sheet,  probably  the  outcast  fraction  of  some  English 
Periodical,  such  as  they  name  j\Iagazine,  appears  something  like 
a  Dissertation  on  this  very  subject  of  JPashionable  Mortis !  It 
sets  out,  indeed,  chiefly  from  the  Secular  point  of  view ;  direct- 
ing itself,  not  without  asperity,  against  some  to  me  unknom 
individual,  named  Pdham,  who  seems  to  be  a  Mystagogne,  and 
leading  Teacher  and  Preacher  of  the  Sect ;  so  that,  what  indeed 
otherwise  was  not  to  be  expected  in  such  a  fbgitive  fragmentaiy 
sheet,  the  true  secret,  the  Religious  physiognomy  and  pbyaologj' 
of  the  Dandiacal  Body,  is  nowise  laid  fully  open  there.  Nefe^ 
theless.  scattered  lights  do  from  time  to  time  sparkle  ont,  wher^ 
by  I  have  endeavoured  to  profit.  Nay,  in  one  passage  seleetad 
from  the  Prophecies,  or  Mythic  Theogonies,  or  whatever  tbej 
are  (for  the  style  seems  very  mixed)  of  this  Mystagogae,  I  fnd 
what  appears  to  be  a  Confession  of  Faith,  or  Whole  Daty  of 
Man,  according  to  the  tenets  of  that  Sect  Which  ConfessioB 
or  Whole  Duty,  therefore,  as  proceeding  from  a  sonree  as 
anthentic,  I  shall  here  arrange  under  Seven  distinct  Artadea 
and  in  very  abridged  shape  lay  before  the  German  world ;  thMt- 
taking  leave  of  this  matter.     Obserra^  alsiH  that  to  aPoM 
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'posiihility  of  error,  I,  as  far  as  may  be,  quote  literally  from  the 
^Ongiotl: 

'articles  of  faith. 

*<  1.  Coats  should  hare  nothing  of  the  triangle  about  them ;  at 
'  the  same  time,  wrinkles  behind  should  be  carefully  avoided. 
''  2.  The  collar  is  a  very  important  point :  it  should  be  low  be- 

*  hind,  and  slightly  rolled. 

"  3.  No  license  of  fashion  can  allow  a  man  of  delicate  taste  to 
'  adopt  the  posterial  luxuriance  of  a  Hottentot. 

"  4.  There  is  safety  in  a  swallow-tail. 

"  5.  The  good  sense  of  a  gentleman  is  nowhere  more  finely  de- 
'  Teloped  than  in  his  rings. 

^'  G.  It  is  permitted  to  mankind,  under  certain  restrictions,  to 
'  wear  white  waistcoats. 

^  7.  The  trowsers  must  be  exceedingly  tight  across  the  hips." 

*•  All  which  Propositions  I,  for  the  present,  content  myself  with 
<  modestly  but  peremptorily  and  irrevocably  denying. 

'  In  strange  contrast  with  this  Dandiacal  Body  stands  another 
'  British  Sect,  originally,  as  I  understand,  of  Ireland,  where  its 
'  chief  seat  still  is ;  but  known  also  in  the  main  Island,  and  in- 
'  deed  everywhere  rapidly  spreading.  As  this  Sect  has  hitherto 
'  emitted  no  Canonical  Books,  it  remains  to  me  in  the  same  state 
'  of  obscurity  as  the  Dandiacal,  which  has  published  Books  that 
'the  unassisted  human  faculties  are  inadequate  to  read.  The 
'  members  appear  to  be  designated  by  a  considerable  diversity  of 
'  names,  according  to  their  various  places  of  establishment :  in 
'  England  they  are  generally  called  the  Dmdge  Sect ;  also,  .in- 
'philosophically  enough,  the  White  Negroes;  and,  chiefly  in 
'  scorn  by  those  of  other  communions,  the  Raggett- Beggar  Sect 
'  In  Scotland,  again,  I  find  them  entitled  Ilatlanshakers,  or  the 
^  Siook-of'Duds  Sect ;  any  individual  communicant  is  named 
'  Stook-of'Dwis  (that  is.  Shock  of  Rags),  in  allusion,  doubtless,  to 

*  their  professional  Costume.  While  in  Ireland,  which,  as  me»- 
'  ttoned,  18  their  grand  parent  hive,  they  go  by  a  perplexing  mul- 
^  tipUoitj  of  deaignationii  aooh  as  B'^gtroUen,  Btdtkankt,  RMoi^ 


men,  Cottiers,   Pap-of-Uay  Boys,   Bahu  in  the    Wood, 

Foor-Slavet :  wiiich  last,  however,  seema  to  be  the  primarjMl 
generic  name  ;  ifhcreto.  probably  eoough,  the  others  «re  nil;^ 
BubsidUry  species,  or  slight  varieties ;  or,  at  moet,  projmffMi 
olTsctB  froDi  the  parent  Gteni,  whose  tuiaute  Bnbdiriaioita,  ad 
shades  of  difTcreoce,  it  were  here  loss  of  time  to  dwell  on 
Enou^  for  us  to  uDdcrstanii.  what  seems  indubitable,  Uiftt  t^c 


original  Sect  is  that  of  the 
ces,  aod  fundamCDtul   chi 
wliole  Body,  howsoever  i 
■  The  precise  specula ti* 
Universe,  and  the  Man,  , 
the  mind  of  an  Irish  Pof 
ioiia  he  looks  forwikrd  on 
on  the  Past,  it  were  ext 
Munastic  there  appears  i 
m  bound  by  the  two 
lee  :  which  Vows,  <>spei 
u  with  great  strii'tiies^: 
jiK'Jged,  and   he 


,J   .01. 


(,-  whose  docti 
pervade  and 
or  outwardly  dlversilied 
his  Brotherhood  :  hcnr  tbr 
life,  picture  thecnselTe*  in 
h  what  feelings  and  opin- 
roQud  on  the  Present,  tack 
lit  to  specify.  Something 
leir  Constitatioo  :  ve  find 
'owe  of  Poverty  knd  Obr 
,ne  'ormer,  it  is  said,  tber  eh 
IS  T  have  iindcrstoi>d  ii.  thev 
liiiiatiou  or 


■oeahly  consccrati'd  thereto,  even  hrfore  birth.  That  thi^ 
third  Monastic  Vow,  of  Chastity,  is  rigidly  enforced  among  them. 
I  find  no  ground  to  conjecture. 

'  rurthennore,  they  appear  to  iuiitnle  the  Dandiacal  Sect  in 
tlicir  jirand  principle  of  Bearing  a  peculiar  Costume.  Of  whioh 
Irisli  Poor-Slave  Costume  no  description  will  indeed  l)e  found 
in  the  present  Volume:  for  this  reason,  that  by  the  imperfec'i 
organ  of  Language  it  did  not  seem  describablc.  Their  raiment 
consists  of  innumerable  skirts,  lappets,  and  irregular  wing?,  p! 
all  cloths  and  of  all  colours  ;  through  the  labyriuthie  inlricacies 
of  which  their  bodies  are  introduced  by  some  uuknown  proccH 
It  is  fastened  ton-ether  by  a  multiplex  combination  of  I'uttODS. 
thrums,  and  skewers  ;  to  which  frcijucntly  is  added  a  girdle  of 
leather,  of  hempen  or  even  of  straw  rope,  round  the  loins.  To 
straw  rope,  indeed,  they  seem  partiai.  and  often  wear  il  by  nay 
of  sandals.  In  liead-dress  they  affect  a  certain  freedom  ;  hals 
with  partial  brim,  without  crown,  or  with  only  a  loose,  hinged. 
or  valve  orowo  ;  in  the  formor  cas«,  tbay  sometimes  invert  tb« 
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^  liAt,  and  wear  it  brim  uppermost,  like  a  UiUTer8ity-cap,  with 

*  what  yiew  is  unknown. 

*  The  name-  Poor-Slayes,  seems  to  indicate  a  Skvonio,  Polish, 
'  or  Russian  origin :  not  so,  however,  the  interior  essence  and 
^  spirit  of  their  Superstition,  which  rather  disphiys  a  Teutonio  or 
'  Dmidioal  character.  One  might  &ncj  them  worshippers  of 
-  Hertha,  or  the  Earth  :  for  they  dig  and  affectionately  work  con« 
'  tinually  in  her  bosom ;  or  else,  shut  up  in  private  Oratories, 
'  meditate  and  manipulate  the  substances  derived  from  her ;  sel< 
^dom  looking  up  towards  the  Heavenly  Luminaries,  and  then 
'  with  comparative  indifference.     Like  the  Druids,  on  the  other 

<  hand,  they  live  in  dark  dwellings ;  often  even  breaking  their 
'  glass-windows,  where  they  find  such,  and  stuffing  them  up  with 

*  pieces  of  raiment,  or  other  opaque  substances,  till  the  fit  obsou- 
'rity  is  restored.  Again,  like  all  followers  of  Nature-Worship, 
^  they  are  liable  to  outbreakings  of  an  enthusiasm  rising  to  fero- 
'  city ;  and  burn  men,  if  not  in  wicker  idols,  yet  in  sod  cottages. 

*  In  respect  of  diet,  they  have  also  their  observances.  All 
'  Poor-Slaves  are  Rhixophagous  (or  Root-eaters) ;  a  few  are  Ich- 
'  thyophagous,  and  use  Salted  Herrings  :  other  animal  food  they 
'  abstain  from ;  except  indeed,  with  perhaps  some  strange  invert- 
'  ed  fragment  of  a  Brahminical  feeling,  such  animals  as  die  a 
'  natural  death.     Their  universal  sustenance  is  the  root  named 

*  Potato,  cooked  by  fire  alone  ;  and  generally  without  condiment 

*  or  relish  of  any  kind,  save  an  unknown  condiment  named  Poini, 
*■  into  the  meaning  of  which  I  have  vainly  inquired  ;  the  victual 
'  Pciaioes^ndrPoijU  not  appearing,  at  least  not  with  specific  ac- 
^  curacy  of  description,  in  any  European  Cookery-Book  whatever. 

<  For  drink  they  use,  with  an  almost  epigrammatic  counterpoise 

*  of  taste,  Milk,  which  is  the  mildest  of  liquors,  and  PUkeen.  which 

<  is  the  fiercest.  This  latter  I  have  tasted,  as  well  as  the  English 
'  Blue-Ruin^  and  the  Scotch  Whisky^  analogous  fluids  used  by  the 
'  Sect  in  those  countries  :  it  evidently  contains  some  form  of  al- 
'  cohol,  in  the  highest  state  of  concentration,  though  disguised 
'  with  acrid  oils  :  and  is,  on  the  whole,  the  most  pungent  substance 
'known  to  me, — indeed,  a  perfect  liquid  fire.  In  all  their  Reli- 
'  gious  Solemnities,  Potheen  is  said  to  be  an  indispensable  re<]^ui- 
'  ait«,  and  largely  oonsuned 
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<  An  Iriihl'niTeller,  of  periuips onnnMMiVOTMitjy who 
Idmself  under  the  to  me  nnmeftning  title  of  -Sit  Ifllt 
ftOffd,  ofien  tlie  following  sketch  of  m  doaeHk 
inmfttee  whereof,  though  suoh  is  not  stslod  oxpMMlj, 
hare  been  of  thai  Faith.  Therabj  dull  my  CUrw 
now  behold  an  Irish  Poor-SlsTe,  as  it  were  with  ikmr  own  ejm: 
and  eyen  see  him  at  meat  Moreofer,  in  dio  so  ptweioos  'fasl^ 
paper  sheet,  above  mentioned,  I  have  finrnd  some  coTrespondisg 
pictare  of  a  Dandiacal  Honsehdd,  painted  by  thai  same  DuC* 
acal  Mystagogoe,  or  Theogonist :  this  also,  by  way  oTooanterpvt 
*and  contrast,  the  world  shall  look  into. 

« First,  therefore,  of  the  Poor-Slaye,  who  appears  likewise  ti 
'have  beon  a  species  of  Innkeeper.  I  qnote  tnm  the  ongiasl: 
( «  The  famitare  of  this  Gararansera  consisted  of  a  laige  ins 

<  Pot,  two  oaken  Tables,  two  Benches,  two  Chairs,  and  a  Pothsa 
'  Noggin.  There  was  a  Loft  aboTC  (attainable  by  a  ladder),  vftm 
*'  which  the  inmates  slept ;  and  the  space  below  was  divided  by  s 

<  hurdle  into  two  Apartments ;  the  one  for  their  cow  and  pig.  the 
'  other  for  themselves  and  guests.  On  entering  the  boose  we 
'  discovered  the  family,  eleven  in  number,  at  dinner ;  the  frther 
'sitting  at  the  top,  the  mother  at  bottom,  the  children  on  eack 
'  side  of  a  large  oaken  Board  which  was  scooped  oat  in  the  mid- 

<  die,  like  a  Trough,  to  receive  the  contents  of  their  Pot  of  Pots- 
'  toes.  Little  holes  were  cut  at  equal  distances  to  contain  Salt : 
'  and  a  bowl  of  Milk  stood  on  the  table :  all  the  loxnries  of  mest 

<  and  beer,  bread,  knives,  and  dishes  were  dispensed  with."  The 
'  Poor-Slave  himself  our  Traveller  found,  as  he  says,  broad-backed. 
'  black-browed,  of  great  personal  strength,  and  month  from  ear  to 
'  ear.  His  Wife  was  a  sun-browned  but  well-featnred  woman : 
'  and  his  young  ones,  bare  and  chubby,  had  the  appetite  of  raveni 
'  Of  their  Philosophical,  or  Religious  tenets  or  observances,  no 
'  notice  or  hint 

'  But  now,  secondly,  of  the  Dandiacal  Household ;  in  which. 
'  truly,  that  often-mentioned  Mystagogue  and  inspired  Penman 
'  himself  has  his  abode  :  "  A  Dressing-room  splendidly  furnished : 
'  violet-coloured  curtains,  chairs  and  ottomans  of  the  same  bnc 
'  Two  full-length  Mirrors  are  placed,  one  on  each  side  of  a  table, 
'which  supports  the  loxories  of  the  Toilet    Se?aral  Bottles  of 
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'  Perfumes,  arranged  in  a  peculiar  fashion,  stand  upon  a  smaller 
'  table  of  mother-of-pearl :  opposite  to  these  are  placed  the  appur- 

*  tenances  of  Lavation  richly  wrought  in  frosted  silver.  A  Ward- 
'  robe  of  Buhl  is  on  the  left ;  the  doors  of  which  being  partly 

*  open  discover  a  profusion  of  Clothes ;  Shoes  of  a  singularly  small 
'aixe  monopolise  the  lower  shelves.  Fronting  the  wardrobe  a 
'  door  ajar  gives  some  slight  glimpse  of  a  Bath-room.     Folding- 

<  doors  in  the  back-ground. — Enter  the  Author,"  our  Theogonist 

*  in  person,  '*  obsequiously  preceded  by  a  French  Valet,  in  white 
'  silk  Jacket  and  cambric  Apron." 

<  Such  are  the  two  Sects  which,  at  this  moment,  divide  the 
'  more  unsettled  portion  of  the  British  People  ;  and  agitate  that 

*  ever-vexed  country.     To  the  eye  of  the  political  Seer,  their  mu- 

<  tual  relation,  pregnant  with  the  elements  of  discord  and  hostil- 

*  ity,  is  far  from  consoling.     These  two  principles  of  Dandiacal 

*  Self-worship  or  Demon-worship,  and  Poor-Slavish  or  Drudgical 
'  li^arth-worship,  or  whatever  that  same  Drudgism  may  be,  do  as 

*  jet  indeed  manifest  themselves  under  distant  and  nowise  con- 
^  siderable  shapes :  nevertheless,  in  their  roots  and  subterranean 
^  ramifications,  they  extend  through  the  entire  structure  of  Soci- 
^  ety,  and  work  unweariedly  iu  the  secret  depths  of  English  na- 
'  tional  Existence ;  striving  to  sepaVate  and  isolate  it  into  two 
'  contradictory,  uncommunicating  masses. 

'  In  numbers,  and  even  individual  strength,  the  Poor-Slaves  or 
'  Drudges,  it  would  seem,  are  hourly  increasing.  The  Dandiacal, 
'  again,  is  by  nature  no  proselytising  Sect ;  but  it  boasts  of  great 
'  hereditary  resources,  and  is  strong  by  union  ;  whereas  the 
'  Drudges,  split  into  parties,  have  as  yet  no  rallying-point ;  or  at 
' best,  only  cooperate  by  means  of  partial  secret  affiliations.     If, 

*  indeed,  there  were  to  arise  a  Communion  of  Drudges^  as  there  is 

<  already  a  Communion  of  Saints,  what  strangest  effects  would 

<  follow  therefrom !  Dandyism  as  yet  affects  to  look  down  on 
'  Drudgism :  but  perhaps  the  hour  of  trial,  when  it  will  be  prac- 
'  tically  seen  which  ought  to  look  down,  and  which  up,  is  not  so 
^  distant. 

'  To  me  it  seems  probable  that  the  two  Sects  will  one  day  part 
'  England  between  them ;  each  recruiting  itself  from  the  inter- 
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'  mediate  ranks,  till  there  be  nooe  left  to  enlist  on  either  ^« 
'  Thone  Daadiacitl  MauicheaoB,  with  tbe  host  t^f  Dandriutf 
'  Christians,  will  form  one  body  :  the  Drudges,  gathering  rwisa 
'thein  whosoever  is  Drudf^ieal,  he  he  Chmtian  or  Infidel  Pspi. 
'sweeping  up  Ukenise  all  manner  of  UtjlitariaDg,  Badioak  n 
'  fractory  Potwallappers,  and  so  forth,  into  their  general  ii>»> 
'  will  form  another.  I  oould  liken  Dandyism  and  DrodgiMU  f 
'  two  bottomless  boiling  V  lat  had  broken  ont  on  ^p» 

'  site  quarters  of  the  firm  et  tliej  Bppe»r  only  ditiiir 

'eted,  foolishly  bubbling  man's  art  migbt  coTerii. 

'  yot  mark  them,  their  d  ily  widening  ;  tbey  are  W- 

'  low  Cones  that  boil  up  .  inite  Deep,  over  vhich  juiif 

'  firm  land  is  but  a  thin  d  I     Thua  daily  is  the  iDi«r 

'  medialfi  land  crumblLag  !  empire  uf  the  two  BBchas' 

'  Bailers  extending  ;  till  a  but  a  foot-platik,  a  met* 

'  Hhn  of  Land  between  tl  k)  is  washed  away  ;  and  \hta 

'  — we  have  the  true  Hel  ,  and  Noqli'a  Deluge  is  mi' 

'  deluged  I 

'  Or  better.  I  might  call  them  two  bonndless,  and  indeed  uoei- 
'  amplcd  KkKrie  :Mi«-hiues  (luriied  by  Ihe  ■■  Machinery  v(  S<^<-i- 
'ety,").  wilh  halleriis  tif  iipiiDMtc  4U;ility  :  Drudginui  llie  N.-^j- 
'  live,  Dim^lyi^ni  tin;  Pi.^itivi'  otii:  attracts  liourly  towards  it  aiiJ 
'  nppi-i.pri^itoa  :"1!  llie  l\i>itivo  Kluftrioily  nf  the  Nation  (naiiieiv. 
■  the  Money  thereof) ;  the  other  i^  fiiually  husv  with  the  N.-iri'i-''; 
'  (tliat  is  to  say  (he  Hiiu^'er).  uliii-h  is  e^nu.lly  iv.tenf,  niikrv> 
'  yim  .-ec  niily  partial  trun-ifiil  .-parkle,-;  and  sputters  ;   hul  wail  i 
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We  have  often  blamed  him  for  a  habit  of  wire-drawing  and 
over-refining ;  from  of  old  we  have  been  familiar  with  his  ten- 
dency to  Mysticism  and  Religiosity,  whereby  in  every  thing  he 
was  still  scenting  out  Religion:  bnt  never  perhaps  did  these 
amaorosis-soffasions  so  cloud  and  distort  his  otherwise  most 
pierciog  vision,  as  in  this  of  the  Dandiacal  Body  !  Or  was  there 
something  of  intended  satire ;  is  the  Professor  and  Seer  not  quite 
the  blinkard  he  affects  to  be  ?  Of  an  ordinary  mortal  we  should 
have  decisively  answered  in  the  affirmative ;  but  with  a  Teufels- 
drdckh  there  ever  hovers  some  shade  of  doubt.  In  the  mean- 
while, if  satire  were  actually  intended,  the  case  ia  little  better. 
There  are  not  wanting  men  who  will  answer :  Does  your  Profes- 
sor take  us  for  simpletons?  His  irony  has  orershot  itself;  we 
iot  trough  it,  and  perhiqps  through  him. 
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CHAPTER    XI. 

TAILORS. 

Thus,  however,  bas  oar  first  Practical  InfereDoe  from  tbe 
Clothes-Philosophy,  that  which  respects  Dandies,  been  sufficientlj 
drawn  ;  and  we  come  now  to  the  second,  concerning  Tailors.  On 
this  latter  our  opinion  happily  quite  coincides  with  that  of  Teo- 
felsdrdckh  himself,  as  expressed  in  the  concluding  page  of  his 
Volume ;  to  whom  therefore  we  willingly  give  place.  Let  him 
speak  his  own  last  words,  in  his  own  way : 

*  Upwards  of  a  century,'  says  he,  '  must  elapse,  and  still  the 
bleeding  fight  of  Freedom  be  fought,  whoso  is  noblest  perishing 
in  the  vau,  and  thrones  be  hurled  on  altars  like  Pelion  on  Oss*. 
and  the  Moloch  of  Iniquity  have  his  victims,  and  the  Michael  uf 
Justice  his  martvrs,  before  Tailors  can  be  admitted  to  their  true 
prerogatives  of  manhood,  and  this  last  wound  of  suffering  Hu- 
manity be  closed. 

^  If  aught  in  the  history  of  the  world's  blindness  could  surprise 
us,  here  might  we  indeed  pause  and  wonder.  An  idea  has  gone 
abroad,  and  fixed  itself  down  into  a  wide-spreading  rooted  error, 
that  Tailors  are  a  distinct  species  in  Physiology,  not  Meu.  but 
but  fractional  Parts  of  a  Man.  Call  any  one  a  SrhTuriti^r  (Cut- 
ter. Tailor),  is  it  not,  in  our  dislocated,  hoodwinked,  and  indeed 
delirious  condition  of  Society,  equivalent  to  defying  his  per- 
petual fcllest  enmity  ?  The  epithet  Schncidermdssig  (Tailor-like) 
betokens  an  otherwise  unapproachable  degree  of  pusillanimity: 
we  introduce  a  Tailor  s-Md a ncholy.  more  opprobrious  than  anv 
Leprosy,  into  our  Books  of  Medicine :  and  fable  I  know  not 
what  of  his  generating  it  by  living  on  Cabbage.  Why  should  I 
speak  of  Hans  Sachs  (himself  a  Shoemaker,  or  kind  of  Leather- 
•Tailor),  with  his  Schneider  mU  dem  Fanierl     Why  of  Shak- 
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'  spcAre,  in  his  Taming  of  the  ShreWj  and  elsewhere?  Docs  it  not 
'  stand  on  record  that  the  English  Queen  Elizabeth,  receiving  a 
'  deputation  of  Eighteen  Tailors,  addressed  them  with  a  '^  Good 
'  morning,  gentlemen  both !''  Did  not  the  same  virago  boast  that 
'  she  had  a  Cavalry  Regiment,  whereof  neither  horse  nor  man 
'  could  be  injured :  her  Regiment,  namely,  of  Tailors  on  Mares  7 
'  Thus  everywhere  is  the  falsehood  taken  for  granted,  and  acted 
'  on  as  an  indisputable  &ct. 

'  Nevertheless,  need  I  put  the  question  to  any  Physiologist, 
'  whether  it  is  disputable  or  not  ?  Seems  it  not  at  least  presuraa- 
^  ble,  that,  under  his  Clothes,  the  Tailor  has  bones,  and  viscera, 
'  and  other  muscles  than  the  sartorius  ?  Which  function  of  man- 
'  hood  is  the  Tailor  not  conjectured  to  perform  ?  Can  he  not 
'  arrest  for  debt  ?  Is  he  not  in  most  countries  a  tax-paying 
*•  animal  ? 

^  To  no  reader  of  this  Volume  can  it  be  doubtful  which  convic- 
'  tion  is  mine.  Nay,  if  the  fruit  of  these  long  vigils,  and  almost 
^  preternatural  Inquiries  is  not  to  perish  utterly,  the  world  will 
'  have  approximated  towards  a  higher  Truth ;  and  the  doctrine, 
'  which  Swift,  with  the  keen  forecast  of  genius,  dimly  anticipated, 
'  will  stand  revealed  in  clear  light :  that  the  Tailor  is  not  only  a 
^  Man,  but  something  of  a  Creator  or  Divinity.     Of  Franklin  it 

*  was  said,  that  ^^  he  snatched  the  Thunder  from  Heaven  and  the 
'  Sceptre  from  Kings :"  but  which  is  greater,  I  would  ask,  he  that 
^  lends,  or  he  that  snatches  ?     For,  looking  away  from  indi>idual 

*  cases,  and  how  a  Man  is  by  the  Tailor  new-created  into  a  Noble- 

*  man,  and  clothed  not  only  with  Wool  but  with  Dignity  and  a 

*  Mystic  Dominion, — is  not  the  fair  fabric  of  Society  itself,  with 

*  all  its  royal  mantles  and  pontifical  stoles,  whereby,  from  naked- 

*  ness  and  dismemberment,  we  are  organised  into  Polities,  into 
^  nations,  and  a  whole  co-operating  Mankind,  the  creation,  as  has 
*here  been  often  irrefragably  evinced,  of  the  Tailor  alone ?-r- ''^* 

*  What  too  are  all  Poets,  and  moral  Teachers,  but  a  species  of 

*  Metaphorical  Tailors  ?     Touching  which  high  Guild  the  great- 

*  est  living  Guild-brother  has  triumphantly  asked  us :  "  Nay,  if 

*  thou  wilt  have  it,  who  but  the  Poet  first  made  Gods  for  men  ; 

*  brought  them  down  to  us  ;  and  raised  us  up  to  them  ?" 

And  this  is  he,  whom  sitting  downcast,  oq  the  hard  basis  bf 
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hit  ShopbMidi  the  worU  trartp  viik  eontameljy  as  A* 
ptri  of  a  man  1  Look  up^  thou  mneli-li^iiredVme,  look  up  v& 
the  kyn^ling  eye  of  hope,  and  pn^hetie  bodingi  of  a  noiUer  tel- 
ler time.  Too  long  hast  thoa  eat  there^  on  nrnoBed  lqg«,WeMMf 
tl^  ^ole^oints  to  horn ;  like  someMMged  AiifliMgite,or  CfcthoSi 
Faloi^  doing  penanee,  drawing  down  Hearen'a  rieheBt  Ueannp^ 
iiov  a  world  tl^  aoofled  at  thee.  Be  of  hope!  Already  stmb 
of  blue  peer  throogh  onr  blonda ;  the  thiek  gloom  of  IgDomwe 
it  rolling  aeonder,  and  it  will  be  day.  Mankind  will  repay  witk 
interest  their  long-aoenmnlated  debt:  the  Anohorite  tlmtvu 
sooffad  at  will  be  worshipped ;  the  Fraeticm  will  beoome  not  m 
Int^S^  only,  bat  a  8q[oare  and  Cube.  With  aatoniahmimt  thi 
world  will  recognise  tbit  the  Tailor  is  its  Hierophant^  and  His- 
aroh,  or  even  its  God. 

^Asl  stood  in  the  Mosque  of  St  Sophia,  and  looked  upon  thflM 
Four^md-Twenty  Tailors, .  sewing  and  embroidering  that  ri^ 
Cloth,  which  the  Saltan  sends  yearly  for  the  Caaba  of  Mecca,  I 
thought  within  myself:  How  many  other  Unholies  has  your 
covering  Art  made  holy,  besides  this  Arabian  Whinstone ! 

'  Still  more  touching  was  it  when,  turning  the  comer  of  a  lane, 
in  the  Scottish  Town  of  Edinburgh,  I  came  upon  a  Signpost, 
whereon  stood  written  that  such  and  such  a  one  was  *^  Breeches- 
Maker  to  his  Majesty ;"  and  stood  painted  the  Effigies  of  a  Pair 
of  Leather  Breeches,  and  between  the  knees  these  memoraUe 
words,  Sic  itur  ad  astra.  Was  not  this  the  martyr  prison- 
speech  of  a  Tailor  sighing  indeed  in  bonds,  yet  sighing  towards 
deliverance ;  and  propheticaUy  appealing  to  a  better  day  ?  A 
day  of  justice,  when  the  worth  of  Breeches  would  be  revealed  to 
man,  and  the  Scissors  become  for  ever  venerablje. 

'  Neither,  perhaps,  may  I  now  say,  has  his  appeal  been  altoge- 
ther in  vain.  It  was  in  this  high  moment,  when  the  sonl,  roit 
as  it  were,  and  shed  asunder,  is  open  to  inspiring  influence,  that 
I  first  conceived  this  Work  on  Clothes :  tho  greatest  I  can  CTer 
hope  to  do  ;  which  has  already,  after  long  retardations,  oocnpied, 
and  will  yet  occupy,  so  large  a  section  of  my  Life ;  and  of  which 
the  Primary  and  simpler  Portion  may  here  find  its  oonolosion.' 
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VABEWELL. 

So  have  we  endeavoured,  from  the  enormous,  amorphous  Plam« 
padding,  more  like  a  Scottish  Haggis,  which  Herr  TeufelsdrOckh 
had  kneaded  for  his  fellow  mortals,  to  pick  out  the  choiceot 
Plums,  and  present  them  separately  on  a  cover  of  our  own.  A 
laborious,  perhaps  a  thankless  enterprise ;  in  which,  however, 
something  of  hope  has  occasionally  cheered  us,  and  of  which  we 
can  now  wash  our  hands  not  altogether  without  satisfaction.  If 
hereby,  though  in  barbaric  wise,  some  morsel  of  spiritual  nourish- 
ment have  been  added  to  the  scanty  ration  of  our  beloved  British 
world,  what  nobler  recompense  could  the  Editor  desire  9  If  it 
prove  otherwise,  why  should  he  murmur  ?  Was  not  this  a  Task 
which  Destiny,  in  any  case,  had  appointed  him ;  which  having 
now  done  with,  he  sees  his  general  l>ay's-work  so  much  the  lighteri 
so  much  the  shorter  ? 

Of  Professor  TeufelsdrOckh  it  seems  impossible  to  take  leave 
without  a  mingled  feeling  of  astonishment,  gratitude  and  disap- 
proval Who  will  not  regret  that  talents,  which  might  have 
profited  in  the  higher  walks  of  Philosophy,  or  in  Art  itself^  have 
been  so  much  devoted  to  a  rummaging  among  lumber-rooms; 
nay,  too  often  to  a  sending  in  kennels,  where  lost  rings  and  dia> 
mond-necklaees  are  nowise  the  sole  conquests  1  Regret  is  una- 
voidable ;  yot  censure  were  loss  of  time.  To  cure  him  of  his  mad 
humours  British  Criticism  would  essay  in  vain :  enough  for  her 
if  she  can,  by  vigilance,  prevent  the  spreading  of  such  among  our* 
selves.  What  a  result,  should  this  piebald,  entangled,  hyper-met- 
aphorical style  of  writing,  not  to  say  of  thinking,  become  general 
among  our  Literary  men  1  As  it  might  so  easily  da  Thus  baa 
not  the  Editor  himself;  working  over  TeufelsdrOokh's  GtnDa% 
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lost  much  of  h'lB  own  English  purity?  Even  as  the  smJIh 
whirlpool  IB  Backed  into  the  larger,  9.ad  maije  to  whirl  Along  will 
it,  so  h&B  the  lesBcr  mind,  in  this  iustnnce,  b«en  forced  to  becomt 
portion  of  the  greater,  and,  like  it,  see  nil  things  &£urativelj 
-which  habit  time  and  assiduous  effort  will  be  needed  to  eradiate 
NevertheleBB,  wuj-ward  as  our  Profeseor  shews  bimaelC  is  ti«r« 


any  reader  that  can  part  n 
coufesB,  there  is  that 
niHii,  which  almoBt  attach 
believe,  is  that  of  a  man  n 
Here  tbou  ct 


the 


3  of  all  t 


r  Devil.  1 


his  f 


niyateriousl^  consecrated  n 
8toi.>d  minded  to  wage  the  > 
all  times.  In  such  a  ca» 
Scjtheman,  shall  be  weloome. 

Still  the  question  returns  on  ni 
ally  of  keen  insight,  not  withf.iit  1 
real  Thoughts  ti.  communicate,  rt 
bordering  ho  closely  on  the  iihsu 
wber  than  the  present  Editur  nl 
Our   eoiijecture  has   sometimes   I 


in  declared  enmity  t  Let  m 
ih -Buffering,  much-inflicbug 
I  attitude,  we  will  hope  and 

I  to  Cant.  BcgDUc  ;  and  In 
:  and  to  Truth,  Be  thon  io 
manfully  defied  the  -Timi- 
erhaps,   Uannihal-Uke.  iru 

to  that  warfare,  and  now 

II  weapons,  ID  all  plB(«s.  tt 
lier,  were  hu  but  a  PoUA 


rell  as  Choic 


cerned  in 
■   I'rofe^^sc 


Ihnt.  in  a  Life  like  t 
given  by  Nature  ii.id  in  I'n.cti.-e  f^ 
also  would  never  rightly  prn^per  i 
terisfic  veliemenee  to  pniiit  this  ani 
without  sueec.=s,  he  at  last  despenit 
all  colourH.  iigaiust  the  canvass,  to  t 
With  all  hifl  stillness,  there  were  ] 
peration  enough  for  this. 

A  second  eonjeeture  we  hazard  n 
that  Teufelsdrockh  is  not  without 
feeling,  a  wish  to  proselytise.     How  ofti 

really  Stoicism  and   Despair,  or  Love  and    Hope  only  soarod  into 
the  figure  of  these !  Remarkable,  moreover,  is  this  saying  of  hb . 


How  could  a  mfto 

ooeuiaif 

n  sense  n 

f  pn>priety. 

,  whi  bad 

Ive  lo  eii 

lit  them  in 

a  shape 

'      W),i<. 

1,  ,,.«i™ 

he  «->re 

should   s 

L-  aii>i-iT 

11,  tliat   p 

erh.ip,s    Nei 

■e<Mly  IS 

.      i^timu 

i   it   not   ci> 

iiceiviil  !■,' 

.  where  t 

-0  much  Ix' 

.untifuliy 

ilcd  and 
lat  ^Irivi 

n,i,-gone.  L 
ng  wiih   hi: 

s  eharae- 

the  othc 

r   I'ielure, 

aud  ev,T 

Iv  da^llL- 

■■  his  spring 

e.  full  I'f 

y-wl.Ltliei 

■itwillpai, 

ilF>.aTU^ 

.■rhaps  in 

Teufelsdrockh  dcs- 

th  even  1 

ess  warrant 

y      Ii  is 

some  lou 

leh  of  the 

universal 

jftcn  aire 

■ady  have  w. 
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*  How  were  Friendship  possible  ?  In  mutual  devoted ne^H  to  tljo 
'Good  and  True:  otherwise  impossible;  except  aH  Armed  Nmi- 
'trmlity,  or  hollow  Commercial  League.  A  man,  be  the  lloavfrm 
^ever  praised,  is  sufficient  for  himself:  yet  were  ten  men,  united 
'in  Lore,  capable  of  being  and  of  doing  what  ten  thouMand  ^in- 
'glj  would  fail  in.  Infinite  is  the  help  man  can  yield  to  nirifi ' 
And  now  in  conjunction  therewith  consider  *hiH  oth«'r  .  *  It  iH  tin; 

*  Night  of  the  World,  and  still  long  till  it  Ix;  J>ay     wf  wiiTi<l<r 
'amid  the  glimmer  of  smoking  ruinn.  and  the  Snn  and  th(*  Ht;ir*« 
*of  Heaven  are  as  if  blotted  out  for  a  neahon  :  and  two  iwun-tm 
^urable.  Fantonis.   HvporRisv  and   A7in:i***f.  with   th«  Oowli*, 
'  Sen.si-ality.  stalk  abroad  over  the   Karth.  and  <'all  it  tLfirn 

^  well  at  ease  are  the  Sleepers  for  whom  KxiMt'-ri'M;  'm  a  nhailow 
'  Dream.' 

But  what  of  the  awe^^tnick  Wak«:ftil  who  find  it  a  ll*;ilif  y  f 
Should  not  these  unite  :  since  even  an  ant  bent  ir  S|i<"'tr<'  i'.  n'li 
visible  to  Two  ? — In  which  case  w<*re  thii*  wiorinoiiM  i'UiihvA  Vol 
nme  properly  an  enormouH  Pit'-hpan.  whirh  our  T<Mjfi'lMjro«kli 
in  his  lone  watchtower  had  kindl'rd.  that  it  mi^^ht  flaruf  fur  uwi 
wide  through  the  Night,  and  njany  a  di^'-onoojatt-ly  wander  in/ 
spirit  be  guided  thither  to  a  JJroth'Th  )ni'^nui*  \W  ►ay  »•»■  ^^ 
fore,  with  all  hii  malign  Indifi«rr<:n'Mr.  who  know*  wli;it  mnd  Mop'-^ 
this  man  mav  harlxjur  ' 

Meanwhile  thero  i.^  on**  fa'*t  fi  l/«r  fct.'it#-d   \n-ri'.  whi'-h   linrrn'm 
ises  ill  with  sufh  coni<:ftiir"     und.  jnd''«-'i.  w^-n*  'r«'iif«!l*«lro«  kh 
made   like  other  nj'rn.  iiii;.'iit   ;•-  '^I'^tA   a*   nliot'i  fhi-r  m^n  i*    it 
Namelv.  that  while   th<:    JJ*-3'-on  i'ln-    )i\nf'i    it-*    brijrhti-'t.   fl,n 
Watchman  had  'j»jitt«r'J  it     tJia?   no  pil^'rim  «oiild   now  a  k   Imn 
Watchman,  what  of  ih<:  Nijrlit  '      l'rofi-*-or  'ri-util-dro*  kh.  \>'    it 
known,  is  no  long*rr  'li-jKly  pp'^-nt  at.  W«-i*^ni' htwo,  but  nyttiu  i-i 
all  appearand*:  lo*»t  in  .""pa/'ir '      ,^oin«-  tifn"  ji|^o  tli**   llofriitli  Mi->j 
•ohrc/ke  was  pl«'a^'<i  to  f:i'. o>jr  u*  with  ahotii<  r 'OfMoiiM   Kj>i'>lf; 
wherein  much  i^  ^a-d  a^^iut  th'*  -  PofMilation  In^iituti-      iiumIi  t»- 
peated   in  praiv:  of  th<-   Paj/^-rba^'    l)';'ijin«-nt«'    th«'  hi*»rojrl\f*hi'J 
nature  of  whi'-n  o-t  Mofrath  ♦■nil   -"-ini  not   to   hawr  ►•inni«"l 
and.  la-tiV.  *).*•  •^r:i',]i*-'^   '/'•'■■irr' n* '•  'ornMi'jfii'ui'd.  to  H".  fni  thi: 
first  tinj*'.  in  th'*  followinj.'  para/r^jn 

^£w  WohlfftfAfkrtn  will  h*^«;  wen,  from  the  public  Trinti.  with 
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what  )Lfi'ectioBal«  and  hitherto  frnitlese  solioitnde  W 
regurds  tlie  dieappeft ranee  of  her  Sage.  Migbt  but  the  nsitcJ 
vuiee  of  Germany  prevail  on  bim  to  return  ;  nay,  ooDld  »e  Wi 
eo  muck  aa  elacidato  for  ourselves  by  nbat  mystery  be  «eU 
away  1  But.  aUs.  old  Leiscban  experiences  or  aff«<ct»  ibfl  ]m- 
fduudeat  deafaees,  tite  profouodest  igooranoe  iu  tlus  Vithi- 
gaase  all  lies  swept,  fiileiiL  sealed  un  ;  the  Privy  Council  itMif 
bitherto  elicit 


-  It  bad  been  remarket 
^  PttrisUa  Three  Days  £ 
'  every  ou  in  Weisaniohtn 
'  at  tbe  Game  or  ebenl 

'  any  syllable  except  od' 
'  uing).     Shortly  after,  b 
'  lie  tranquillity  here,  as  i 
'  tbe  Tailors.     For  did  th. 
'  de^pamie  Alarmist,  who  mbh  i™  i 
'  the  Clothes- Volume  was  to  blame. 
'serenity  of  our   Pbilosopbcr  was   i 
'tbi'ough   nuc   buiiibh:  individual.  St 
*  into  the  K>ilh  (Council)  il.-olf.  «nd  ^ 
'  dclivemnc-o.     Tbe  T;iii»r.s  .,rf  now  < 
't)ipr   of  these   tivo  incidents   can  I 
'  comes  there  l!ii'  shallow  of  n  suspit 


tbe  agitating  news  of  t^ow 
uth  to  mouth,  and  dinned 
ufelsdrdckb  waa  not  knowi, 
I  spoken,  for  a  whole  weifc, 
K  Esgfht  an  (It  iabcpl- 
fhohitn  knows,  was  the  pnV 
ireatened  by  a  Sedition  of 
il-wishera.  or  p«rb«pB  men 
At  the  eloaiag  Chapter  d 
In  this  appalling  rmit.  lk> 
ide^cribable  .  nay.  perhaps, 
iiielbing  thereof  might  p-s 
I  oonlribute  to  tbe  couiitrv* 
nlirelv  p;ieilicated.— Tu  nci- 
ittriimte  our   loss  :   vet  ,lill 


I  of  Pa 


'  ities 


l-o 


n.ple. 


II  tlie   Sti« 


i  Priipositioii:^  Iiither.  and  the  whole  Gtut 
'cackle  of  luup'hter,  lamentation,  and  nMuni^hmcii 
'  mute  ■  and  at  the  end  of  the  third  evening,  said 
'  also  are  men  who  have  discovered,  not  without 
'  Man  is  :!till   Man  ;   of  wliieb  high,  long- forgotten  Truth 
'  ready  see  them  make  a  false  application. 
'  been  ascertained  hy 


>.  thei 


19  hai 
there 


ssed  !■ 


e  ],c 


•siciirs  Uaz-ird -Enfant  in  and 
'  tenor  can  now  only  be  eonjcci 
'  ing.  he  was  >^een  for  the  la^t  t 
•  Haa  this  invaluable  man.  s 
'  Sects  that  convulse  our  Era, 


of  I  he  Post 

IS  Answer  bolween  the  -Mes- 

Professor    liinisclf      of  wbM 

On  the  tiftli  night  follow 


most  of  (he  hostile 
been  spirited  away  by  certain  of 
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'  their  emissaries  ;  or  did  he  go  forth  voluntarily  to  their  head- 

*  quarters  to  confer  with  them,  and  confront  them  ?  Reason 
'  we  have,  at  least  of  a  negative  sort,  to  believe  the  Lost  still 

*  living :  our  widowed  heart  also  whispers  that  ere  long  he  will 
^  himself  give  a  sign.  Otherwise,  indeed,  must  his  archives,  one 
'  day,  be  opened  by  Authority ;  where  much,  perhaps  the  Faiinr 
^gencsie  itself,  is  thought  to  be  reposited.' 

Thus  far  the  Hofrath ;  who  vanishes,  as  is  his  wont,  too  like  an 
Ignis  Fatuus,  leaving  the  dark  still  darker. 

So  that  Teufebdrdckh's  public  History  were  not  done,  then,  or 
reduced  to  an  even,  unromantic  tenor  ;  nay,  perhaps,  the  better 
part  thereof  were  only  beginning?  We  stand  in  a  region  of 
conjectures,  where  substance  has  melted  into  shadow,  and  one 
cannot  be  distinguished  from  the  other.  May  Time,  which  solves 
or  suppresses  all  problems,  throw  glad  light  on  this  also !  Our 
own  private  conjecture,  now  amounting  almost  to  certainty,  is 
that,  safe-moored  in  some  stillest  obscurity,  not  to  lie  always 
still,  TeufelsdrOckh  is  actually  in  London ! 

Here,  however,  can  the  present  Editor,  with  an  ambrosial  joy 
aa  of  over-weariness  falling  into  sleep,  lay  down  his  pen.  Well 
does  he  know,  if  human  testimony  be  worth  aught,  that  to  innu- 
merable British  readers  likewise,  this  is  a  satisfying  consummation ; 
that  innumerable  British  readers  consider  him,  during  these  cur- 
rent months,  but  as  an  uneasy  interruption  to  their  ways  of 
thought  and  digestion  ;  and  indicate  so  much,  not  without  a  cer- 
tain irritancy  and  even  spoken  invective.  For  which,  as  for  other 
mercies,  ought  he  not  to  thank  the  Upper  Powers  ?  To  one  and 
all  of  you,  O  irritated  readers,  he,  with  outstretched  arms  and 
open  heart,  will  wave  a  kind  fisirewell.  Thou  too,  miraculous  Enti- 
ty, who  namest  thyself  Yorke  and  Oi.iver,  and  with  thy  vivacities 
and  genialities  with  thy  all  too  Irish  mirth  and  madness,  and 
odour  of  palled  punch,  makest  such  strange  work,  farewell ;  long 
as  thou  canst,  faren^Z/  /  Have  we  not,  in  the  course  of  Eternity, 
travelled  some  months  of  our  Life-journey  in  partial  sight  of  one 
another;  have  we  not  existed  together,  though  in  a  state  of 
quarrel  % 


SB  Curr  flvmr,  Nbw  Tom. 

Jtmuary,  1860. 
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